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INTRODUCTION. 


KNOWLEDGE IS POWER 


When you know a thing, to hold that 
you know it; and when you do not knowa 
thing, to allow that you do not know it; 
this is knowledge.—ConFucius, Analects, 
bk. i, ch. iv. 


Knowledge comes 
Of learning well retain’d, unfruitful else. 


—DANTE ALIGHIERI, 1307? Vision of 
Paradise, Canto v, |. 41. 

An humble knowledge of thyself is a 
surer way to God than a deep search after 
knowledge.—A Kempis, Toomas, 1424? 
Imitation of Christ, bk. i, ch. iii. 


It is only knowledge, which worne with 
yeares waxeth young, and when all things 
are cut away with the Cicle of Time, 
knowledge flourisheth so high that Time 
cannot reach it.—LyLy, JOHN, 1579, The 
Anatomy of Wit, of the Education of Youth, 
Euphues. 


My mind, aspire to higher things: 
Grow rich in that which never taketh rust. 
—SIpNEY, Sir Paruip, 1586? Sonnet, 


Leave me, O Love! 


He hath never fed of the dainties that 
are bred in a book; he hath not eat paper, 
as it were; he hath not drunk ink: his 
intellect is not replenished; he is only an 
animal, only sensible in the duller parts. — 
SHAKESPEARE, WILLIAM, 1588-98, Love’s 
Labour’s Lost, act iv, sc. 2. 


By knowledge we do learn ourselves to know 
And what to man, and what to God we owe. 


—SPENSER, EDMUND, 1591, The Tears of 
the Muses. 


Read not to contradict and confute, nor 
to believe and take for granted, nor to find 
talk and discourse, but to weigh and con- 
sider. Some books are to be tasted, others 
to be swallowed, and some few to be 
chewed and digested; that is, some books 
are to be read only in parts; others to be 


read, but not curiously; and some few to 
be read wholly, and with diligence and 
attention.—BAcoN, FRANCIS LorD, 1597, 
Of Studies, Essays. 


O blessed Letters! that combine in one 
All ages past, and make one live with all: 
By you we do confer with who are gone, 
And the Dead-living unto council call! 
By you the unborn shall have communion 
Of what we feel and what doth us befall. 


—DANIEL, SAMUEL, 1599, Musophilus. 


Since knowledge is but sorrow’s spy, 
It is not safe to know. 


—DAVENANT, SiR WILLIAM, 1630, The 
Just Italian, Act v, sc. 1. 


All foreign wisdom doth amount to this, 

To take all that is given, whether wealth, 
Or love, or language; nothing comes amiss: 
A good digestion turneth all to health. 
—HERBERT, GEORGE, 1633, Church Porch, 


The Temple, st. 60. 


Beside, he was a shrewd Philosopher, 

And had read ev’ry text and gloss over; 

Whate’er the crabbed’st author hath, 

He understood b’ implicit faith. 
—BUTLER, SAMUEL, 1663, Hudibras, pt. 
i, Canto i, 1. 127. 


Who reads 

Incessantly, and to his reading brings not 
A spirit and judgment equal or superior, 
(And what he brings what need he else- 

where seek? ) 
Uncertain and unsettled still remains, 
Deep versed in books and shallow in himself, 
Crude or intoxicate, collecting toys 
And trifles for choice matters, worth a sponge, 
As children gathering pebbles on the shore. 
—MILTON, JOHN, 1671, Paradise Regained, 


bk. iv, 1. 322. 


Read Homer once, and you can read no more; 

For all books else appear so mean, so poor; 

Verse will seem prose; but still persist to 
read, 

And Homer will be all the books you need. 


—SHEFFIELD, JOHN, 1682, Hssay on Poetry. 


The improvement of the understanding 
is for two ends: first, for our own increase 
of knowledge; secondly, to enable us to 
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deliver and make out that knowledge to 
others. — Lockr, JOHN, 1704? Some 
Thoughts Concerning Reading and Study. 


Whoe’er excels in what we prize, 

Appears a hero in our eyes; 

Each girl when pleased with what is taught, 
Will have the teacher in her thought, 


A blockhead with melodious voice, 

In boarding-schools may have his choice. 
—Swirt, JONATHAN, 1718, Cadenus and 
Vanessa, 1. 733. 


Knowledge is, indeed, that which, next to 
virtue, truly and essentially raises one man 
above another.—-ADDISON, JOSEPH, 1713, 
The Guardian, No. iii. 


To master John, the English maid 

A horn-book gives of gingerbread; 

And, that the child may learn the better, 

As he can name, he eats the letter. 

Proceeding thus with vast delight, 

He spells and gnaws from left to right. 
—Prior, MAaTTHEw, 1718, Alma, Canto 


ii, 1. 463. 


Delightful task! to rear the tender thought, 
To teach the young idea how to shoot, 

To pour the fresh instruction o’er the mind, 
To breathe the enliv’ning spirit, and to fix 
The generous purpose in the glowing breast. 
—THOMSON, JAMES, 1728, Spring, Seasons, 


1, 1156. 


Tis greatly wise to talk with our past hours; 

And ask them what report they bore to 
heaven; 

And how they might have borne more wel- 
come news. 


—YOUNG, EDWARD, 1742, Night Thoughts, 
Night ii, 1. 376. 


Ah, happy hills! ah, pleasing shade! 

Ah! fields belov’d in vain! 

Where once my careless childhood stray’d, 
A stranger yet to pain! 

I feel the gales that from ye blow, 

A momentary bliss bestow, 

As waving fresh their gladsome wing, 

My weary soul they seem to soothe, 

And, redolent of joy and youth, 

To breathe a second spring. 


—GRAY, THOMAS, 1747, Ode on a distant 
prospect of Eton College, st. 2. 


Wisdom, slow product of laborious years, 
The only fruit that life’s cold winter bears. 
Thy sacred seeds in vain in youth we lay, 
By the fierce storm of passion torn away; 
Should some remain in a rich, gen’rous soil, 


They long lie hid, and must be rais’d with 
toil; 

Faintly they struggle with inclement skies, 

No sooner born than the poor planter dies. 

—Montacu, Lapy Mary Wort ey, 1755, 


Written at Louwvere. 


The first time I read an excellent book, 
it is to me just as if I had gained a new 
friend: when I read over a book I have 
perused before, it resembles the meeting 
with an old one.—GOLDSMITH, OLIVER, 
1762, A Citizen of the World, Letter |xxxiii. 


A desire of knowledge is the natural 
feeling of mankind; and every human 
being whose mind is not debauched, will be 
willing to give all that he has to get 
knowledge. — JOHNSON, SAMUEL, 1763, 
Life by Boswell, July 30. 


The philosopher is the lover of wisdom 
and truth; to be a sage, is to avoid the 
senseless and the depraved. The philoso- 
pher therefore should live only among 
philosophers.— VOLTAIRE, FRANCOIS MARIE 
AROUET, 1778? A Philosophical Diction- 
ary, sec. 5. 


Come Child of Care! to make thy soul serene, 

Approach the treasures of this tranquil scene; 

Survey the dome, and, as the doors unfold, 

The soul’s best cure, in all her cares, behold! 

Where mental wealth the poor in thought 
may find, 

And mental physic the diseased in mind; 

See here the balms that passion’s wounds 
assuage ; 

See coolers here, that damp the fire of rage; 

Here alteratives, by slow degrees control 

The chronic habits of the sickly soul; 

And round the heart, and o’er the aching 
head, 

Mild opiates here their sober influence shed. 

Now bid thy soul man’s busy scenes exclude, 

And view composed this silent multitude :— 

Silent they are—but though deprived of 
sound, 

Here ali the living languages abound; 

Here all that live no more; preserved they lie, 

In tombs that open to the curious eye. 


—CRABBE, GEORGE, 1781, The Library. 


Knowledge and Wisdom, far from being one, 


Have oft-times no connexion. Knowledge 
dwells 


In heads replete with thoughts of other men; 
Wisdom in minds attentive to their own, 


—COWPER, WILLIAM, 1785, The Task, 
bk. vi, 1. 88. 
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Flattery’s the turnpike road to Fortune’s 
door— 

Truth is a narrow lane, all full of quags 

Leading to broken heads, abuse, and rags, 

And workhouses,—sad refuge for the poor!— 

Flattery’s a Mountebank so spruce—gets 
riches ; 

Truth, a plain Simon Pure, a Quaker 
Preacher, 

A Moral Mender, a disgusting Teacher, 

That never got a sixpence by her Speeches! 

—WoL.LcoT, JOHN (PETER PINDAR), 1785, 


Lyric Odes, ix. 


Some will only read old books, as if there 
were no valuable truths to be discovered 
in modern publications: while others will 
only read new books, as if some valuable 
truths are not among the old. Some will 
not read a book, because they are ac- 
quainted with the author; by which the 
reader may be more injured than the 
author: others not only read the book, but 
would also read the man; by which the 
most ingenius author may be injured by 
the most impertinent reader.—DISRAELI, 
Isaac, 1796-1818, On Reading, Literary 
Character of Men of Genius. 

Deep subtle wits, 
In truth, are master spirits in the world, 
The brave man’s courage, and the student’s 
lore, 


Are but as tools his secret ends to work, 
Who hath the skill to use them. 


—BAILLIE, JOANNA, 1802, Basil, Act ii, 
se. 3. 

Divine Philosophy! by whose pure light 

We first distinguish, then pursue the right; 


Thy, power the breast from every error frees, 
And weeds out all its vices by degrees. 


_— GIFFORD, WILLIAM, 1803, Juvenal, 
Satire xiii, 1. 254. 


What does Philosophy impart to man 

But undiscover’d wonders?—Let her soar 

Even to her proudest heights—to where she 
caught 

The soul of Newton and of Socrates, 

She but extends the scope of wild amaze 

And admiration. 

—WuitTE, HENRY KIRKE, 


1. 307. 


Only the refined and delicate pleasures 
that spring from research and education 
can build up barriers between different 


1804, Time, 


ranks.—STA&L, MADAME DBE, 1805, Corinne, 
bk. 1x, ch. i. 


Knowledge is not happiness, and science 
But an exchange of ignorance for that 
Which is another kind of ignorance. 


—Byron, Lorp, 1817, Manfred, Act ii, 
se. 4. 


What a place to be in is an old library. 
It seems as though all the souls of all the 
writers, that have bequeathed their labours 
to these Bodleians, were reposing here ,as 
in some dormitory, or middle state. I do 
not want to handle,to profane the leaves, 
their winding-sheets. I could as soon dis- 
lodge ashade. Iseem to inhale learning, 
walking amid their foliage, and the odour 
of their old moth-scented coverings is 
fragrant as the first bloom of those scien- 
tial apples which grew amid the happy 
orchard.—LAMB, CHARLES, 1820, Ozford 
im the Vacation, Essays of Elia. 


We enter our studies, and enjoy a society 
which we alone can bring together. We 
raise no jealousy by conversing with one 
in preference to another; we give no 
offence to the most illustrious by question- 
ing him as long as we will, and leaving 
him as abruptly. Diversity of opinion 
raises no tumult in our presence: each 
interlocutor stands before us, speaks or is 
silent, and we adjourn or decide the busi- 
ness at our leisure.—LANDOR, WALTER 
SAVAGE, 1824, Milton and Andrew Mar- 
vell, Imaginary Conversations. 


One truth discovered is immortal, and 
entitles its author to be so: for, like a new 
substance in nature,it cannot be destroyed. 
—Hazuitt, WILLIAM, 1825, Jeremy Ben- 
tham, The Spirit of the Age. 


The first step to self-knowledge is self- 
distrust. Nor can we attain to any kind 
of knowledge, except by a like process. — 
Hare, J. C. AND A. W., 1827-48, Guesses 


at Truth. 
No thought which ever stirred 
A human breast should be untold. 
—BROWNING, RoBERT, 1835, Paracelsus, 


SeneZs 
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Truth, crushed to earth, shall rise again; 

Th’ eternal years of God are hers; 

But Error, wounded, writhes in pain, 

And dies among his worshippers. 
—BRYANT, WILLIAM CULLEN, 1837, The 


Battlefield. 


The true purpose of education is to 
cherish and unfold the seed of immortality 
already sown within us; to develop, to 
their fullest extent, the capacities of every 
kind with which the God who made us has 
endowed us.—JAMESON, ANNA BROWNELL, 
1888, Education, Winter Studies and 
Summer Rambles. 

All rests with those who read. A work or 
thought 
Is what each makes it to himself, and may 


Be full of great dark meanings, like the sea, 
With shoals of life rushing. 


—BAILEY, PHILIP JAMES, 1839, Festus, 
Proem, |. 307. 


Where should the scholar live? In soli- 
tude, or in society? in the green stillness 
of the country, where he can hear the heart 
of Nature beat, or in the dark gray town? 
O, they do greatly err who think 
that the stars are all the poetry which 
cities have; and therefore that the poet’s 
only dwelling should be in sylvan solitudes, 
under the green roof of trees.—LONG- 
FELLOW, HENRY WADSWORTH, 1839, Hy- 
perton, bk. i, ch. viii. 

Because the Few with signal virtue crowned, 

The heights and pinnacles of human mind, 
Sadder and wearier than the rest are found, 

Wish not thy Soul less wise or less refined. 
True that the small delights of every day 

Cheer and distract the pilgrim are not 

theirs; 
True that, though free from Passion’s lawless 
sway, 

A loftier being brings severer cares. 

Yet have they special pleasures, even mirth, 

By those undreamed of who have only trod 
Life’s valley smooth ; and if the rolling earth 

To their nice ear have made a painful tone, 
They know, that Man does not live by Joy 

alone, 

But by the presence of the power of God. 
—MILnes, RicHARD Monckton, 1840, 
(Lorp Houcuton), Books. 


Knowledge is the only fountain, both of 
the love and the principles of human 


liberty. — WEBSTER, DANIEL, 1843, Ad- 
dress Delivered on Bunker Hill, June 17. 
Knowledge by suffering entereth; 
And Life is perfected by Death! 
—BROWNING, ELIZABETH BARRETT, 1844, 
A Vision of Poets, st. 37. 


Many a genius has been slow of growth. 
Oaks that flourish for a thousand years do 
not spring up into beauty like a reed.— 
Lewes, GEORGE HENRY, 1847, The Span- 
ish Drama, ch. ii. 


What a wonderful,—what an almost 
magical boon,a writer of great genius con- 
fers upon us, when we read him intelli- 
gently. As he proceeds from point to 
point in his argument or narrative, we 
seem to be taken up by him, and carried 
from hill-top to hill-top, where, through 
an atmosphere of light, we survey a glori- 
ous region of thought, looking freely, far 
and wide, above and below, and gazing in 
admiration upon all the beauty and grand- 
eur of the scene.—MANN, Horace, 1848, 
Lectures on Education, Lecture vi. 

Who loves not Knowledge? Who shall rail 
Against her beauty? May she mix 


‘With men and prosper! Who shall fix 

Her pillars? Let her work prevail. 

—TENNYSON, ALFRED LorpD, 1850, In 

Memoriam, pt. cxiv. 

Knowledge alone is the being of nature, 

Giving a soul to her manifold features, 

Lighting through paths of the primitive 
darkness, 

The footsteps of Truth and the vision of 
Song. 

—TAYLoR, BAYARD, 1852, Kilimandjaro, 

Stace 


I lock upon a library as a kind of mental 
chemist’s shop, filled with the crystals of 
all forms and hues which have come from 
the union of individual thought with local 
circumstances or universal principles.— 
HOLMES, OLIVER WENDELL, 1860, The 
Professor at the Breakfast Table, ch. i. 


The literature of any age is but the 
mirror of its prevalent tendencies.— 
PUNSHON, WILLIAM MoRLEy, 1860, Bun- 
yan, Lectures and Sermons, p. 128. 
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His classical reading is great: he can quote 

Horace, Juvenal, Ovid, and Martial by 
rote. 

He has read Metaphysics 
and Kant; 

And Theology too: I have heard him descant 

Upon Basil and Jerome. Antiquities, art, 

He isfond of. He knows the old masters by 
heart, 

And his taste is refined. 

—LyTTon, EDWARD RoBeRT BULWER 

(OWEN MEREDITH), 1860, Lucile, Canto 


li, pt. iv. 


Spinoza 


Letters are the fetters of language, even 
if they are its golden fetters. . . . 
Literature, therefore, whatever the ety- 
mology of the term may seem to indicate, 
has no essential connection with letters. 
And its connection even with language, 
which is essential, is still no more than such 
a connection as is created by the fact that 
literature consists necessarily of words. 
It is of thought and emotion transformed 
into or manifested in language that the 
fabric of literatureis woven. But litera- 
ture is not, like language,a necessary pro- 
duct of our humanity. Man has been no- 
where found without a language: there 
have been and are many nations and races 
without a literature. A langauge is to a 
people a necessary of existence; a litera- 
ture isonlyaluxury. Hence it sometimes 
happens that the origin of a nation’s 
literature, and the influences which have 
inspired and moulded it, have been more 
or less distinct from the sources whence 
the language has taken its beginning and 
the inner operating spirit or external cir- 
- cumstances which have modified its shape 
andcharacter. The literature will gener- 
ally be acted upon by the language, and 
the language by the literature; but each 
may have also had fountains of its own at 
which the other has not drunk.—CRAIK, 
GEorRGE L., 1861, A Compendious History 
of English Literature and of the English 
Language, vol. 1, pp. 21, 22. 

In science, read by preference, the 
newest works; in literature, the oldest. 
The classic literature is always modern.— 


Lytton, EDWARD GEORGE BULWER LorD, 
1863, Hints on Mental Culture, Caxtoniana. 


Knowledge ordained to live! although the 
fate 
Of much that went before it was—to die, 
And be called ignorance by such as wait 
Till the next drift comes by. 
O marvellous credulity of man! 
If God indeed kept secret, couldst thou 
know 
Or follow up the mighty Artisan 
Unless He willed it so? 


—INGELOW, JEAN, 1868, Honors, pt. ii. 


A library may be regarded as the solemn 
chamber in which a man may take counsel 
with all that have been wise and great 
and good and glorious amongst the men 
that have gone before him.—Dawson, 
GEORGE, 1866, Address on Opening the 
Birmingham Free Library, Oct. 26. 


The best that we can do for one another 
is to exchange our thoughts freely; and 
that, after all, is but little.—Froupg, 
JAMES ANTHONY, 1867, Hducation, Short 
Studies on Great Subjects. 


Two angels guide 
The path of man, both aged and yet young, 
As angels are, ripening through endless 
years. 
On one he leans; some call her Memory, 
And some, Tradition; and her voice is sweet, 
With deep mysterious accords: the other, 
Floating above, holds down a lamp which 
streams 
A light divine and searching on the earth, 


Compelling eyes and footsteps. Memory 
yields, 

Yet clings with loving check, and shines 
anew 


Reflecting all the rays of that bright lamp 
Our angel Reason holds. We had not walked 
But for Tradition; we walk evermore 
To higher paths, by brightening Reason’s 
lamp. 
—ELIOT, GEORGE, 
Gypsy, bk. ii. 
Truth is one; 
And, in all lands beneath the sun, 


Whoso hath eyes to see may see 
The tokens of its unity. 


—WHITTIER, JOHN GREENLEAF, 
Miriam. 


1868, The Spanish 


1870, 


As diamond cuts diamond, and one hone 
smooths a second,all the parts of intellect 
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are whetstones to each other ; and genius, 
which is but the result of their mutual 
sharpening is character too.—BARTOL, 
Cyrus Aucustus, 1872, Individualism, 
Radical Problems. 


That which we know is sweeter yet. 
Do we not love the near Earth more 

Than the far Heaven? Does not Regret 
Walk with us, always, from the door 

That shuts bebind us, though we leave 
Not much to make us grieve? 


—PraTT, SARAH M. B., 1874, A Voyage 
to the Fortunate Isles. 


The literature of a nation is the embodi- 
ment of that which is most artistic and 
complete in its intellectual, literary life. 
There are many practical products of com- 
position, records, chronicles, works of in- 
struction, of science, and of reference, 
which contain the material of knowledge, 
the raw staple of art, but are not litera- 
ture. These change with succeeding 
years, and reappear in altered and enlarged 
forms, as the progress of events and in- 
vestigation determine. Many books, in 
each generation, are the seed which is 
returned to the soil as the condition of 
farther increase. No work is a part of 
national literature, in its more specific 
sense, till it is possessed of such merit of 
execution, aside from mere matter, or it 
were better to say in conjunction with 
matter, as to give it permanent value. 
Thought alone, the substance of wisdom 
merely,cannot save a work to literature. 
It may be rather the occasion of its speedy 
disappearance. More skilful laborers will 
swarm around the sweet morsel, let fall 
as it were in the highway of thought, and 
each bear off a portion of the unidentified 
product. It is some completeness, sym- 
metry, excellence of form that gives 
identity, ownership to a product; and a 
permanent interest in its careful, exact 
preservation.—Bascom, JOHN, 1874, Phi- 
losophy of English Literature, p. 1. 


As you grow ready for it, somewhere or 
other you will find what is needful for you 


in a book or a friend, or, best of all,in your 
own thoughts—the eternal thought speak- 
ing in your thought. — MacDoNALpD, 
GEORGE, 1877, The Marquis of Lossie, 
ch, xii. 


Surely at last, far off, sometime, somewhere, 

The veil would lift for his deep-searching 
eyes, 

The road would open for his painful feet, 

That should be won for which he lost the 
world, 

And Death might find him conqueror of 
death. 


—ARNOLD, Sir EDWIN, 1879, Light of 
Asia, bk. iv, 1. 348. 

To be able to write! Throughout Mr. 
Ogilvy’s life, save when he was about one 
and twenty, this had seemed the great 
thing, and he ever approached the thought 
reverently, as if it were a maid of more 
than mortal purity. And it is, and be- 
cause he knew this she let him see her 
face, which shall ever be hidden from those 
who look not for the soul,and to help him 
nearer to her came assistance in strange 
guise, the loss of loved ones, dolour un- 
utterable. Once or twice in a 
long life he touched her fingers, and a 
heavenly spark was lit, for he had risen 
higher than himself,and that is literature. 
—Barrik, J. M., 1896, Sentimental 
Tommy, chap. Xxvi. 

Literature, especially poetry,may be ap- 
preciated simply as art, and without any 
reference to the human society in which 
it is produced. But in that case much of 
its significance and interest is lost, for 
everything that is written is addressed to 
contemporaries, and the author himself, if 
not entirely the product of social con- 
ditions, is at least molded by them. The 
historic method of study is the true one, 
unless ina blind study of surroundings the 
fact that literary productions are primarily 
creations of the art impulse is entirely lost 
sight of, in which case, indeed, the study 
of literature might be reduced to bar- 
ren classifications of facts.— JOHNSON, 
CHARLES F., 1900, Outline History of 
English and American Literature, p. 5. 
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Samuel Parr 
1747-1825 


Born at Harrow, 26 Jan. 1747. At Harrow School, Easter 1752 to 1761. As- 
sisted his father in business of apothecary and surgeon, 1761-64. Began to study 
Divinity 1764. To Emmanuel Coll., Camb., as Sizar, Oct. 1765; left Cambridge, 1766. 
Assistant-master at Harrow, Feb. 1767 to1771. Ordained Deacon, Dec. 1769; Priest, 
1778. M. A., Camb., 14 Dec. 1771. Failed in candidature for Head-mastership of 
Harrow, and started a school at Stanmore, Oct. 1771. Married (i) Jane Morsingale, 
Nov. 1771. Head-master of Colchester Grammar School, 1777-79; of Norwich Gram- 
mar School, 1779-85. Rector of Asterby, Lincs., 1780-88. LL. D., Camb., 1781. 
Perpetual Curate of Hatton, Warwickshire, 1783-89. Prebendary of Wenlock 
Barnes, in St. Paul’s Cathedral, March 1783; removed to Hatton, 1785; took pupils 
there; resided there till his death. Rector of Wadenhoe, Northamptonshire, 1789. 
Rector of Graffham Hunts, 1802. Wife died, 9 April 1810. Married (ii) Mary Eyre. 
17 Dec. 1816. Died, at Hatton, 6 March 1825. Buried in Hatton Church. Works: 
“Two Sermons preached at Norwich,’’ 1780; ‘‘Discourse on the late Fast’’ (under 
pseud.: ‘‘Phileleutherus Norfoliciensis’’), 1781; ‘‘Discourse on Education,’’ 1786; 
““Preefatio ad Bellendenum de Statu,’’ 1787; ‘‘Letter from Irenopolis to the Inhabi- 
tants of Eleutheropolis’’ (anon.), 1792 (2nd edn. same year); ‘‘Sequel to the Printed 
Paper late circulated in Warwickshire,’’ 1792; ‘‘Remarks on the Statement of Dr. C. 
Combe’’ (anon.), 1795; ‘‘Spital Sermon,’’ 1801; ‘‘A Sermon preached on the late 
Fast Day,’’ 1804; ‘‘Fast Day Sermon,’’ 1808; ‘‘Characters of the late Charles James 
Fox’’ (under pseud. ‘‘Philopatris Varvicensis,’’ 2 vols.), 1809. Posthumous: ‘‘Let- 
terto . . . Dr. Milner,’’ ed. by J. Lynes, 1825; ‘‘Sermons preached on Several 
Occasions’’ (4 vols.), 1831. He edited: G. Bellendenus’s ‘‘De Statu,’’ 1787; ‘‘Tracts 
by Warburton anda Warburtonian,’’ 1789; ‘‘Four Sermons,’’ 1822; ‘‘Metaphysical 
Tracts,’’ 1837. Collected Works: in 8vols., 1828. Life: ‘‘Memoirs,’’ by W. Field, 
1828.—SHARP, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 222. 


PERSONAL meeting with any instance of this kind of 

Having spent an evening at Mr. Lang- open discussion.’’— JOHNSON, SAMUEL, 
ton’s with the Reverend Dr. Parr, he was 1780, Life by Boswell, ed. Hill, vol. tv, 
much pleased with the conversation of p. 18. 
that learned gentleman; and after he Parr, Lords and Dukes came forward to com- 
was gone, said to Mr. Langton, ‘‘Sir, I am mand; 
obliged to you for having asked me this Butwhoappearsat Court the Doctor’sfriend? 
evening. Parr isa fair man. I do not Hisbooks, his riches, and his only rule 

A village pulpit or a country school. 


know when I have had an occasion of such s 
free controversy. It is remarkable how DYER, GEORGE, 1797, The Poet's Fate. 


much of a man’s life may pass without Is there no one among you who can 
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throw a Congreve rocket among the 
gerunds and supines of that model of ped- 
ants, Dr. Philopatris Parr? I understand 
your foreign lingos too little to attempt 
it, but pretty things might be said upon 
the memorable tureen which he begged 
of Lord Somebody, whom he afterwards 
wished to prove to be mad.—Scort, Sir 
WaLTER, 1809, Letter to Mr. Ellis, Sept. 
14; Life by Lockhart, Ch xixs 


What did Parr mean by ‘‘haughtiness 
and coldness?’’ I listened to him with ad- 
miring ignorance, and respectful silence. 
What more could a talker for fame have? 
—they don’t like to be answered. It was 
at Payne Knight’s I met him, where he 
gave me more Greek than I could carry 
away. ButI certainly meant to (and did) 
treat him with the most respectful defer- 
ence.-—BYRON, Lorp, 1818, Letter to 
Thomas Moore, Sept. 19. 


In domestic life, Parr was too great a 
scholar, and too studious a man, to be the 
exact favorite of the drawing-room. All 
was to yield to his wishes, all was to be 
regulated by his habits. The ladies were 
obliged to bear his tobacco, or to give up 
his company ; and at Hatton now and then, 
he was the tyrant of the fire-side. But 
he was so good humoured in his disposi- 
tion, and was so easily led by kindness, 
that the cloud never lasted long, and the 
thunder was soon succeeded by sunshine 
and bycalm. At table he has been called 
an Epicurean glutton. In society he has 
often been denominated a bear, and his 
moroseness, and impracticability, and se- 
verity, were the terror of many weak and 
effeminate spirits. It is not true that he 
was a glutton. He only loved a good din- 
ner, as all healthy men with good appe- 
tites, and many studious men without 
them, loveit. . . His pipe was so 
necessary to his comfort, that he always 
left the table for it, and the house of the 
person he visited, if it was not prepared. 

To the lady of the house, though 
a ceremonious Dr. Parr was sometimes a 
troublesome guest. When he was thwarted 
or attacked, or in company of those he 
disliked or suspected, he certainly had 
the power of being most exquisitely dis- 
agreeable.—JOHNSTONE, JOHN, 1828, ed., 
The Works of Samuel Parr, LL.D., with 
Memoirs of his Life and Writings and a 
oe his Correspondence, pp. 812, 
815, 81 


It may be said with truth that never 
was the liturgy of the church read with 
more exact propriety, or with more im- 
pressive energy, than by the officiating 
minister of Hatton. The most careless 
hearer could scarcely fail to be roused to 
attention, and struck with awe, when, 
with his majestic air, his devout looks, 
his deep and solemn tones, he repeatec 
such admirable prayers as the confession, 
the general supplication, and the general 
thanksgiving; or when he recited that 
beautiful and animated, though not wholly 
unexceptionable form, the litany; or 
when, from the communion table, he de- 
livered the decalogue, with a voice which 
seemed to speak his sense of that high and 
holy authority, under which it was origi- 
nally promulgated. — FIELD, WILLIAM, 
1828, Memoirs of the Life, Writings and 
Opinions of the Rev. Samuel Parr, vol. U, 
p. 327. 

In smoke the Doctor’s day commenced ; 
in smoke it closed; smoke literal and 
abominable to his ox and his ass, to his 
man-servant and his maid-servant, and to 
the stranger that was within his gates. 
But to me there seemed always to settlea 
smoke symbolical upon the whole sum of 
the Doctor’s life—all that he did, and all 
that he tried to do. His person 
was poor, and his features were coarse 
and ignoble, with anair, at thesame time, 
of drollery, that did not sit well upon age 
or the gravity of his profession. Upon 
one feature, indeed, Dr. Parr valued him- 
self exceedingly; this was his eye. He 
fancied that it was peculiarly searching 
and significant: he conceited, even, that 
it frightened people, and had a particu- 
lar form of words for expressing the severe 
use of this basilisk function: ‘‘I inflicted 
my eye upon him,’’ was his phrase in such 
cases. But the thing was all a mistake; 
his eye could be borne very well; there 
was no mischief in it.—DE QUINCEY, 
THOMAS, 1881-57, Dr. Parr, Works, ed. 
Masson, vol. v, pp. 12, 20. 

“Dr. Parr,’’ said a young student once 
to the old linguist,—‘‘let’s you and I 
write a book.’’—‘‘Very well, ’’replied the 
doctor, ‘‘put in all that I know, and all 
that you don’t know, and we’d make a big 
one.’’—WHIPPLE, EDWIN P., 1845, Wit 
and Humor, Literature and Life, p. 107. 


Parr was frequently very tiresome in 
conversation, talking like a schoolmaster. 
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He had a horror of the east wind; and 
Tom Sheridan once kept him prisoner in 
the house for a fortnight by fixing the 
weathercock in that direction.—RoGERs, 
SAMUEL, 1855, Recollections of Table-Talk, 
ed. Dyce, p. 49. 

With all his bitterness at his neglect, 
his terrible powers of satire, and his tor- 
rents of rage and verbosity, no man seems 
to have had more friends or to have been 
more widely liked personally than Parr. 
Even Johnson enjoyed his society, and 
spoke in high terms of his personal qual- 
ities apart from his learning. His cor- 
respondence, which makes two volumes of 
his works, shows that he was on familiar 
terms with a greater number of distin- 
guished people than probably any other 
author in the history of English litera- 
ture. Thirty or forty noblemen, many 
bishops, and nearly every one who held 
any position in the world of scholarship 
and learning figure init. The charm and 
power of his conversation were no doubt 
the chief cause of this long list of friend- 
ships. DeQuincey and the next genera- 
tion, who inhabited a different world from 
Parr’s, would not, it has been said, accept 
the verdict of the old scholar’s contem- 
poraries on his extraordinary ability as a 
talker. They seem to have been too dis- 
appointed with his old-fashioned works to 
allow him any sort of excellence. Men 
like Johnson and Burke must, however, be 
allowed to be judges who could not have 
listened with admiration to the drivel 
which DeQuincey has reported Parr’s con- 
versation to have been made up of on the 
one occasion when he seems to have heard 
it.—ATTENBOROUGH, JOHN Max, 1901, 
Samuel Parr, The Westminster Review, 
vol. 155, p. 64. 

GENERAL 

There is another just or unjust volume 
that makes its appearance not composed 
of milk and honey: the object, Bishop 
Hurd; theauthor Dr. Parr. The vehicle, 
like his ‘‘Bellendenus,’’ an old carriage 
on new wheels. The title ‘‘Tracts by a 
Warburtonian.’’ It is desperately well 
written; but probably not of the amusing 
kind to your Ladyship.—WALPOLE, Hor- 
ACE, 1789, To the Countess of Ossory ; Let- 
ters, ed. Cunningham, vol. Ix, p. 173. 

What has Dr. Parr written? A Sermon 
or two, rather long; a Latin Preface to 
Bellendenus (rather long too), consisting 


of a cento of Latin and Greek expressions 
applied to political subjects: another 
preface to some English tracts, and two 
or three English pamphlets about his own 
private quarrels. And this is the man to 
be compared with Dr. Samuel Johnson! ! ! 
—MArTHIAS, THOMAS JAMES, 1794-98, The 
Pursuits of Literature, Eighth ed., p. 219. 


Whoever has had the good fortune to 
see Dr. Parr’s wig, must have observed, 
that while it trespasses a little on the or- 
thodox magnitude of perukes in the ante- 
rior parts, it scorns even Episcopal limits 
behind, and swells out into boundless con- 
vexity of frizz, the peya Gavya of barbers, 
and the terror of the literary world. 
After the manner of his wig the Doctor 
has constructed his sermon, giving us a 
discourse of no common length, and sub- 
joining an immeasurable mass of notes, 
which appear to concern every learned 
thing, every learned man, and almost 
every unlearned man, since the beginning 
of the world.—Smitu, SYDNEY, 1802, Dr. 
Parr, Edinburgh Review, Essays, p. 1. 


Of flexibility Parr’s style has none; it 
is totally deficient in the grand secret and 
capital charm of first-rate composition, 
light and shade, intention and remission. 
Instead of treating common things in a 
common way, and reserving great efforts 
for great occasions, Parr’s mind seems 
always onthe stretch. Nvthil solet leniter, 
nihil definate, nihil explicate dicere.— 
GREEN, THOMAS, 1810, Diary of a Lover 
of Literature. 


The dedication of Parr [‘‘Tracts by 
Warburton and a Warburtonian’’] stands 
unparalleled for comparative criticism. It 
is the eruption of a volcano; it sparkles, 
it blazes, and scatters light and destruc- 
tion. How deeply ought we to regret 
that this Nazarite suffered his strength to 
be shorn by the Delilahs of spurious fame. 
Never did this man, with his gifted 
strength, grasp the pillars of a temple, to 
shake its atoms over Philistines; but 
pleased the child-like simplicity of his 
mind by pulling down houses over the 
heads of their unlucky inhabitants. He 
consumed, in local and personal literary 
quarrels, a genius which might have made 
the next age his own.—DISRAELI, ISAAC, 
1814, Warburton, Quarrels of Authors. 


An excellent clergyman in his parish, 
an excellent schoolmaster in his school, 
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but in hig character of a wit and an 
author one of the most genuine feather- 
beds of humbug that ever filled up a corner 
in the world. —WILSON, JOHN (CHRISTO- 
PHER NortH), 1824, Noctes Ambrosiane, 
Blackwood’s Magazine, vol. 16, p. 243. 


Of his sermons, those on education, 
. . . though the first he published, 
are among the most valuable. They will 
be read with interest by every parent and 
instructer. They present the results of 
long experience, the matured reflections 
of a wise preceptor, a lover of virtue, 
and a friend of youth, who, though from 
temperament and principle a disciplinarian 
of the straitest sect, believing that much 
goodness and learning came with the rod, 
was eminently skilful and kind in discern- 
ing and cherishing, in guarding and cor- 
recting the various tendencies of youth.— 
Ware, HENRY, 1828, Memoirs of Dr. Parr, 
The Christian Examiner, vol. 5, p. 476. 

One word on the style of Dr. Parr. 
That it is stately, measured, copious, abun- 
dant in fine diction, none can deny, but we 
confess that we should like it better, were 
it less perfect, less laboured, less rhyth- 
mical. In its structure it is weakened by 
antithesis; in its terms it is not the 
mother-tongue in which we were born.— 
BuuntT, J. J., 1829, Life and Writings of 
Dr. Parr, The Quarterly Review, vol. 39, 
p. 808. 

Dr. Parr as an author! And what, now, 
might happen to be the Doctor’s works? 
For I protest upon my honour, that J never 
heard their names. Was ever case like 
this? Here is a learned doctor, whose 
learned friend has brought him forward 
as a first-rate author of his times, and yet 
nothing is extant of his writing, beyond 
an occasional preface, or a pamphlet on 
private squabbles. Certainly the 
world had never before seen so great a 
pomp of pretension rising from so slight 
a ground. The delusion was absolutely 
unrivalled, and prevailed throughout Dr. 
Parr’s long life. He and his friends 
seemed constantly to appeal to some 
acknowledged literary reputation, estab- 
lished upon foundations that could not be 
shaken, and notorious to all the world. 
Such a mistake, and in that extent, was 
never heard of before. Dr. Parr talked, 
and his friends listened, not only as giving 
and receiving oracles of moral wisdom, 
but of wisdom owned to be such by all the 


world ; whereas, this auctoritas (to borrow a 
Roman word for its Roman sense), whether 
secretly due to the Doctor or not, evi- 
dently could not exist as a fact, unless 
according to the weight and popularity of 
published works, by which the world had 
been taught to know him and to rank him. 
Starting originally from the erroneous as- 
sumption, insinuated by his preposterous 
self-conceit, that he was Johnson redivi- 
vus, he adopted Johnson’s colloquial pre- 
tentions—and that was vainglorious folly ; 
but he also conceived that these preten- 
sions were familiarly recognised—and that 
was frenzy.—DE QUINCEY, THOMAS, 1831-— 
57, Dr. Parr, Works, ed. Masson, vol. v, 
pp. 61, 52. 


In some points of character there is a 
closer analogy between Parr and Bentley, 
yet at the same time almost as much dis- 
similarity. Parr’s strength lay not so 
much in critical skill and penetration, as 
in the metaphysics of language and morals. 
He would have been more likely to rival the 
“‘Boyle Lectures,’’? or the ‘‘Letters of 
Phileleutherus Lipsiensis,” than the “Epis- 
tle to Mill,’’ or the ‘‘ Dissertation on Pha- 
laris.’? But both were equally arrogant 
and overbearing in literature and conver- 
sation; in private, good-natured, and often 
kind-hearted men. Both were fully pos- 
sessed with the conviction that a great 
scholar is the greatest of men. But the 
different effect of their self-confidence 
and haughtiness on their writings is not 
without interest. The pride of Bentley 
betrayed him to negligence and haste; 
whatever came from him, whatever he 
condescended to communicate to the world, 
must be worthy of his high name; he could 
strike out, while the anxious printer 
waited for the proofs, notes which would 
set the world right on the most abstruse 
points. With Parr, on the other hand, 
nothing but what was most elaborate could 
be worthy of coming from so consummate 
a scholar; his style is swollen, as it were, 
with the conscious dignity of its master. 
Parr must not demean himself to the famil- 
iar tone of ordinary men. Even in his bit- 
terness Parr abstains from the vulgar 
tongue, not from mildness of temper or 
courtesy of manners, but his sarcasms, 
not to do discredit to his page, must be 
as highly wrought as the rest of his style. 
Bie It was probably the same proud 
jealousy of his reputation which prevented 
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Parr from contributing more largely to 
our instruction and knowledge; for few, 
with such powers of understanding, not- 
withstanding the number and bulk of the 
volumes to which his works have grown, 
have added less to the standard stock of 
our literature. —BLOOMFIELD, C. J., 1831, 
Bishop Monk’s Life of Bentley, Quarterly 
Review, vol. 46, p. 168. 

The late Dr. Parr, whose erudition was 
as unexclusive as profound.—HAmMILTON, 
Sir WILLIAM, 1839, Metaphysical Tracts 
of the Highteenth Century, Edinburgh Re- 
view, vol. 68, p. 338. 

A vast treasure of erudition, a treasure 
too often buried in the earth, too often 
paraded with injudicious and inelegant os- 
tentation; but still precious, massive, and 
splendid.—MacauLAy, THOMAS BABING- 
TON, 1841, Warren Hastings, Edinburgh 
Review ; Critical and Historical Essays. 

He certainly was a man of learning and 
talent, but was as far from being a man 
of genius as any man of learning and tal- 
ent ever was. He has not left on paper 
a single thought that can be called origi- 
nal. He has produced abundance of dec- 
lamation, but declamation composed of 
material from other writers. An author 
he can scarcely be called. If we com- 
pare a page of Addison, or Locke, or 
Bacon, with a page of Parr, we see the 
difference between the productions of a 
writer who thinks for himself, and those 
of a writer who draws his supplies from 
the fountains of others. No man can say 
that he has gathered nutriment for his 
mind, or added to his intellectual stores, 
from the writings of Parr. Nor was his 
language more original than his matter ; if 
he praised Burke, or abused Pitt, he deliv- 
ered his praises or abuse in the phrase of 
Cicero or Johnson. His Preface to Bel- 
lendenus is but a cento, and his English 
efforts are of a similar nature. His sen- 
tences are full of sound, and sometimes of 
fury, but the effect is altogether dispro- 
portionate to the rage and noise.—WarT- 
SON, JoHN SELBY, 1861, The Life of Rich- 
ard Porson, p. 300. 

Parr was a man of unquestionable abil- 
ity, and the oblivion that has overtaken 
his name is due to his having left no great 
work on any great subject.—MinTOo, WIL- 
LIAM, 1872-80, Manual of English Prose 
Literature, p. 510. 

Dr. Parr swelled with pride at the 


very thought of his own Life of Johnson, 
had he ever written it. ‘‘I once intended,’’ 
he said, ‘‘to write Johnson’s life; and I 
had read through three shelves of books 
to prepare myself for it. It would have 
been the third most learned work that 
has ever yet appeared. It would have 
come next to Bentley on the Epistles of 
Phalaris and Salmasius on the Hellenistic 
Language. Mine should have been not 
the droppings of Johnson’s lips, but the 
history of his mind.’’ It would have been 
so uniform in its stately ponderosity, that 
even the famous stamp would most cer- 
tainly have been passed over in silence, 
which he gave that evening when he argued 
with Johnson about the liberty of the 
press. ‘‘Whilst Johnson was arguing, I 
observed that he stamped. Upon this I 
stamped. Dr. Johnson said, ‘Why did 
you stamp, Dr. Parr?’ I replied, ‘Because 
you stamped; and I was resolved not to 
give you the advantage even of a stamp 
in the argument.’’’ It would have added 
one, or perhaps two more, to that pile of 
eight thick volumes in which Parr’s learn- 
ing has been buried past all hopes of ares- 
urrection by the piety of his friend and 
executor. — HILL, GEORGE BIRKBECK, 1891, 
The Centenary of Boswell, Macmillan’s 
Magazine, vol. 64, p. 37. 


Parr’s mannerism and his verbosity 
make his English writings generally un- 
readable. He complains on his return to 
Combe that his duties as a teacher and 
parish priest, his correspondence, and fre- 
quent consultations upon the affairs of 
friends, left him no leisure. He medi- 
tated lives of his old colleague Sumner, 
of Dr. Johnson, of Fox and of Sir W. 
Jones; but never got beyond the stage of 
collecting material. His personal remarks 
are pointed, though necessarily laboured; 
but in his general discussions the pompos- 
ity remains without the point. He was 
admitted a fine Latin scholar, as scholar- 
ship was understood by the schoolmaster 
of his day, and perhaps did not assume too 
much in placing himself between Porson 
and Charles Burney.—STEPHEN, LESLIE, 
1895, Dictionary of National Biography, 
vol. XLII, p. 862. 

It may be said, without fear of contra- 
diction, that of all the men who have en- 
joyed the highest fame in the world of 
English scholarship and literature not one 
is more faded in reputation today than Dr. 
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Parr. To the lover of untrodden literary 
paths, his works, in eight volumes quarto, 
containing six thousand pages, offer an 
ideal retreat. There is no better way into 
the world of the last century, with all its 
forgotten thoughts and figures. In his 
own day, Parr’s name was as much on 
men’s lips as his friend Johnson’s. Now, 
in spite of his eight massive tomes, the 
doctor is only known to readers through 
the mention of him in Boswell, and has be- 
come, in common estimation, one of the 
least of that numerous class of writers 
who, in Southey’s words draw their 


fame from Johnson as the mistletoe draws 
its life from the oak. The reason why 
Parr’s works have thus gone the way to 
dusty death is not far toseek. Parr was 
great in two fields of knowledge, which are 
necessarily fenced off from nine out of ten 
readers—classical scholarship and meta- 
physics—and they are fields, besides, in 
which, since his day, explorations have 
been pushed so much further than he could 
carry them that his work has now little 
attraction even for the erudite. —ATTEN- 
BOROUGH, JOHN MAX, 1901, Samuel Parr, 
The Westminster Review, vol. 155, p. 54. 


Anna Letitia Barbauld 
1743-1825 


Born (Anna Letitia Aikin), at Kibworth Harcourt, Leicestershire, 20 June 1743. 
Early youth spent there. At Warrington, 1758-73. Married to Rev. Rochemont 
Barbauld, May 1774. Settled at Palgrave, Suffolk, and started boys’ school with 
husband. No children; adopted a nephew, Charles Rochemont Aikin, 1776. School 
given up, 1785. ‘Travelled in France and Switzerland, Sept. 1785 to June 1786. In 
London, 1786-87. To Hampstead, April 1787. Visit to Scotland, 1794. Removed 
to Stoke Newington, 1802. Husband died, 1808. She died, at Stoke Newington, 
9 March 1825. Works: ‘‘Poems,’’ 1773; ‘‘Miscellaneous Pieces’’ (with J. Aikin), 
1773; ‘‘Devotional Pieces,’’ 1775; ‘‘Hymns in Prose: for Children’’ (under initials: 
A. L. B.), 1781; ‘‘An Address to the Opposers of the Repeal of the Corporation and 
Test Acts’’ (anon.), 1790; ‘‘Epistle to W. Wilberforce,’’ 1791; ‘‘Evenings at Home’’ 
(anon., with J. Aikin), 1792; ‘‘Remarks on Mr. G. Wakefield’s Enquiry, etc.,’’ 1792; 
‘‘Civic Sermons’’ (anon.), 1792; ‘‘Sins of the Government, Sins of the Nation’’ 
(anon.), 1798; ‘‘The Religion of Nature’? (under pseud. of ‘‘Bob Short’’), 1793; 
“Reasons for National Penitence’’ (anon.), 1794; ‘‘Selections from the ‘Spectator,’ 
etc.,’’ 1804; ‘‘Lessons for Children’? (anon.), 1808; ‘‘The Female Speaker,’’ 1811; 
“‘Highteen Hundred and Eleven,’’ 1812. Posthumous: ‘‘Works, with Memoir by 
L. Aikin’’ (2 vols.), 1825; ‘‘Hymns in Rhyme,’’ 1838; “Memoir, Letters and Selec- 
tion,’’ ed. by G. A. Ellis, 1874. She edited: Akenside’s ‘‘Pleasures of Imagination, ”’ 
1794, and ‘‘Works,’’? 1808; Samuel Richardson’s ‘‘Correspondence,’’ 1804; ‘‘The 
British Novelists’ (50 vols.,) 1810; and, translated : Jauffret’s ‘‘Travels of Rolando,’’ 
1823.—SHARP, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of EnglishAuthors, p. 16. 


PERSONAL her to the Congress.—JOHNSON, SAMUEL, 


Too much is expected from precocity, 
and too little performed. Miss Aikin was 
an instance of early cultivation, but in 
what did it terminate? In marrying a lit- 
tle Presbyterian parson, who keeps an 
infant boarding-school, so that all her em- 
ployment now is 
“To suckle fools, and chronicle small-beer.’’ 
She tells the children, ‘‘This is a cat, and 
that is a dog, with four legs and a tail; 
see there! you are much better than a cat 
or a dog, for you can speak.’’ If [ had 
bestowed such an education on a daughter, 
and had discovered that she thought of 
marrying such a fellow, I would have sent 


1775, Life by Boswell, ed. Hill, vol. u, 
p. 468. 

Went to Mrs. Barbauld’s. She was in 
good spirits, but she is now the confirmed 
old lady. Independently of her fine un- 
derstanding and literary reputation, she 
would be interesting. Her white locks, 
fair and unwrinkled skin, brilliant starched 
linen, and rich silk gown, make her a fit 
object for a painter. Her conversation 
is lively, her remarks judicious, and always 
pertinent. — Ropinson, HENRY CRABB, 
1821, Diary, Jan. 21. 

Mind and heart formed a rare union and 
well balanced her character. She was 
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governed in her views by reason, and her 
enthusiasm, though not wanting, was re- 
strained by common-sense and practical 
judgment. Her heart was warm, full of 
love and sympathy for all mankind; but 
the expansion of her interest didnot make 
her overlook the claims of those around 
her, and her duties to her own little cir- 
cle. In ‘‘the little, nameless, unremem- 
bered acts of kindness and of love’’ she 
was most charming and attractive; as the 
author and poet she was respected and 
admired; but as a woman, a friend, and a 
relation, she was beloved and revered.—- 
ELLIs, GRACE A., 1874, A Memoir of Mrs. 
Anna Letitia Barbauld, vol 1, p. 337. 


Mrs. Barbauld might have easily taken 
rank as the female Johnson of her day, 
had not circumstances, together with a 
natural indolence of temperament, largely 
associated with modesty, prevented her 
from making more than occasional use of 
her literary powers. As it is, this writer 
leaves behind her a body of very respecta- 
ble verse and some prose of the highest 
excellence, witha private reputation which 
every writer cannot boast of, namely, the 
reputation of having led a God-fearing, 
spotless life, as a tender wife to an af- 
flicted husband, a cheerful toiler in the 
shadow of trouble, a charitable critic of 
all her acquaintance, and a woman who 
died, at a very advanced age, idolised by 
a large family circle. Theserene nobility 
of.such a life as Mrs. Barbauld’s is a re- 
freshing thing to come across. —ROBERT- 
son, Eric 8., 1883, English Poetesses, 
Daw « 

To the quiet little home at Newington 
came many distinguished men and women. 
Earnest thinkers, learned men and women, 
clever and appreciative of the talents of 
others were often seen at the door, and 
the little parlor of Mrs. Barbauld was fre- 
quently the meeting-place of England’s 
men of mark. Here came Mackintosh 
and Macaulay, Coleridge and Charles 
Lamb, Sir Henry Holland, Dr. Channing, 
the Edgeworths, Sir John Bowring, Sir 
James Smith. Samuel Rogers, and Joanna 
Baillie, with her sister Agnes, were among 
the old Hampstead friends. In 1815 one 
reads of a day at Hampstead at the Carrs, 
‘a charming day,’’ when Sir Walter Scott 
told the old lady her reading of Taylor’s 
“‘Lenore’s’’ ‘‘Tramp, tramp, splash, 
splash,’’ ‘‘made him a poet.’’—OLIVER, 


Grace A., 1884, ed. Tales, Poems and 
Essays of Mrs. Barbauld, Bwographical 
Sketch, p. bxxii. 

Her epitaph justly says of her that she 
was ‘‘endowed by the Giver of all good 
with wit, genius, poetic talent, and a vig- 
orous understanding ;’’ and the readers of 
her works will readily allow the easy 
grace of her style and her lofty but not 
puritanical principles. Her letters, some 
few of which have been published since 
her death, show that though her life was 
habitually retired she greatly enjoyed 
society.—Bropriss, A. A., 1885, Dic- 
tionary of National Biography, vol. 11, 
p. 145. 

GENERAL 

I have neither read her verses, nor will. 
As I have not your aspen conscience, I 
cannot forgive the heart of a woman that 
is party per pale blood and tenderness, 
that curses our clergy and feels for 
negroes.—WALPOLE, HorAck, 1791, To 
Miss Hannah More, Sept. 29; Letters, ed. 
Cunningham, vol. 1x, p. 354. 

The fair biographer [‘‘Life of Richard- 
son’’] unquestionably possesses very con- 
siderable talents, and exercises her powers 
of writing with singular judgment and 
propriety. Many of her observations are 
acute and striking, and several-of them 
very fine and delicate. Yet this is not, 
perhaps, the general character of her gen- 
ius: and it must be acknowledged, that 
she has a tone and manner which is some- 
thing formal and heavy; that she occa- 
sionally delivers trite and obvious truths 
with the pomp and solemnity of important 
discoveries, and sometimes attempts to 
exalt and magnify her subject by a very 
clumsy kind of declamation. With all 
those defects, however, we think the Life 
and Observations have so much substantial 
merit, that most readers will agree with 
us in thinking that they are worth much 
more than all the rest of the publication. 
-—JEFFREY, FRANCIS Lorp, 1804, Rich- 
ardson, Edinburgh Review, vol. 5, p. 23. 

If ever there was a writer whose wisdom 
is made to be useful in the time of need, 
itis Mrs. Barbauld. No moralist has ever 
more exactly touched the point of the 
greatest practicable purity, witnout being 
lost in exaggeration, or sinking into mean- 
ness. She has cultivated a philosophy 
which will raise and animate her, without 
refining it to that degree, when it is no 
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longer applicable to the gross purposes of 
human life, and when it is too apt to evap- 
orate in hypocrisy and ostentation. Her 
observations on the moral of ‘‘Clarissa’’ 
are as fine a piece of mitigated and ra- 
tional stoicism as our language can boast 
of: and she who has so beautifully taught 
us the folly of inconsistent expectations 
and complaints, can never want practical 
wisdom under the sharpest calamities. — 
MAcKINTOSH, Sir JAMES, 1808, Letter to 
Mrs. John Taylor, Oct. 10; Memoirs, ed. 
Mackintosh, vol. 1, p. 441. 


Our old acquaintance Mrs. Barbauld 
turned satirist! The last thing we should 
have expected, and now that we have seen 
her satire, the last thing that we could 
have desired. Mrs. Barbauld’s 
former works have been of some utility ; 
her ‘‘Lessons for Children,’’ her ‘‘ Hymns 
in Prose,’’ her ‘‘Selections from the Spec- 
tator,’’ et id genus omne, though they 
display not much of either taste or tal- 
ents are yet something better than harm- 
less: but we must take the liberty of 
warning her to desist from satire, which 
indeed is satire on herself alone; and of 
entreating, with great earnestness, that 
she will not, for the sake of this ungrate- 
ful generation, put herself to the trouble 
of writing any more party pamphlets in 
verse.—SOUTHEY, RosBert, 1812, Mrs. 
Barbauld’s Eighteen Hundred and Eleven, 
Quarterly Review, vol. 7, pp. 309, 313. 

The first poetess I can recollect is Mrs. 
Barbauld, with whose works I became ac- 
quainted before those of any other author, 
male or female, when I was learning to 
spell words of one syllable in her story- 
books for children. I became acquainted 
with her poetical works long after in En- 
field’s Speaker ; and remember being much 
divided in my opinion, at that time, be- 
tween her Ode to Spring and Collin’s Ode 
to Evening. I wish I could repay my 
childish debt of gratitude in terms of ap- 
propriate praise. She is a very pretty 
poetess; and, to my fancy, strews the 
flowers of poetry most agreeably round 
the borders of religious controversy. She 
is a neat and pointed prose-writer. Her 
“Thoughts on the Inconsistency of Human 
Expectations’ is one of the most ingen- 
ious and sensible essays in the language. 
—HAZLITT, WILLIAM, 1818, Lectures on 
the English Poets, Lecture viii. 

Rlegance and strength—qualities rarely 


uniting without injury to each other com- 
bine most perfectly in her style, and this 
rare combination, added to their classical 
purity, form, perhaps, the distinguishing 
characteristics of her writings.—EDGE- 
WworRTH, Maria, 1825, Letters, vol. U, 
p. 132. 

There were many striking points of 
resemblance between her genius and that 
of Addison. As prose writers, both were 
remarkable for uniting wit of the light 
and sportive kind with vividness of fancy, 
and a style at once rich and lively, flowing 
and full of idiom: both of them rather 
avoided the pathetic: in both, ‘‘the sen- 
timents of rational and liberal devotion’’ 
were ‘‘blended with the speculations of 
philosophy and the paintings of a fine 
imagination:’’ both were admirable for 
“the splendour they diffused over a serious, 
the grace with which they touched a 
lighter subject.’’ The humorous delinea- 
tion of manners and characters indeed, in 
which Addison so conspicuously shone, was 
never attempted by Mrs. Barbauld:—in 
poetry, on the other hand, she surpassed 
him in all the qualities of which excel- 
lence in that style is composed. Certainly 
this great author could not elsewhere have 
found acritic so capable of entering, as it 
were, into the soul of his writings, culling 
their choicest beauties, and drawing them 
forth for the admiration of a world by 
which they had begun to be neglected.— 
AIKIN, Lucy, 1825, ed., The Works of Anna 
Letitia Barbauld, Memoir, vol. 1, p. XL. 

‘‘Harly Lessons,’’ a publication which 
has ever since been a standard work, and, 
though frequently imitated, yet remains 
unrivalled amidst all its competitors. 
F The cause of rational education 
is more indebted to her than to any indi- 
vidual of modern times, inasmuch as she 
was the leader in that reformation which 
has resulted in substituting the use of 
truth and reason for folly and fiction, in 
books for the nursery. —Goopricu, S. G., 
1844, Lives of Celebrated Women, pp. 1738, 
178. 

She had both intellect and passion 
enough to match a spirit heroical.—Hunr, 
LeicH, 1847, British Poetesses; Men, 
Women and Books. 

Mrs. Barbauld was exceedingly clever. 
Her mimicry of Dr. Johnson’s style was 
the best of all that exist. Her blank- 
verse ‘Washing Day,’’ descriptive of the 
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discomforts attending a mistimed visit to 
a rustic friend, under the affliction of a 
family-washing, is picturesquely circum- 
stantiated. And her prose hymns for chil- 
dren have left upon my childish recollec- 
tion a deep impression of solemn beauty 
and simplicity. —DE QUINCEY, THOMAS, 
1851-52, Infant Literature, Works, ed. 
Masson, vol. 1, p. 127, note. 

To claim for Mrs. Barbauld the praise 
of purity and elevation of mind, might 
well appear superfluous. She is decidedly 
one of the most eminent female writers 
which England has produced; and both in 
prose and poetry she takes the highest 
rank. Her prose style is easy and grace- 
ful, alike calculated to engage the most 
common and the most elevated under- 
standing. — CLEVELAND, CHARLES D., 
18538, English Literature of the Nineteenth 
Century, p. 168. 

Neither in her earliest or her latest 
works is there any manifestation of an 
unformed or a feeble style; all is clear, 
pointed, forcible, and elegant in her prose; 
thoughtful, imaginative, spiritual, and 
musical in her verse.—BALFOUR, CLARA 
Lucas, 1854, Working Women of this Cen- 
tury, p. 100. 

At adinner-party where I was, Fox met 
Aikin. ‘‘I am greatly pleased with your 
‘Miscellaneous Pieces,’ Mr. Aikin,’’ said 
Fox (alluding to the volume written partly 
by Aikin, and partly by his sister Mrs. 
Barbauld). Aikinbowed. ‘‘I particularly 
admire,’’ continued Fox, ‘‘your essay 
‘Against Inconsistency in our Expecta- 
tions.” ’’ ‘‘That,’’ replied Aikin, ‘‘is my 
sister’s!’’ ‘‘I like much,’’ resumed Fox, 
“‘your essay ‘On Monastic Institutions.’ ”’ 
“‘That,’’ answered Aikin, ‘‘is also my sis- 
ter’s.’’ Fox thought it best to say no 
-more about the book.—RoceErs, SAMUEL, 
1855, Recollections of Table-Talk, ed. Dyce, 

81 


I still think her one of the first of writers 
in our language, and the best example we 
have of the benefits of a sound classical 
education to a woman.—MARTINEAU, HAR- 
RIET, 1855, Autobiography, ed. Chapman, 
vol. 1, p. 228. 

In her prose as well as her poetry she 
never offered her work to the public with- 
out the most perfect finish which it was 
possible to give it. She felt that the 
most self-commending and noble thought 
could not dispense with the added lustre 


of the choice and elegant language in 
which she carefully clothed her sentiments 
and opinions. As I have said, the essay 
“Of Inconsistency in Our Expectations’’ 
has an acknowledged and prominent 
rank, being thought by those whose 
opinions are of value to stand at the head 
of that class of literature. —ELLIS, GRACE 
A., 1874, A Memoir of Mrs. Anna Leti- 
tia Barbauld, vol. 1, p. 330. 

That her writings will occupy a very 
high place among the authors of her time 
is more than can be reasonably hoped for. 
Her voice is ‘‘lost among the throng of 
louder minstrels in these latter days.’’ 
Her hymns, however, will keep her name 
fresh as long as sacred music is a part of 
divine worship. These lyrics 
show that she possessed the spirit of gen- 
uine poetry, though it sometimes insensi- 
bly slipped into prose as it took form and 
pressure.—QUINCY, EDMUND, 1874, Mrs. 
Barbauld, The Nation, vol. 18, p. 206. 

The poems of Mrs. Barbauld are chiefly 

written in the elegant pseudo-classic style 
of the close of the last century. She ex- 
presses herself clearly and with grace; a 
certain artificiality of manner harmonises 
with her choice of subject. Her poetry 
is without deep thought or passion; but 
it is free from blunders of an avoidable 
kind. The spirit of self-criticism which 
prompted her to destroy all her juvenile 
verses, never permitted her to include 
with her published works any ill-considered 
thought or unsuccessful effort. 
The fame of Mrs. Barbauld’s hymns “has 
outlived the rest of her work. Yet with 
the exception of her charming ‘‘Hymns in 
Prose for Little Children,’’ they seem, to 
a modern reader, deficient in fervour and 
in religious emotion. They are pure in 
tone and lofty, but often singularly cold. 
There can be no doubt, however, of their 
sincerity.—ROBINSON, A. Mary F., 1880, 
English Poets, ed. Ward, vol. 1, p. 576. 

Her poetry belongs to that artificial 
didactic school of the eighteenth century 
which is so antipathetic to the present 
age, and must remain in oblivion until the 
wheel of Time brings round again its fash- 
ion. Her prose style, however, is admi- 
rable, being modelled upon our best writ- 
ers; both Macaulay and Mackintosh were 
warm in their praise of it.—BAkkgr, H. 
BARTON, 1881, Mrs. Barbauld, The Argosy, 
vol. 31, p. 308. 
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She has left behind her at least one 
scrap of verse which is immortal, and 
much beside that is well worthy a place in 
the recollection of her country. . . . 
The delightful ‘‘Early Lessons,’’ which 
is the most poetical and idyllic of all baby 
books. Never were words of one syllable 
so charmingly employed. The ‘‘Hymns in 
Prose,’’ perhaps as having a somewhat 
higher aim, have held their place longer. 
But hymns in prose are a mistake, and 
never will be so popular as verse with 
children ; whereas the lovely little pictures 
of the ‘‘Early Lessons’’ are never out of 
date. They are, among the dull pages of 
ordinary lesson books, like vignettes by 
Stothard among the common illustrations 
of a penny journal.—OLIPHANT, MARGA- 
RET O. W., 1882, The Literary History 
of England, XVIII-XIX Century, vol. U, 
pp. 280, 283. 


It is noteworthy that few of Mrs. Bar- 
bauld’s earlier productions equalled what 
she wrote at the very end of her life. 
She seems to have been one of those who 
ripened with age, growing wider in spirit 
with increasing years. Perhaps, too, she 
may have been influenced by the change of 
manners, the reaction against formalism, 
which was growing up as her own days 
were ending. Prim she may have been in 
manner, but she was not a formalist by 
nature; and even at eighty was ready to 
learn to submit, to accept the new gospel 
that Wordsworth and his disciples had 


given to the world, and to shake off the 
stiffness of early training. — RITCHIE, 
ANNE ISABELLA THACKERAY, 1883, A 
Book of Sibyls. 


In those days we read Mrs. Barbauld’s 
‘‘Barly Lessons’’ with a curiosity never 
gratified as to what became of Charles, 
who was sometimes such an idiot and 
sometimes such a sage. In later years 
Charles Barbauld, as we called him, whose 
real name was Charles Aikin, reappeared 
in Carlyle’s ‘‘Life of Sterling.’’—HALs, 
EDWARD EvERETT, 1888, Books That Have 
Helped Me, p. 5. 


I, of course, committed to memory, as 
children are wont to do, numberless 
hymns and poems, and I trust that they 
did me good; but there is nothing of this 
kind to which I can ascribe any specific 
benefit, with the exception of Mrs. Bar- 
bauld’s ‘‘ Hymns in Prose,’’ which, I think, 
made me permanently appreciative of 
euphony as distinguished from poetic 
rhythm, and gave rise to my lifelong habit 
of testing by the ear the sentences that 
I read and write.—PEABODY, A. P., 1888, 
Books That Have Helped Me, p. 42. 


Mrs. Barbauld, the author of the noble 
lines, ‘Life, we’ve been long together, ’’— 
the nobility of which is rather in its sen- 
timent than in its expression—and of 
much tame and unimportant stuff.— 
SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1896, A History of 
Nineteenth Century Literature, p. 19. 


Lucretia Maria Davidson 
1808-1825 


Born, Plattsburg, N. Y.: poet. She began composing verses in secret when only 
four years old and before she could write, using print letters, and on being discovered 
burned all her compositions. She learned to write when seven years old, composed her 
earliest preserved poem, ‘‘Epitaph on a Robin,’’ when nine, and at twelve had read 
many historical and dramatic works, including Shakespeare and Goldsmith. She was 
sent to school when sixteen, but soon became a victim to consumption. Her preserved 
poems, numbering 278, were published under the title of ‘‘Amir Khan and Other 
Poems,” 1829; in conjunction with those of her sister, Margaret Miller D., 1850, and 
with illustrations, 1871.—JoHNSON, ALFRED SIDNEY, ed., 1890, The Columbian Cyclo- 
pedia, vol. VII. 

PERSONAL 

She composed with great rapidity; as 
fast as most persons usually copy. There 
are several instances of four or five pieces 
on different subjects, and containing three 
or four stanzas each, written on the same 
day. Her thoughts flowed so rapidly, that 
she often expressed the wish that she had 


two pair of hands, that she might employ 
them to transcribe. When ‘‘in the vein,”’ 
she would write standing, and be wholly ab- 
stracted from the company present and 
their conversation. But if composing a 
piece of some length, she wished to be 
entirely alone; she shut herself into her 
room, darkened the windows, and in 
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summer placed her Atolian harp in the 
window. In those pieces on which 
she bestowed more than ordinary pains, 
she was very secret; and if they were, by 
any accident, discovered in their unfin- 
ished state, she seldom completed them 
and often destroyed them. She cared 
little for any of her works after they were 
completed: some, indeed, she preserved 
with care for future correction, but a 
great proportion she destroyed: very 
many that are preserved, were rescued 
from the flames by her mother. Of a com- 
plete poem, in five cantos, called ‘‘Rodri,’’ 
and composed when she was thirteen years 
of age, a single canto, and part of another, 
are all that are saved from a destruc- 
tion which she supposed had obliterated 
every vestige of it.—Morsg, SAMUEL F. 
B., 1829, Amir Khan and Other Poems, 
Bwographical Sketch. 


Prodigious as the genius of this young 
creature was, still marvellous after all the 
abatements that may be made for preco- 
ciousness and morbid development, there 
is something yet more captivating in her 
moral loveliness. Her modesty was not 
the infusion of another mind, not the re- 
sult of cultivation, not the effect of good 
taste; nor was it a veil, cautiously as- 
sumed and gracefully worn; but an innate 
quality, that made her shrink from incense, 
even though the censer were sanctified 
by love. Her mind was like the exquisite 
mirror, that cannot be stained by human 
breath.—SEDGWICK, CATHERINE M., 1839, 
Sparks’s Library of American Biography, 
vol, Vl, p. 292. 

In person she was exceedingly beautiful. 
Her forehead was high, open, and fair as 
infancy—her eyes large, dark, and of that 
soft beaming expression which shows the 

soul in the glance—her features were fine 
and symmetrical, and her complexion bril- 
liant, especially when the least excitement 
moved her feelings. But the prevailing 
expression of her face was melancholy. 
Her beauty, as well as her mental endow- 
ments, made her the object of much re- 
gard; but she shrunk from observation— 
any particular attention always seemed to 
give her pain; so exquisite was her mod- 
esty. In truth, her soul was too delicate 
for this ‘‘cold world of storms and clouds.”’ 
Her imagination never revelled in the 
‘‘oarishness of joy;’’—a pensive, medi- 
tative mood was the natural tone of her 


mind. The adverse circumstances by 
which she was surrounded, no doubt deep- 
ened this seriousness, till it became almost 
morbid melancholy—but no external ad- 
vantages of fortune would have given to 
her disposition buoyant cheerfulness.— 
HALE, SARAH JOSEPHA, 1852, Woman’s 
Record, p. 2838. 
GENERAL 

In our own language, except in the 
cases of Chatterton and Kirke White, we 
can call to mind no instance of so early, 
so ardent, and so fatal a pursuit of intel- 
lectual advancement. In these 
poems there is enough of originality, 
enough of aspiration, enough of conscious 
energy, enough of growing power, to war- 
rant any expectations, however sanguine, 
which the patron, and the friends, and 
parents of the deceased could have formed ; 
nor can any person rise from the perusal 
of such a volume without feeling the van- 
ity of human hopes.—SouTHEY, ROBERT, 
1829, Remains of Lucretia Davidson, 
Quarterly Review, vol. 41, pp. 298, 301. 


‘“As the work of a girl of sixteen,’’ 
most assuredly we do not think it [‘‘ Amir 
Khan’’] ‘‘prodigious.’’ In regard to it 
we may repeat what we said of ‘‘Lenore,’’ 
—that we have seen finer poems in every 
respect, written by children of more im- 
mature age. It is a creditable composi- 
tion; nothing beyond this. And, in so 
saying, we shall startle none but the brain- 
less, and the adopters of ready-made 
ideas. We areconvinced that we express 
the unuttered sentiment of every educated 
individual who has read the poem. Nor, 
having given the plain facts of the case, 
do we feel called upon to proffer any 
apology for our flat refusal to play ditto 
either to Miss Sedgwick, to Mr. Irving, or 
to Mr. Southey.—Por, EDGAR ALLAN, 
1841, Graham’s Magazine, Works, ed. 
Stedman and Woodberry, vol. vill, p. 3800. 

As a poet, Lucretia Davidson possessed 
a depth of thought, a delicacy of expres- 
sion, a tenderness of sentiment, and an 
appreciation of melody rarely to be met. 
She had a fine fancy, a quick imagination, 
and quiet and unobtrusive humor, and un- 
derlying all a foundation of thorough and 
unwavering thoughtfulness. Her writ- 
ings are marked by grace, ease and refine- 
ment, and evince not only a catholic but a 
classical taste. Her heart as well as her 
mind is apparent in her compositions; 
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and soul, as well as intellect, permeates 
and gives character to her productions. — 
CorFIN, ROBERT BARRY (BARRY GRAY), 
1870, Poems by Lucretia Maria Davidson, 
Introduction, p. viii. 

The great admiration of the best critics 


of the time for Lucretia Maria Davidson’ 


is explained by the difference between her 
freshness and pensive sentiment and the 
affectation of the school who preceded 


her. . . . Whose works now seem so very 
commonplace. —ForbD, EMILY ELLSWORTH, 
1893, Early Prose and Verse, pp. 132, 133. 

Those precocious girls, the Davidson sis- 
ters, who died when scarcely out of child- 
hood, leaving volumes of fluent and monot- 
onous verse, long haunted, as pathetic 
wraiths, the little American Parnassus. 
—BatTEs, KATHARINE LEE, 1897, American 
Literature, p. 104. 


Lady Anne Barnard 
1759-1825 


Poetess, was born in Fifeshire, and was the daughter of the Earl of Balearres; her 
maiden name being Lindsay. She became one of the minor Scottish poets of the time, 
whose names are only remembered by a single great poem or song, her assurance of 
immortality being the beautiful ballad of ‘‘Auld Robin Gray,”’ written in early youth. 
—SANDERS, LLOYD C., 1887, Celebrities of the Century, p. 95. 


PERSONAL 


To entire rectitude of principle, amia- 
bility of manners, and kindliness of heart, 
Anne Barnard added the more substantial, 
and, in females, the more uncommon 
quality of eminent devotedness to intel- 
lectual labour. Literature had been her 
favourite pursuit from childhood, and 
even in advanced life, when her residence 
was the constant resort of her numerous 
relatives, she contrived to find leisure for 
occasional literary réwnions, while her fore- 
noons were universally occupied in mental 
improvement. She maintained a corre- 
spondence with several of her brilliant 
contemporaries, and in her more advanced 
years, composed an interesting narrative 
of family Memoirs. She was skilled in 
the use of the pencil, and sketched scenery 
with effect. In conversation she was ac- 
knowledged to excel; and her stories and 
anecdotes were a source of delight to her 
friends. She was devotedly pious, and 
singularly benevolent. She was liberal in 
sentiment, charitable to the indigent, 
and sparing of the feelings of others. 
Every circle was charmed by her presence; 
by her condescension she inspired the dif- 
fident; and she banished dullness by the 
brilliancy of her humour. Her counte- 
nance, it should be added, wore a pleasant 
and animated expression, and her figure 
was modelled with the utmost elegance of 
symmetry and grace.—ROGERS, CHARLES, 
1855-57-70, The Scottish Minstrel, The 
Songs of Scotland Subsequent to Burns, 
jos, IW 


AULD ROBIN GRAY 


In the course of our walk he [Scott] 
entertained us much by an account of the 
origin of the beautiful song of ‘‘Auld 
Robin Gray.’’ ‘‘It was written,’’ he said, 
“‘by Lady Anne Lindsay, now Lady Anne 
Barnard. She happened to be at a house 
where she met Miss: Suff Johnstone, a well 
known person, who played the air, and ac- 
companied it by words of no great deli- 
cacy, whatever their antiquity might be; 
and Lady Anne, lamenting that no better 
words should belong to such a melody, im- 
mediately set to work and composed this 
very pathetic story. Truth, I am sorry to 
say, obliges me to add that it was a fiction. 
Robin Gray was her father’s gardener, and 
the idea of the young lover going to sea, 
which would have been quite out of 
character here amongst the shepherds, 
was natural enough where she was then 
residing, on the coast of Fife. It was 
long unknown,’’ he added, ‘‘who the 
author was; and indeed there was a cler- 
gyman on the coast whose conscience was 
so large that he took the burden of this 
matter upon himself, and pleaded guilty 
to the authorship. About two years ago 
I wrote to Lady Anne to know the truth— 
and she wrote back to say she was cer- 
tainly the author, but wondered how I 
could have guessed it, as there was no 
person alive to whom she had told it. 
When I mentioned having heard it long 
ago froma common friend who was dead, 
she then recollected me, and wrote one of 
the kindest letters I ever received, saying 


BARNARD—CHALMERS 29 


she had till now not the smallest idea that 
I was the little Jame boy she had known so 
many years before.’’—HALL, CAPTAIN 
BASIL, 1825, Journal, Jan. 8. 

O lady Anne Barnard, thou that didst 
write the ballad of ‘‘Auld Robin Gray,’’ 
which must have suffused more eyes with 
tears of the first water than any other 
ballad that ever was written, we hail, and 
pay thee homage, knowing thee now for 
the first time by thy real name! But why 
wast thou desirous of being only a woman 
of quality, when thou oughtest to have 
been (nature intended thee) nothing but 
the finest gentlewoman of thy time? And 
what bad example was it, that, joining with 
the sophistications of thy rank, did make 
thee so anxious to keep thy secret from 
the world, and ashamed to be spoken of 
as an authoress? Shall habit and educa- 
tion be so strong with those who ought to 
form, instead of being formed by them? 
Shall they render such understandings as 
thine insensible to the humiliation of the 
fancied dignity of concealment, and the 
poor pride of being ashamed to give pleas- 
ure? The most pathetic ballad 
that ever was written.—Hunt, LEIGH, 


1847, British Poetesses, Men, Women and 
Books. 

One of the most celebrated of all the 

Scotch songs is ‘‘Auld Robin Gray.’’ 

Fine as was the old air, the more 
modern tune which has supplemented it, 
composed in 1770 by the Rev. William 
Leeves, Rector of Wrington, in Somer- 
setshire, is still more accordant with the 
spirit of the verses. Words and music 
are now so perfectly combined in their 
sensibility, that ‘‘Auld Robin Gray’’ ranks 
in popular estimation as the very first of 
Scotch songs. —ROBERTSON, ERIC S8., 1883, 
English Poetesses, p. 156. 

A song altogether of Fife origin and 
authorship marks the commencement of 
the period of modern ballads. It will be 
acknowledged that ‘‘Auld Kobin Gray’’ 
has few superiors, either amongst its pred- 
ecessors or successors, though to call it 
the ‘‘King of Scottish Ballads,’’ as 
Chambers does, is to raise it to a danger- 
ous eminence, which it would not be pru- 
dent even for the most patriotic native of 
the “Kingdom” to claim for it.—MAcKay, 
ANNEAS, 1891, The Songs and Ballads of 
Fife, Blackwood’s Magazine, vol.150, p.344. 


George Chalmers 
1742-1825 

Scottish antiquary, was born at Fochabers, and was educated there and at King’s 
College, Aberdeen. Having afterwards studied law at Edinburgh, in 1763 he went to 
North America, where he practised as a lawyer at Baltimore till the breaking out of 
the war of independence. He then settled in London (1775), and was appointed clerk 
to the Board of Trade in 1786. Of his thirty-three works the chief is ‘‘Caledonia; an 
Account, Historical and Topographical, of North Britain’’ (vols. I-IIJ, 1807-24). 
In 1888-95 it was reprinted at Paisley in 7 vols., comprising the matter prepared 
for the unpublished 4th vol., and furnished with a much-needed index. Among 
his other works are: ‘‘A Collection of Treaties between Great Britain and other 
Powers’’ (2 vols. 1790); Lives of Defoe, Paine, Ruddiman, and Mary Queen of Scotts; 
and editions of Allan Ramsay and Lyndsay.—PATRICK AND GROOME, eds., 1898, Cham- 


bers’s Biographical Dictionary, p. 196. 
GENERAL 


This gentleman is the Atlas of Scotch 
antiquaries and historians; bearing on his 
own shoulders whatever seems to have 
been collected, and with pain separately 
endured, by his predecessors; whom, 
neither difficulties tire nor dangers daunt : 
and who, in a green and vigorous old age, 
is yet laying the foundation of works for 
the enlargement of a legitimate fame, and 
the edification of a grateful posterity. — 
DrspIn, THOMAS FROGNALL, 1824, The 
Library Companion, p. 272. 


The Caledonia is to the Anglo-Saxon 
History what Stonehenge is to a carved 
front in an old cathedral. It is one of 
the children of Anak. In deep research 
the heaping together of matter, the Bri- 
tannia of Camden fades away before it. 
A life, and a long and busy one, was 
almost exclusively devoted to this stupen- 
dous work: the author lived to complete 
it, and no more. The concluding volume 
is still in manuscript; and no bookseller 
has appeared willing to hazard the expense 
of giving to the world a thousand pages 
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quarto. This is one of those cases in 
which literature is not its own reward; 
and had Chalmers lived in any land under 
the sun but this, his Caledonia would have 
been published by the government, and 
the learned author pensioned. —CUNNING- 
HAM, ALLAN, 1838, Biographical and 
Critical History of the Literature of the 
Last Fifty Years. 

You will sometimes see the work of 
Chalmers referred to. It is an immense, 
heavy, tedious book, to explain the legal 
history of the different colonies of Amer- 
ica. It should be consulted on all such 
points. It goes down to the revolution 
of 1688. But it is impossible to read it. 
The leaves, however, should be turned 
over, for curious particulars often occur, 
and the nature of the first settlement and 
original laws of each colony should be 
known. The last chapter, indeed, ought 
toberead. The right to tax the colonies 
became a great point of dispute. Chal- 
mers means to show that the sovereignity 
of the British parliament existed over 
America, because the settlers, though 
emigrants, were still English subjects and 


members of the empire.—SmyTH, WIL-- 
LIAM, 1840, Lectures on Modern History, 
Lecture XxXxi. 

The life of Chalmers is comprised in a 
record of the works which he compiled 
with indefatigable industry, and issued 
without a break during the last fifty years 
of his long life. His fame rests on one of 
them, the ‘‘Caledonia,’’ which he called 
his standing work. The rest have been 
superseded by better editions, or become 
antiquated through his want of originality 
or mistaken views. Even the ‘‘Cale- 
donia,’’ has not stood the test of time. It 
is below the standard of Camden’s ‘‘Bri- 
tannia’’ or the works of Dugdale, the 
English antiquarian treatises which can 
most fairly be compared with it. Still, 
to have composed what is, though never 
completed, the fullest account of the an- 
tiquities of a nation which has specially 
cultivated that department of history is a 
merit not to be despised, and subsequent 
writers have borrowed from Chalmers 
without acknowledging their obligations. 
MaAckAy, ASNEAS, 1887, Dictionary of Na- 
tional Biography, vol. 1X, p. 440. 


William Knox 

1789-1825 
Scottish Poet, was born at Firth, parish of Lilliesleaf, Roxburghshire, 17 Aug. 1789. 
After receiving elementary education at Lilliesleaf and Musselburgh, he farmed with- 
out success near Langholm, Dumfriesshire, from 1812 to 1817. He “‘became too soon 
his own master,”’ says Scott, ‘‘and plunged into dissipation and ruin.’’ His farming 
career over, he returned to his native place. In1820his family settled in Edinburgh, 
and Knox became a journalist. Sir Walter Scott, Professor Wilson, and others be- 
friended him, and Scott frequently gave him substantial pecuniary relief. His con- 
vivial habits undermined his health, and he died at Edinburgh of paralysis, 12 Nov. 
1825. Besides a prose, ‘‘ Visit to Dublin,’’ and a Christmas tale, ‘‘Mariamne, or the 
Widower’s Daughter,’’ Knox published ‘‘The Lonely Hearth, and other Poems,’’ 1818; 
“‘The Songs of Israel,’’ 1824; and ‘‘The Harp of Zion,’’? 1825. His lyrics are grace- 
ful and thoughtful. Scott thought Knox in‘‘The Lonely Hearth’’ superior to Michael 
Bruce, and “‘Mortality,”’ in ‘‘Songs of Israel,’’ was a favourite with President Lincoln. 
A complete edition of Knox’s poems appeared in 1847.—BayNng, THOMAS, 1892, Dic- 

tionary of National Biography, vol. XxX1, p. 337. 


PERSONAL society. I tried to help him, but there 


Talking of the vixisse,it may not be im- 
pertinent to notice that Knox,a young poet 
of considerable talent,died here a week or 
two since. His father was a respectable 
yeoman, and he himself, succeeding to good 
farms under the Duke of Buccleuch, be- 
came too soon his own master, and plunged 
into dissipation and ruin. Thad 
him, Knox, at Abbotsford, about ten years 
ago, but found him unfit for that sort of 


were temptations he could never resist. 
He scrambled on writing for the book- 
sellers and magazines, and living like the 
Otways, and Savages, and Chattertons, of 
former days, though Ido not know that 
he was in extreme want. His connexion 
with me terminated in begging a sub- 
scription or a guinea, now and then.— 
Scorr, Sir WALTER, 1825, Diary, Dec. 8; 
Life by Lockhart, ch. \xv. 
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Knox was short in stature, but hand- 
somely formed; his complexion was fair, 
and his hair of a light colour. Subject 
to a variation of spirits in private, he was 
generally cheerful in society. He sang 
or repeated his own songs with much en- 
thusiasm, and was keenly alive to his lit- 
erary reputation. Possessing a fund of 
humour, he excelled in relating curious 
anecdotes. —RoGERS, CHARLES, 1855-57-— 
70, The Scottish Minstrel, The Songs of 
Scotland Subsequent to Burns, p. 224. 

GENERAL 

His talent then showed itself in a fine 
strain of pensive poetry, called, I think, 
‘“‘The Lonely Hearth,’’ far superior to 
that of Michael Bruce, whose consumption, 
by the way, has been the Jife of his verses. 

His last works were spiritual 
hymns, and which he wrote very well. In 
his own line of society he was said to ex- 
hibit infinite humour; but all his’ works 
are grave and pensive—a style, perhaps, 
like Master Stephen’s melancholy, affected 
for the nonce. —ScoTT, SiR WALTER, 1825, 
Diary, Dec. 8; Life by Lockhart, ch. \xv. 

Knox’s poetry is largely pervaded with 
pathetic and religious sentiment. In 
the preface to his ‘‘Songs of Israel’’ he 
says—‘‘It is my sincere wish that, while 
I may have provided a slight gratification 
for the admirer of poetry, I may also have 
done something to raise the devotional 
feelings of the pious Christian.’ 

As a prose writer his works are of little 
account, but the same cannot be said of 
his poetry, which possesses a richness and 
originality that insure for it a more 


lasting popularity. . . . He was keenly 
alive to his literary reputation, and could 
not but have been greatly gratified had he 
known that a poem of his would one day 
go the rounds of the American press and 
that of the Canadas as the production of 
a president of the United States. —WIL- 
SON, JAMES GRANT, 1876, The Poets and 
Poetry of Scotland, vol. 11, p. 107. 


His “Lonely Hearth,” “Songs of Israel,” 
and ‘‘Harp of Zion,”’ displayed a talent 
which years afterward attracted the at- 
tention of Abraham Lincoln to what is 
now, through his commendation, a poem 
of classic excellence. In 1864, during 
the month of March, the artist Carpenter 
and the sculptor Swayne were both in 
Washington. The sculptor was working 
on a bust of Mr. Lincoln in a temporary 
studio in the Treasury Building. The 
President asked Mr. Carpenter to accom- 
pany him thither, and there, referring 
again to this poem by Knox, he was de- 
lighted to find that Mr. Swayne possessed 
a copy. of the verses in print, which he 
had cut, several years before, from a Phil- 
adelphia paper. They had been originally 
given to Mr. Lincoln by a young man 
named Jason Duncan, and the President 
had recently written them from memory 
for the wife of Secretary Stanton, saying 
that he had often tried to discover the 
author, but invain. Subsequently the re- 
publication of the stanzas in the New 
York ‘‘Evening Post’’ secured the identi- 
fication of the poem with the name of 
William Knox.—DUFFIELD, SAMUEL WIL- 
LOUGHBY, 1886, English Hymns, p. 11. 


William Gifford 
1756-1826 

Born, at Ashburton, April 1756. Educated at Ashburton FreeSchool. Afterwards 
at work ona farm. At sea, 1767-70. To school again at Ashburton, 1770. Ap- 
prenticed to shoe-maker, 1 Jan. 1772. To school again, 1776. Matric. at Exeter 
Coll., Oxford, as Bible Clerk, 16 Feb. 1779; B. A., 10 Oct. 1782. Travelling tutor 
to son of Lord Grosvenor, 1781. Unsuccessfully prosecuted for libel in ‘‘The Baviad,’’ 
1797. Edited ‘‘Anti-Jacobin,’’ Nov. 1797 to July 1798. Kditor of ‘‘Quarterly Re- 
view,’’ Feb. 1809 to Sept. 1824. Held posts of Commissioner of Lottery and Pay- 
master of Gentlemen-Pensioners. Died, in London, 31 Dec. 1826; buried in West- 
minster Abbey. Works: ‘‘Haston Chronicle”? (anon.), 1789: “The Baviad”’ (anon. ), 
1791; ‘“‘The Meviad’’ (anon.), 1795 (two preceding pubd. together, 1797) ; ae eee 
to Peter Pindar’? (anon.), 1800; ‘‘An Examination of the strictures A 
the translation of Juvenal,”’ 1803. He translated : ‘<Juvenal’’ (with aden 
1802; ‘‘Persius,’’ 1821; and edited: Massinger’s ‘‘Works,’’ 1805; Ben Jonson’s 
“Works, te age Ford’s ‘‘Dramatic Works,’’ 1827; Shirley’s “Dramatic Works,’’ 
1833. —Suarp, R . FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 112. 
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PERSONAL 


The mildest man in the world till he 
takes a pen in his hand, but then all gall 
and spitefulness.—Moorg, THOMAS, 1818, 
Diary, Dec. 1; ed. Russell, vol. u, p. 230. 


I hear some one say ‘“‘Murrain take him, the 
ape! ”’ 

Andso Murrain shall, in a bookseller’s shape ; 

An evil-eyed elf, in a down-looking flurry, 

Who’d fain be a coxcomb, and calls himself 
Murray. 

Adorn thou his door, like the sign of the 
Shoe, 

For court-understrappers to congregate to; 

For Southey to come, in his dearth of inven- 
tion, 

And eat his own words for mock-praise and 
a pension; 

For Croker to lurk with his spider-like limb 


in, 

And stock his lean bag with waylaying the 
women ; 

And Jove only knows for what creatures 
beside 

To shelter their envy and dust-liking pride, 

And feed on corruption, like bats, who at 
nights, 

In the dark take their shuffles, which they 
call their flights; 

Be these the court-criticsand vamp a Review. 

And bya poor figure, and therefore a true, 

For it suits with thy nature, both shoe-like 
and slaughterly 

Be its hue leathern, and title the Quarterly, 

Much misconduct; and see that the others 

Misdeem, and misconstrue, like miscreant 
brothers; 

Misquote, and misplace, and mislead, and 
misstate, 

Misapply, misinterpret, misreckon, misdate, 

Misinform, misconjecture, misargue; in 
short, 

Miss all that is good, that ye miss not the 
Court. 


And finally, thou, my old soul of the tritical, 

Noting, translating, high slavish, hot critical, 

Quarterly-scutcheon’d, great heir to each 
dunce, 


Be Tibbald, Cook, Arnall, and Dennis at 
once. 


—Hunt, LEIcn, 1823, Ultra-crepidarius ; 
a Satire on William Gifford. 


With respect to Gifford, I have never seen 
him; but I know that his conversation, 
particularly since his health began to de- 
cline, is excessively splenetic. He is a 
fanatical Ministerialist, and retains even 
now his old hatred of the Jacobins, Della 
Cruscans, &c. His information on all 
points is prodigious, and he pours it forth 
very freely. 1am told he dislikes all his 
associates—Croker, J. Murray, &c.—but 
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Ido not know how true that is. He would | 


be a hard card to manage ina dialogue. 
—MAGINN, WILLIAM, 1823, Letter to 
Blackwood, William Blackwood and His 
Sons, vol. 1, p. 897. 

He was very valetudinary, and realized 
two verses, wherein he says Fortune as- 
signed him— 

—‘‘One eye not over good, 
Two sides that to their cost have stood 
A ten years’ hectic cough, 
Aches, stitches, all the various ills 
That swell the devilish doctor’s bills, 
And sweep poor mortals off. 
But he might also justly claim as his gift, 
the moral qualities expressed in the next 
fine stanza— 
—‘‘A soul 
That spurns the crowd’s malign control, 
A firm contempt of wrong; 
Spirits above affliction’s power, 
And skill to soothe the lingering hour 
With no inglorious song.’’ 
He was a little man, dumpled up together, 
and so ill made as to seem almost de- 
formed, but with a singular expression 
of talent in his countenance.—ScorTt, SIR 
WALTER, 1827, Diary, Jan. 17; Life by 
Lockhart, ch. \xxiii. 

I see in the papers, to-day [?], the death 
of Mr. Gifford—the direst, darkest enemy 
I ever had. We never saw each other; 
he hated me for my success and my prin- 
ciples. 

Mort la béte, mort le venin, 
at least esperons/—MorGan, LaDy Syp- 
NEY, 1829, Diary, Memoirs, vol. ul, p. 281. 

He was a singularly ugly little man, of 
a@ wasping temper, and, in my opinion, 
much overrated both as a poet and a critic. 
His ‘‘Autobiography’’ is amusing, and 
there are some good lines in his ‘‘Baviad 
and Meviad.’’ But he had a self-conceit 
which led him to despise others in a very 
unjustifiable manner; and he had an idea 
of retaining his dominion by menaces and 
superciliousness. He affected almost a 
puritan strictness of morals in his writings; 
but this did not become the companion of 
the late Lord Grosvenor. I found him, 
however, courteous, communicative, and 
frank, when I paid him a visit. —BRyDGEs, 
Sik SAMUEL HcErTON, 1834, Autobiogra- 
phy, vol. 1, p. 148. 

Hitherto we have seen Gifford only in 
his blander moods—bent on being amiable 
in return for the assistance cordially ren- 
dered to his studies by a stranger. But 
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these were weaker moments—the tiger 
assuming the bleat of the lamb. The gall 
in his system lay too near the surface not 
to ooze through the thin layer of suavity 
upon the smallest provocation.—PRrior, 
Sir JAMES, 1860, Life of Edmond Malone, 
Editor of Shakspeare, p. 308. 

Giffard looked very aged [in 1819] his 
face much wrinkled, and he seemed to be 
in declining health; his dress was care- 
less, and his cravat and waistcoat covered 
with snuff. There was an antique, phil- 
osophic cast about his head and counte- 
nance, better adapted to excite a feeling 
of curiosity in a stranger than the head 
of Sir Walter Scott; the latter seemed 
more a man of this world’s mould.— 
BRAY, ANNA ELizA, 1883, Autobiography, 
ed. Kempe, p. 147. 


He must have had many literary and 
political acquaintances and friends; but 
in this year, 1824, when I knew him, sick 
and moribund, he appeared to be asolitary 
oid man.—TAYLor, Sir HENRY, 1885, 
Autobiography, vol. 1, p. 81. 


It was not merely because he was a critic 
that he was hated, but because he was 
malicious and malignant, and because he 
did not criticise from a literary, but from 
a political, point of view. That he was 
not alone, in this last peculiarity, this de- 
liberate and obstinate incompetency, as 
we may say, was admitted by his victims, 
who belabored by the bludgeons of Lock- 
hart, Maginn, and Wilson, were able be- 
fore long to forgive, if they could not 
quite forget, those jocose blackguards, 
who could take as well as give hard blows; 
but Gifford they never forgave. They 
despised him for his venal pen, his syco- 
phancy to the great, and for his low ori- 
gin. That he should have been despised 
on account of his origin was hard; for he 
neither concealed it, as most men would 
have done, nor boasted of it, as many might 
have done, but acknowledged it in the 
frankest and manliest way. The story of 
his early years, as related by himself, was 
a melancholy, a pathetic one, and to have 
lived through them and risen above them, 
as he did, was to deserve well of the 
world. —STODDARD, RICHARD HENRY, 1892, 
Under the Evening Lamp, p. 91. 


GENERAL 


The name suggests the honourable men- 
tion of a poem lately published, under the 


title of ‘‘The Baviad, or an Imitation of 
the first Satire of Persius.”’ . . . If 
this be a first production, the poet must 
proceed with the consciousness of genius: 
he has the ground work of all excellence, 
good sense, and a knowledge of just, 
and harmonious expression. — MATHIAS, 
THoMAS JAMES, 1794, The Pursuits of 
Literature, p. 47. 
In these cold shades, beneath these shifting 
skies, 
Where Fancy sickens, and where Genius 
dies; 
Where few and feeble are the muse’s strains, 
And no fine frenzy riots in the veins, 
There still are found a few to whom belong 
The fire of virtue and the soul of song; 
Whose kindling ardour still can wake the 
strings, 
When learning triumphs, and when Gifford 
sings. 
To thee the lowliest bard his tribute pays, 
His little wild-flower to thy wreath conveys; 
Pleased, if permitted round thy name to 
bloom, 
To boast one effort rescued from the tomb. 
While this delirious age enchanted seems 
With hectic Fancy’s desultory dreams; 
While wearing fast away is every trace 
Of Grecian vigour, and of Roman grace, 
With fond delight, we yet one bard behold, 
As Horace polish’d, and as Perseus bold, 
Reclaim the art, assert the muse divine, 
And drive obtrusive dulness from the shrine. 
—CLIFFTON, WILLIAM, 1799, Baviad and 
Meviad, Preface. 


Have got through half of Gifford’s 
“‘Memoirs of Ben Jonson.’? What a 
‘‘canker’d carle’’ it is! Strange that a 
man should be able to lash himself up into 
such a spiteful fury, not only against the 
living but the dead, with whom he en- 
gages ina sort of sciomachy in every page. 
Poor dull and dead Malone is the shadow 
at which he thrusts in his ‘‘Jonson,’’ as he 
did at poor Monck Mason, still duller and 
deader in his ‘‘Massinger.’’— Moorg, 
THOMAS, 1819, Diary, Jan. 1; ed. Russell, 
vol. U, p. 248. 


All his notions are low, upstart, ser- 
vile. He thinks it the highest honour to 
a poet to be patronised by a peer or by 
some dowager of quality. He is prouder 
of a court-livery than of a laurel-wreath ; 
and is only sure of having established his 
claims to respectability by having sacri- 
ficed those of independence. He is a re- 
tainer to the Muses; a door-keeper to 
learning; a lacquey in the state. He 
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believes that modern literature should 
wear the fetters of classical antiquity ; 
that truth is to be weighed in the scales 
of opinion and prejudice; that power is 
equivalent toright; that genius is depend- 
ent on rules; that taste and refinement of 
language consist in word-catching. Many 
persons suppose that Mr. Gifford knows 
better than he, pretends; and that he is 
shrewd, artful, and designing. But per- 
haps it may be nearer the mark to suppose 
that his dulness is guarantee for his sin- 
cerity; or that before he is the tool of the 
profligacy of others, he is the dupe of his 
own jaundiced feelings, and narrow, hood- 
winked perceptions. Mr. Gifford, 
as a satirist, is violent and abrupt. He 
takes obvious or physical defects, and 
dwells upon them with much labour and 
harshness of invective, but with very lit- 
tle wit or spirit. He expresses a great 
deal of anger and contempt, but you can- 
not tell very well why—except that he 
seems tobe sore and out of humour. His 
satire is mere peevishness and spleen, or 
something worse—personal antipathy and 
rancour. Weare in quite as much pain 
for the writer, as for the object of his 
resentment.—HAZLITT, WILLIAM, 1825, 
The Spirit of the Age, pp. 166, 177. 

He was a man of rare attainments and 
many excellent qualities. His Juvenal is 
one of the best versions ever made of a 
classical author, and his satire of the 
Baviad and Meeviad squabashed at one blow 
a set of coxcombs, who might have hum- 
bugged the world long enough. As a com- 
mentator he was capital, could he but 
have suppressed his rancours against those 
who had preceded him in the task; but a 
misconstruction or misinterpretation, nay, 
the misplacing of a comma, was in Gif- 
ford’s eyes a crime worthy of the most 
severe animadversion. The same fault of 
extreme severity went through his crit- 
ical labours, and in general he flagellated 
with so little pity, that people lost their 
sense of the criminal’s guilt in dislike of 
the savage pleasure which the executioner 
seemed to take in inflicting the punish- 
ment.—Scort, Sir WALTER, 1827, Diary, 
Jan. 17; Life, by Lockhart, ch. \xxiii. 

Considered as a poet, was merely Pope, 
without Pope’s wit and fancy; and whose 
satires are decidedly inferior in vigour 
and poignancy to the very imperfect 
juvenile performance of Lord Byron 
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himself. —MACAULAY, THOMAS BABINGTON, 
1830, Moore’s Life of Lord Byron, Critical 
and Miscellaneous Essays. 

Gifford has done a great deal for the 
text of Massinger, but not as much as 
might easily be done. His comparison of 
Shakspere with his contemporary drama- 
tist is obtuse indeed. —CoLERIDGE, SAM- 
UEL TAYLOR, 1833, Table-Talk, Apr. 7; 
ed. Ashe, p. 206. 

He was a man of extensive knowledge; 
was well acquainted with classic and old 
English lore; so learned, that he consid- 
ered all other people ignorant; so wise, 
that he was seldom pleased with any thing; 
and, as he had not risen to much eminence 
in the world, he thought no one else was 
worthy to rise. He almost rivalled Jef- 
frey in wit, and he surpassed him in 
scorching sarcasm and crucifying irony. 
Jeffrey wrote with a sort of levity which 
induced men to doubt if he were sincere 
in his strictures: Gifford wrote with an 
earnest fierceness which showed the de- 
light which he took in his calling. —Cun- 
NINGHAM, ALLAN, 183838, Biographical and 
Critical History of the Lrterature of the 
Last Fifty Years. 

Read the ‘‘Baviad’? and ‘‘Meviad,’’ 
preferred the former: the subject was too 
much exhausted for a new satire, at least 
to equal in pungent effect the former one. 
They are, however, both extremely good, 
and must have fallen like a giant’s arm 
upon the insect-like flutterings of the half- 
formed witlings whom they aimed to crush. 
But to imagine that Burns lived in com- 
parative neglect while these apes were 
attracting notice by their absurdities !— 
MacrgaDy, W. C., 1884, Diary, Sept. 
20; Reminiscences, ed. Pollock, p. 331. 

He was fierce, dogmatic, bigoted, libel- 
lous, and unsympathizing. Whatever may 
have been his talents, they were exquisitely 
unfitted for his position—his literary 
judgments being contemptible, where any 
sense of beauty was required, and prin- 
cipally distinguished for malice and 
word-picking. The bitter and snarling 
spirit with which he commented on the 
excellence he could not appreciate; the 
extreme narrowness and shallowness of 
his taste; the labored blackguardism in 
which he was wont to indulge under the 
impression that it was satire; his detesta- 
ble habit of carrying his political hatreds 
into literary criticism; his gross personal 
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attacks on Hunt, Hazlitt, and others who 
might happen to profess less illiberal prin- 
ciples than his own; made him a danger- 
ous and disagreeable adversary, and one 
of the worst critics of modern times.— 
WHIPPLE, EDWIN P., 1845, British Critics, 
Essays and Reviews, vol. i, p. 150. 

Distinguished as a satirist, as a trans- 
lator of satires, and as the editor of sev- 
eral of the illustrious but somewhat 
neglected dramatists of the Elizabethan 
age, his writings, admirable for sincerity, 
good sense, and learning, were also 
strongly tinged with bitterness and per- 
sonality.—SHAW, THOMAS B., 1847, Out- 
lines of English Literature, p. 414. 

He is the only man I ever attacked, re- 
specting whom I have felt no regret. It 
would be easy for me at this distance of 
time to own that Gifford possessed genius, 
had such been the case. It would have 
been easy for me at any time. But he 
had not a particle. The scourger of 
poetasters was himself a poetaster. When 
he had done with his whip, everybody 
had a right to take it up, and lay it over 
the scourger’s shoulders; for though he 
had sense enough to discern glaring faults, 
he abounded incommonplaces. His satire 
itself, which, at its best never went be- 
yond smartness, was full of them. —Hunt, 
LeicH, 1850, The Autobiography, vol. 1, 
p. 254. 

The power wielded thirty years ago by 
that little arid mass of commonplace and 
dried venom is, to us, absolutely marvel- 
lous. The manner in which he exercised 
the critical profession showed, indeed, 
that he was perfectly skilled in his former 
one, especially in the adroit use of the 
awl. He was admirable at boring small 
holes; but beyond this he was nothing. 
If. Shakespeare’s works had appeared in 
his time, he would have treated them pre- 
cisely as he treated Shelley’s and Keats’, 
unless, indeed, they had been submitted 
to his revision before, or dedicated to 
him at publication.—GILFILLAN, GEORGE, 
1855, A Third Gallery of Portraits, p.176. 

When Lord Byron began to write, the 
classical satirist of the day was William 
Gifford, our friend who did the butcher- 
ing business in the Anti-Jacobin. He had 
published, in 1794 and 795, the ‘‘Baviad’’ 
and ‘‘Meeviad;’’ and he was now extolled 
by the party who had taken him up, as 
the censor of the age. It is pleasant to 


know that the satirist has generally 
ranked in this country as an official of 
some dignity; though there is a constant 
tendency in officiality to degenerate into 
beadledom. One learns something of that 
age, and of the difference between our 
times and it, by observing the Giffordian 
phenomenon; by reflecting that Gifford 
was a great authority; was listened to 
when he mauled Shelley and Keats; and 
was deferred to respectfully by the author 
of ‘‘Childe Harold’’ and ‘‘Don Juan.” 
: Gifford was hearty in his abuse, 
as in his general energy, and flung his 
whole soul into Billingsgate with the same 
zeal which he had displayed when he 
studied algebra in the shoemaker’s shop, 
working out ‘‘my problems with a blunted 
awl on pieces of leather.’’ Hunt attacked 
him; Hazlitt attacked him; but I think the 
worst treatment he met with was from 
old Peter Pindar, whom he incautiously 
assailed in 1800, and from whom he in- 
stantly got a douche of savage buffoonery, 
which splashed him from head to foot. 
Those were energetic fighting-days—days 
when, if people hated each other, they 
said so in public. They gave no quarter, 
and expected none.—HANNAY, JAMES, 
1855, Satire and Satirists, pp. 204, 205. 

William Gifford’s best title to fame was, 
no doubt, his edition of the ‘‘Early Eng- 
lish Dramatists’’—Ford, Massinger, Shir- 
ley, and Ben Jonson. His generous and 
able vindication of Jonson reflects credit 
both upon the critic and the poet.— 
WINKS, WILLIAM EpWARD, 1882, Lives of 
Illustrious Shoemakers, p. 76. 

Although as a literary critic Gifford 
was crabbed and strangely wanting in 
taste, the fault was redeemed by strong 
common sense.—STEPHEN, LESLIE, 1890, 
Dictionary of National Biography, vol. 
DOH eral 

How could a rhinoceros like Gifford 
have been expected to behave when what 
was hung in front of him for investigation 
and report was such an unprecedented in- 
vention of sheer phantasy and lusciousness 
as Keats’s ‘‘ Endymion ?”—Masson, Davin, 
1892, The Story of Gifford and Keats, The 
Nineteenth Century, vol. 31, p. 604. 

Gifford was so intent on denouncing the 
inaccuracies of others that he frequently 
failed to secure accuracy himself. The 
hectoring tone that he chose to adopt has 
been generally, though not universally, 
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discarded by later scholars. In reading 
the old dramatists we do not want to be 
distracted by editorial invectives and dia- 
tribes.—BULLEN, A. H., 1895, ed., The 
Works of John Ford, Note to Preface, vol. 1. 

His critical taste was none of the most 
delicate, but he knew nonsense when he 
saw it, and possessing a considerable fund 
of rough but genuine humour, together 
with the mastery of a satiric verse which 
stands to that of Pope in the relation of 
the oaken cudgel to the rapier, he turned 
the faculty and the weapon to such effect- 
ive account in the ‘‘Baviad’’ and the 
‘‘Meeviad,’’ his two famous lampoons on 
the Della Cruscan school, as to reduce that 
incorporated society of idiots to its con- 
stituent atoms of individual imbecility. 
—TRAILL, Henry Durr, 1896, Social 
England, vol. v, p. 442. 

Gifford is perhaps our capital example 
in English of a cast of mind which is pop- 
ularly identified with that of the critic, 
though in truth nothing is more fatal to 
the attainment of the highest critical 
competence. It was apparently impossi- 
ble for him (as it has been, and, it would 
seem, is for others), to regard the author 
whom he was criticising, the editor who had 
preceded him in his labours, or the adver- 
sary with whom he was carrying on a po- 
lemic, as anything but a being partly idiotic 
and partly villainous, who must be soundly 
scolded, first for having done what he did, 
and secondly to prevent him from doing 


it again. So ingrained was this habit in 
Gifford that he could refrain from indulg- 
ing it, neither in editing the essays of his 
most distinguished contributors, nor in 
commenting on their work. . . . Yet 
he was a really useful influence in more 
ways than one. The service that he did 
in forcibly suppressing the Della Cruscans 
nuisance is even yet admitted, and there 
has been plentiful occasion, not always 
taken, for similar literary dragonnades 
since. And his work as an editor of Eng- 
lish classics, was, blemishes of manner 
and temper excepted, in the main very 
good work.—SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1896, A 
History of Nineteenth Century Literature. 


Gifford did not apply his personal canons 
of taste with more serene assurance than 
Jeffrey to the most original poets of his 
time; but he was a duller man, and with 
all his classic zeal lacked Roman urbanity 
as conspicuously as Romantic imagination. 
Before the end of his editorship he had 
committed sins of blind rancour against 
the new poetry and the new prose which 
modern criticism justly finds unpardonable, 
and which raised up more than one 
avenger with a voice more resonant than 
his own. . .. In the presence of 
almost all that was great and prophetic in 
the literature of his time, Gifford was 
purely futile or mischievous; but his 
bludgeon fell at times upon weeds or rep- 
tiles.—HerForD, C. H., 1897, The Age 
of Wordsworth, p. 56. 


Reginald Heber 
1783-1826 


Born, at Malpas, Cheshire, 21 April 1783. First education at Whitchurch Grammar 
School; with private tutor, 1796-1800. Matric., Brasenose Coll., Oxford, 8 Nov. 
1800; Latin verse prize, 1800; Newdigate, 1803; B. A., 1804; Fellow of All Souls, 
1804; English Essay, 1805; M. A., 1808. Travelled in Germany, Russia and Crimea, 
1805-07. Ordained, 1807; Vicar of Hodnet, 1807-23. Married Amelia Shipley, 
April 1809. Contrib. to “‘Christian Observer’ and ‘‘Quarterly Review.’? Prebendary 
of St. Asaph, 1812. Bampton Lecturer, Oxford, 1815. Preacher at Lincoln’s Inn, 
1822. D. D., Oxford, by diploma, 10 Feb. 1823. Bishop of Calcutta, 1823. Died, 
at Trichinopoly, 3 April 1826. Buried there. Works: ‘‘A Sense of Honour’’ (prize 
essay), 1805; ‘‘Palestine’’ (Newdigate poem), 1807; ‘‘Europe,’’ 1809 (2nd edn. same 
year); “‘Poems’’ 1812; ‘‘The Personality and Office of the Christian Comforter’’ 
(Bampton lectures), 1816. Posthumous: ‘‘Hymns,’’ edited by his wife, 1827; ‘‘Nar- 
rativeof a Journey through the upper Provinces of India’’ (2 vols.), 1828; ‘‘Sermons 
preached in England,’’ ed. by Mrs. Heber, 1829; ‘‘Sermons preached in India,’’ ed. 
by Mrs. Heber, 1830; ‘‘Sermons,’’ ed. by Sir R. H. Inglis (3 vols.), 1837: ‘‘Poetical 
Works,” 1841. He edited: Jeremy Taylor’s works, 1822. Life: by Mrs. Heber 
(including correspondence and some unpublished works), 1830; by G. Smith, 1895.— 
SHarp, R Farquyarson, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 130. 
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PERSONAL 


He—this eminent divine—goes to Cal- 
cutta in the very spirit of martyrdom; he 
carries all those fine and consecrated tal- 
ents, all that wealth of knowledge, and 
that power of genius, to a region where 
they will be comparatively little under- 
stood or appreciated. You know, per- 
haps, that he goes out as Bishop. Mr. 
Canning, who greatly loves and admires 
him, urges him to stay for the first vacant 
English bishoprick. His brother, who 
has a large estate, and has no heirs, is 
equally averse to his going; but the 
highest and purest motives urge him to 
spend and be spent in the service of his 
Master.—GranT, ANNE, 1823, Letters, 
Dec. 23; Memoir and Correspondence, ed. 
Grant, vol. 1, p. 18. 

If it be sad to speak of treasures gone, 

Of sainted genius called too soon away, 

Of light from this world taken, while it shone 
Yet kindling onward to the perfect day— 
aor shall our grief, if mournful these things 

e, 
Flow forth, O thou of many gifts ! for thee? 
Hath not thy voice been here amongst us 
heard? 

And that deep soul of gentleness and power, 
Have we not felt its breath in every word, 

Wont from thy lips, as Hermon’s dew, to 

shower? 

Yes! in our hearts thy fervent thoughts have 
burned— 

Of heaven they were, and thither have re- 
turned. 


—Hemans, Fenicta D., 1826, To the 
Memory of Heber. 


Heber’s recitation, like that of all poets 
whom we have heard recite, was altogether 
untrammelled by the critical laws of elo- 
cution, which were not set at defiance, 
but either by the poet unknown, or for- 
gotten; and there was a charm in his 
somewhat melancholy voice, that occasion- 
ally faltered, less from a feeling of the 
solemnity, and even grandeur of the scene, 
of which he was himself the conspicuous 
object—though that feeling did not suf- 
fuse his pale, ingenuous, and animated 
countenance—than from the deep-felt 
sanctity of his subject, comprehending 
the most awful mysteries of God’s revela- 
tions to man. As his voice grew bolder 
and more sonorous in the hush, the audi- 
ence felt that this was not the mere dis- 
play of the skill and ingenuity of a clever 
youth, the accidental triumph of an ac- 
complished versifier over his compeers in 


the dexterity of scholarship, which is all 
that can generally be truly said of such 
exhibitions,—but that here was a poet 
indeed, not only of bright promise, but of 
high achievement,—one whose name was 
already written in the roll of the Immor- 
tals. And that feeling, whatever might 
have been the share of the boundless en- 
thusiasm, with which the poem was lis- 
tened to, attributable to the influence of 
the genius loci, has been since sanc- 
tioned by the judgment of the world, that 
has placed ‘‘Palestine’’ at the very head 
of the poetry on divine subjects of this 
age. It is now incorporated for ever 
with the Poetry of England.—WILSoN, 
JOHN (CHRISTOPHER NorTH), 1827, Heber’s 
Hymns, Blackwood’s Magazine, vol. 22, 
p. 619. 


Learned, polished, and dignified, he was 
undoubtedly ; yet far more conspicuously 
kind, humble, tolerant, and laborious— 
zealous for his church too, and not forget- 
ful of his station; but remembering it 
more for the duties than for the honours 
that were attached to it, and infinitely 
more zealous for the religious improve- 
ment, and for the happiness, and spiritual 
and worldly good of his fellow-creatures, 
of every tongue, faith, and complexion: 
indulgent to all errors and infirmities— 
liberal, in the best and truest sense of the 
word—humble and conscientiously diffi- 
dent of his own excellent judgment and 
never-failing charity—looking on all men 
as the children of one God, on all Chris- 
tians as the redeemed of one Saviour, and 
on all Christian teachers as fellow-labour- 
ers, bound to help and encourage each 
other in their arduous and anxious task. 
His portion of the work, accordingly, he 
wrought faithfully, zealously, and well; 
and, devoting himself to his duty witha 
truly apostolical fervour, made no scruple 
to forego, for its sake, not merely his 
personal ease and comfort, but those 
domestic affections which were ever so 
much more valuable in his eyes, and in the 
end, we fear, consummating the sacrifice 
with his life.—JEFFREY, FRANCIS LorD, 
1828-1844, Bishop Heber’s India, Contri- 
butions to the Edinburgh Review, vol. Iv, 
p. 296. 

I read Reginald Heber’s “Journal” after 
dinner. I spent some merry days with 
him at Oxford when he was writing his 
prize poem. He was then a gay young 
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fellow, a wit and a satirist, and burning 
for literary fame. My laurels were be- 
ginning to bloom, and we were both mad- 
caps. Who would have foretold our 
future lot?—Scort, Sir WALTER, 1829, 
Journal, March 12. 


We thank Him for the great missionary 
pioneer, whose voice first in many parts of 
India proclaimed the conquests of the Gos- 
pel, and set an example for all of us that 
follow. We thank Him for the Christian 
gentleman who could, in the midst of 
English society, set a pattern of holi- 
ness without assumption, and kindly 
courtesy with true purity of word and 
thought. We thank Him for the scholar 
and divine, country clergyman and country 
gentleman, who, at the call of duty, gave 
up home and country, and rest, and ease, 
and society, and comfort, and culture to 
do the will of Him that called him, and to 
perfect His work. We thank Him for the 
pattern which, in and by this His minister- 
ing servant, he set us of manly perform- 
ance of duty and entire devotion to work. 
And thanking Him and honouring Him 
who has blessed His servant with so many 
great and excellent gifts, and led him all 
his life through from strength to strength, 
we pray that we may each, according to 
his. measure and in his own place, have 
grace to follow so good an example.— 
STUBBS, WILLIAM, 1887, Sermon Preached 
at the Dedication of the Heber Window, 
St. Oswald’s Malpas. 


A patriot in the most stirring period of 
our national history, he was of no party 
in the Church. A theologian of ripe 
scholarship and evangelic zeal, he resented 
alike the extremes of the so-called Calvin- 
ists, and the pelagianism of the Arminians 
of his day. He was for Christ; he loved 
and he did much to elevate the great Re- 
formed Church which he loyally served; 
he worked with all good men, or wished 
them well in the one divinely commanded 
cause. His short episcopate, while he 
was still a young man, was the rich and 
fruitful outcome of such zeal, such wisdom, 
and such charity.—SmITH, GEORGE, 1895, 
Bishop Heber, Preface, p. vii. 

HYMNS 

These Hymns have been by far the most 
popular of his productions, and deservedly 
so; for in purity and elevation of senti- 
ment, in simple pathos, and an eloquent 


earnestness, it would be difficult to find 
any thing superior to them in the range 
of lyric poetry. They have the home 
truth of Watts, but rank much higher, as 
literary compositions, than the Moral and 
Divine Songs of that great benefactor of 
youth; and all the devotion of Wesley or 
Keble, without their langour and diffuse 
verbosity. Heber always writes like a 
Christian scholar, and never finds it nec- 
essary to lower his tone on account of his 
subject.—Morr, D. M., 1850-51, Sketches 
of Poetical Literature of the Past Half 
Century. 

Dear to every section of the Christian 
Church are the sweet measures of the 
poet-bishop, Heber. . . Some of 
them are odes, but all are infused with 
the poetic element to the highest degree. 
—SAUNDERS, FREDERICK, 1885, Hvenings 
with the Sacred Poets, p. 386. 

Bishop Reginald Heber has a sure re- 
nown in several ways. He was truly a 
poet, as his ‘‘Palestine’’ denotes. He 
was adignitary of the Church of England, 
who employed his high office for the wor- 
thiest ends. He was a traveller, whose 
*‘Journey Through India,’’ published in 
1828, showed what fine powers of obser- 
vation and reflection he possessed. He 
was filled with genuine missionary zeal, as 
his religious work and his immortal lyric, 
“‘From Greenland’s icy mountains,’’ alike 
testify. And, to crown all, he is one of 
the most graceful, spiritual and effective 
of English hymn-writers. — DUFFIELD, 
SAMUEL WILLOUGHBY, 1886, English 
Hymns, p. 335. 

Some of his hymns rank with the best 
in English.—SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1896, 
A History of Nineteenth Century Litera- 
ture, p. 110. 

“From Greenland’s Icy Mountains.’’ 
This hymn was written by Heber at short 
notice in 1819. Dean Shipley asked him 
one Saturday to prepare some verses to 
be sung at the missionary service to be 
held next morning. Heber sat down and 
dashed off these verses, which speedily 
became the favourite missionary hymn 
of the English-speaking world.—Stgap, 
W.T.,1897, Hymns that have Helped, p.173. 


GENERAL 


This is another book [‘‘A Journey 
Through India’’?] for Englishmen to be 
proud of. Independently of its 
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moral attraction, we are induced to think 
it, on the whole, the most instructive and 
important publication that has ever been 
given to the world on the actual state and 
condition of our Indian Empire. 

He surveys every thing with the vigilance 
and delight of a cultivated and most active 
intellect, —with the eye of an artist, and 
antiquary, and a naturalist, —the feelings 
and judgment of an English gentleman 
and scholar,—the sympathies of a most 
humane and generous man, —and the piety, 
charity, and humility of a Christian.— 
JEFFREY, FRANcIS Lorp, 1828, Bishop 
Heber’s Journal, Edinburgh Review, vol. 48, 
pp. 312, 314, 318. 

We wish that we could speak as highly 
of his sermons as we might of his char- 
acter; but we cannot. We confess that 
we were disappointed in them; and we 
will venture to assert, that if they become 
popular, it will be because he wrote them, 
and not because they are of high value 
themselves. They are certainly much 
above mediocrity, and take a respectable 
rank among the volumes of English prac- 
tical divinity; but few will ever think of 
placing them with the first sermons in the 
language. Though not absolutely uncon- 
nected in their trains of thought, yet they 
are greatly deficient in that clear method 
and arrangement which is one of the most 
indispensable requisites in sermon writing ; 
and though there is a vein of good sense 
running through them, the mind of the 
intelligent reader is very seldom arrested 
by passages which task its attention, or 
set its powers at work. Diffusiveness 
seems to us to be the reigning character- 
istic of their style; and hence arise the 
breathless and almost endless sentences, 
which abound in them more than in any 
other sermons with which we are ac- 
quainted. GREENWOOD, F. W. P., 1829, 
Heber’s Sermons, Christian Examiner, vol. 
(ey Ae 

As a poet he could not have supported 
the reputation which his ‘‘Palestine’’ ob- 
tained, for it was greatly above its deserts, 
and the character of the poem, moreover, 
was not hopeful; it was too nicely fitted 
to the taste of the age. Poetry should 
have its lights and shades, like painting; 
like music, its sink and swell, its relief 
and its repose. So far as the piece was 
intended for success in a competition for 
a prize, and for effect in public recitation, 


it was certainly judiciously done to make 
every line tell upon the ear. But tv all 
such poetry the motto under one of 
Quarles’s Emblems may be applied: tin- 
nit, inane est.—SOUTHEY, ROBERT, 1830, 
Letter to Henry Taylor, July 10; Southey’s 
Life and Correspondence. 


The lyrical writings of Heber possess 
great and peculiar merits. He is the only 
Englishman who has in any degree ap- 
proached the tone of Pindar, his transla- 
tions from whom may be regarded as 
nearly faultless; and his hymns are 
among the sweetest which English litera- 
ture contains, breathing a fervent devo- 
tion in the most poetical language and 
most melodious verse. 1 doubt whether 
there is a religious lyric so universally 
known in the British empire or in our own 
country, as the beautiful missionary piece 
beginning ‘‘From Greenland’s icy moun- 
tains.’ The fragments of ‘‘Morte d’Ar- 
thur,’’ the ‘‘Mask of Gwendolen,’’ and the 
“‘World before the Flood,” are not equal to 
his ‘‘Palestine,’’ ‘‘Kurope,’’ or minor 
poems; but they contain elegant and pow- 
erful passages. Theonly thing unworthy of 
his reputation which I have seen is ‘‘Blue 
Beard,’’ a serio-comic oriental romance, 
which I believe was first published after 
his death.—GRISWOLD, Rurus W., 1844, 
The Poets and Poetry of England in the 
Nineteenth Century, p. 186. 


The qualities of Heber are well under- 
stood. His poetry is of a high order. 
He is imaginative, glowing, and vigorous, 
with a skill in the management of his 
means unsurpassed by that of any writer 
of his time, but without any high degree 
of originality. Can there be anything in 
the nature of a ‘‘classical’’ life at war 
with novelty per se? At all events, few 
fine scholars, such as Heber truly was, 
are original.—Por, EpGAR ALLAN, 1849? 
Marginalia, Works, eds. Stedman and 
Woodberry, vol. vu, p. 302. 


Next to his hymns, Bishop Heber is best 
known by the journal he kept of his visita- 
tion tour, not intended for publication, 
but containing so much of vivid descrip- 
tion of scenery and manners, that it forms 
a valuable picture of the condition of 
Hindostan as it then was.— YONGE, C. M., 
1871, Pioneers and Founders, p. 189. 


If we were to say that Bishop Heber 
was a sort of male twin to Mrs. Hemans, 
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we fear that the comparison would be re- 
ceived with little favour by many readers. 
So few of the poets of the time accom- 
plished all the rites of education, and 
trained themselves, as ancient tradition 
bade, on the classic models, that it is dis- 
appointing to find, in the rare instance of 
a fully-qualified academical poet, an ex- 
ample so little remarkable as this excellent 
and blameless soul. In the dearth of 
writers properly marked with the sign- 
manual of the Universities, it ought to be 
noted that Heber gained the prize of 
poetry at Oxford, fulfilled all his studies 
there with distinction, and became a fellow 
of All-Souls. So much forsolittle! But 
it has never ceased to be true that poets 
must be born, and can not be made. . . . 
His poems are the utterance of the most 
spotless of well-regulated minds and de- 
vout spirits. It is doubtful whether the 
best of poets ever produced anything more 
widely known and popular than the ‘‘Mis- 
sionary Hymn’’ about ‘‘Greenland’s icy 
mountains,’’ or that which celebrates the 
Star in the East of the Epiphany. So 
that this mild singer had his reward of 
the most liberal kind in the affectionate 
enthusiasm with which the simple-hearted 
religious crowd regards the writers of its 
sacred songs. The kind of tranquil life 
he led, and the boundless correspondence 
which proceeded from his rectory, have 
been put before the world on various oc- 
casions. His letters were voluminous and 
fluent, and always, it need hardly be said, 


perfect in sentiment: but they have few 
literary attractions.— OLIPHANT, MARGA- 
RET O. W., 1882, The Literary History of 
England, X VII-XIX Century, vol. 1, p.319. 

In poetical style he is our last eminent 
representative of Pope and Addison.— 
PALGRAVE, FRANCIS T., 1889, The Treas- 
ury of Sacred Song, p. 354, note. 

Much of Heber’s poetical work was 
‘‘occasional,’’ and for the production of 
“‘occasional’’ verse his qualities eminently 
fitted him. ‘‘Palestine’’ was an occasional 
poem, and for the purpose of its occasion 
was a success, though it lacks the quali- 
ties necessary to secure permanent inter- 
est. He was equal to the occasion, but 
the subject was too hig forhim. . . . 
His hymn, ‘‘From Greenland’s Icy Moun- 
tains,’’ written for a service at Wrexham 
Church, at which his father-in-law, the 
Dean of St. Asaph, preached on behalf of 
the Society for the Propagation of the 
Gospel, and some half dozen others, are 
at the full tide of their popularity, nearly 
a century after they were first sung, and 
seem as unlikely to go out of favour as 
they were when they first caught the ears, 
and gave expression to the feelings of 
Christian worshippers nearly a hundred 
years ago. In other occasional and iso- 
lated efforts Heber showed a versatility 
which would doubtless have served him 
had he cared to follow the leadings of the 
lighter muse.—MILES, ALFRED H., 1897, 
The Poets and Poetry of the Century, Sacred, 
Moral and Religious Verse, p. 51. 


Thomas Jefferson 
1743-1826 

Born at Shadwell, Albemarle Co., Va., April 13 (N. S.), 1743; father died, 1757; 
entered College, March, 1760; graduated, April, 1762; admitted to bar, 1767; elected 
to House of Burgesses, 1769; married, January, 1772; elected to Continental Congress, 
March, 1775; attends Virginia Assembly, October, 1776; elected Governor of Virginia, 
June 1, 1779; reélected, June 1, 1780; resigned, June 1, 1781; elected delegate to 
Congress, November, 1781; Mrs. Jefferson died, September, 1782; elected delegate to 
Congress, June, 1783; minister to France, May, 1784; appointed Secretary of State, 
September, 1789; leaves France, October, 1789; resigns as Secretary of State, 
December, 1793; elected Vice-President, November, 1796; nominated for President, 
May, 1800; elected President, February 17, 1801; inaugurated, March 4, 1801; 
Louisiana Treaty signed, May 2, 1803; Louisiana Treaty ratified, October 20, 1803; 
reelected President, November, 1804; retires from Presidency, March 4, 1809; Uni- 
versity of Virginia established, 1818; writes last letter, June 25, 1826; died, July 4, 

1826.—CurtIs, WILLIAM ELEROY, 1901, The True Thomas Jefferson, p. 15. 
PERSONAL 


His powers of conversation.—It appears 
from his character and conduct in early 


life, that he possessed in a high degree 
the art of captivating and corrupting all 
sorts of people with whom he conversed. 
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And when he was clothed with the ensigns 
of royalty his power and opportunity of 
corrupting his subjects greatly increased. 
He became the standard of taste and 
model of imitation. His sentiments and 
manners became a living law to his sub- 
jects. Inhis familiar intercourse with all 
around him he undoubtedly seized those 
soft moments which were the most favora- 
ble to his malignant design of seduction. 
This he could do without departing from 
the dignity of his station.—Emmons, Na- 
THANIEL, 1801, Jeroboam Sermon, April 9. 


We left Charlottesville on Saturday 
morning, the 4th of February, for Mr. 
Jefferson’s. He lives, you know, on a 
mountain, which he has named Monticello, 
and which, perhaps you do not know, is a 
synonyme for Carter’s mountain. The 
ascent of this steep, savage hill, was as 
pensive and slow as Satan’s ascent to 
Paradise. His house, which is 
of brick, two stories high in the wings, 
witha piazza in front of a receding centre. 
It is built, I suppose, in the French style. 
You enter, by a glass folding-door, into a 
hall which reminds you of Fielding’s 
‘‘Man of the Mountain,’’ by the strange 
furniture of its walls. On one side hang 
the head and horns of an elk, a deer, and 
a buffalo; another is covered with curios- 
ities which Lewis and Clarke found in 
their wild and perilous expedition. On 
the third, among many other striking 
matters, was the head of a mammoth, or, 
as Cuvier calls it, a mastodon, containing 
the only os frontis, Mr. Jefferson tells me, 
that has yet been found. On the fourth 
side, in odd union with a fine painting of 
the Repentance of Saint Peter, is an Indian 
map on leather, of the southern waters of 
the Missouri, and an Indian representation 
- of a bloody battle, handed down in their 
traditions. Through this hall—or rather 
museum—we passed to the dining-room, 
and sent our letters to Mr. Jefferson, who 
was of course in his study. Here again 
we found ourselves surrounded with paint- 
ings that seemed good. We had hardly 
time to glance at the pictures before Mr. 
Jefferson entered ; and if I was astonished 
to find Mr. Madison short and somewhat 
awkward, I was doubly astonished to find 
Mr. Jefferson, whom I had always supposed 
to be asmall man, more than six feet high, 
with dignity in his appearance, and ease 
and graciousness in his manners. 


The evening passed away pleasantly in 
general conversation, of which Mr. Jeffer- 
son was necessarily the leader. I shall 
probably surprise you by saying that, in 
conversation, he reminded me of Dr. 
Freeman. He has the same discursive 
manner and love of paradox, with the same 
appearance of sobriety and cool reason. — 
TICKNOR, GEORGE, 1815, Letter, Feb. 7; 
Life, Letters and Journals, vol.1, pp. 34,35. 
HERE LIES BURIED 
THOMAS JEFFERSON, 

AUTHOR OF THE DECLARATION OF AMERI- 
CAN INDEPENDENCE, OF THE STATUTE 
OF VIRGINIA FOR RELIGIOUS FREE- 
DOM, AND FATHER OF THE UNI- 
VERSITY OF VIRGINIA. 
—JEFFERSON, THOMAS, 1826, Inscription 

on Monument. 

The Mansion House at Monticello was 
built and furnished in the days of his 
prosperity. In its dimensions, its archi- 
tecture, its arrangements and ornaments, 
it is such a one as became the character 
and fortune of the man. It stands upon 
an elliptic plain, formed by cutting down 
the apex of amountain; and, on the west, 
stretching away to the north and the 
south, it commands a view of the Blue 
Ridge for a hundred and fifty miles, and 
brings under the eye one of the boldest 
and most beautiful horizons in the world; 
while, on the east, it presents an extent 
of prospect bounded only by the spherical 
form of the earth, in which nature seems 
to sleep in eternal repose, as if to form 
one of her finest contrasts with the rude 
and rolling grandeur on the west. In the 
wide prospect, and scattered to the north 
and south, are several detached mountains, 
which contribute to animate and diversify 
this enchanting landscape; and among 
them, to the south, Willis’s Mountain, 
which is so interestingly depicted in his 
Notes. From this summit, the Philoso- 
pher was wont to enjoy that spectacle, 
among the sublimest of Nature’s opera- 
tions, the looming of the distant moun- 
tains; and to watch the motions of the 
planets, and the greater revolution of the 
celestial sphere.—WIRT, WILLIAM, 1826, 
Eulogy on Adams and Jefferson in the 
House of Representatives, Oct. 19. 

Mr. Jefferson examined much less than 
he rejected. He never examined the evi- 
dences of Christianity. He rejected it as 
an imposture,—rejected it, not by the 
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dictate of his own mind, but upon mere 
perusal of the Bible, under the influence 
of the infidel School of his own and the 
immediately preceding age,—Bolingbroke, 
Hume, Voltaire, Diderot, and the rest of 
that gang. What he meant by examina- 
tion was treating the Bible like Tooke’s 
Pantheon, —studying all the fashionable 
atheists of the age, and never looking into 
the writers in favour of Christianity. So 
far was Mr. Jefferson from encouraging 
or recommending examination into the 
truth of the Christian Religion, that he 
founded his University with a cold, pro- 
fessed, and systematic exclusion of all 
theological studies from the institution. 
—ADAmMSs, JOHN Quincy, 1830, Thomas 
Jefferson, Letter to the North American 
Review, Old and New, vol. 7, p. 185. 


Of all the tests to which Jefferson was 
submitted, retirement is, perhaps, the one 
which he supported the best. In his re- 
lations with his own political subordinates, 
now become his successors, not the slight- 
est trace of jealousy, depreciation, or ar- 
rogance, no affectation of directing them, 
and no hesitation to be of use to them by 
his counsels; nothing of indifference in 
his reserve, nor of pedantry in his advice; 
kindness, a sanguine interest, and a frank- 
ness that is often highly useful; in his 
relations with his old adversaries, much 
courtesy, often even a certain tone of 
careless freedom, without the slightest 
concession to their views; accessible to 
everybody, even to the curious and idle, 
but of a presence grave enough, and at 
times cold enough, to discourage famil- 
jiarity; a large but not ostentatious ret- 
inue, a liberal hospitality supported by a 
ruinous expenditure without the appear- 
ance of profusion; perfectly in his place 
as the recent head of a State metamor- 
phosed into a rural philosopher; living 
only one year too long, that last year, 
when the derangement of his fortune led 
him to occupy the attention of his fellow- 
citizens too much with his own private 
affairs, and to detail at too great a length 
the services which gave him a claim upon 
the gratitude of the United States; such 
were the distinguishing features of his 
seclusion.—Dr Wirt, CORNELIS, 1862, 
Jefferson and the American Democracy, tr. 
Church, p. 308. 


Mr. Jefferson’s stature was command- 
ing—six feet two-and-a-half inches in 


height, well formed, indicating strength, 
activity, and robust health; his carriage 
erect; step firm and elastic, which he 
preserved to his death; his temper, natur- 
ally strong, under perfect control; his 
courage cool and impassive. No one ever 
knew him exhibit trepidation. His moral 
courage of the highest order—his will 
firm and inflexible—it was remarked of 
him that he never abandoned a plan, a 
principle, or a friend. A bold and fear- 
less rider, you saw at a glance, from his 
easy and confident seat, that he was mas- 
ter of his horse, which was usually the 
fine-blood-horse of Virginia. His 
habits were regular and systematic. He 
was a miser of his time, rose always at 
dawn, wrote and read until breakfast, 
breakfasted early, and dined from three 
to four; retired at nine, and to 
bed from ten to eleven. He said, in his 
last illness, that the sun had not caught 
him in bed for fifty years. He always 
made his own fire. He drank water but 
once a day, a single glass, when he re- 
turned from his ride. He ate heartily, 
and much vegetable food, preferring 
French cookery, because it made the meats 
more tender. He never drank ardent 
spirits or strong wines. Such was his 
aversion to ardent spirits, that when, in 
his Jast illness, his physician desired him 
to use brandy as an astringent, he could 
not induce him to take it strong enough. 
—RANDOLPH, SARAH N., 1871, The Do- 
mestic Life of Thomas Jefferson, p. 338. 


He belonged neither to the first nor to 
the second order of human beings. He 
was not the discoverer of the truths he 
loved, nor did he promote their acceptance 
by any of the heroic methods. He did 
not always avoid the errors to which his 
cast of character rendered him peculiarly 
liable. But the sum of his merit was ex- 
ceedingly great. He was an almost per- 
fect citizen. He loved and believed in 
his species. Few men have ever been 
better educated than he, or practised 
more habitually the methods of an edu- 
cated person. He defended the honor of 
the human intellect when its natural foes 
throughout Christendom conspired to 
revile, degrade, and crush it. After 
Washington, he was the best chief mag- 
istrate of arepublic the world has ever 
known; and, in some material particulars, 
he surpassed Washington. He keenly 
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enjoyed his existence, and made it a bene- 
faction to his kind.—PArToN, JAMES, 
1874, Life of Thomas Jefferson, p. 746. 


At Williamsburg in 1760 he dressed in 
colors, powdered, carried his fine laced hat 
beneath his arm, bowed low, paid gallant 
compliments to the fair sex, and danced 
at every ‘‘assembly’’ held in the capital 
or thevicinity. In a word, the afterward 
celebrated Mr. Thomas Jefferson was a 
beau and ‘‘macaroni,’’ had a strong pref- 
erence apparently for all that was in con- 
flict with his subsequent social theories, 
laughed, jested, made love to the little 
belles of the little capital, and was the 
very last man whom any one would have 
regarded as the future leader of a great 
political party and the writer of the Dec- 
laration of Independence.— Cookk, JOHN 
HstEn, 1876, The Writer of the Declara- 
tion, Harper’s Magazine, vol. 53, p. 211. 


Single out with me, as you easily will 
at the first glance, by a presence and a 
stature not easily overlooked or mistaken, 
the young, ardent, accomplished Jefferson. 
He is only just thirty-three years of age. 
Charming in conversation, ready and full 
in counsel, he is ‘‘slow of tongue,’’ like 
the great Lawgiver of the Israelites, for 
any public discussion or formal discourse. 
But he has brought with him the reputa- 
tion of wielding what John Adams well 
called ‘‘a masterly pen.’’ And grandly 
has he justified that reputation. Grandly 
has he employed that pen already, in 
drafting a Paper which is at this moment 
lying on the table, and awaiting its final 
signature and sanction.— WINTHROP, RoB- 
ERT C., 1876, Centennial Oration, July 4; 
Addresses and Speeches on Various Occa- 
sions, p. 377. 


There is no doubt that Thomas Jeffer- 
son failed as a speaker simply for lack of 
voice. Hehad all the other qualifications ; 
but his voice became guttural and inar- 
ticulate in moments of great excitement, 
and the consciousness of this infirmity 
prevented him from risking his reputation 
in debate.—MATHEWS, WILLIAM, 1878, 
Oratory and Orators, p. TT, note. 


If we may take Jefferson’s own word 
for it, he habitually studied, during his 
second collegiate year, fifteen hours a day, 
and for his only exercise ran, at twilight, 
a mile out of the city and back again. 
Long afterwards, in 1808, he wrote to a 


grandson a sketch of this period of his 
life, composed in his moral and didactic 
vein; in it he draws a beautiful picture of 
his own precocious and unnatural virtue, 
and is himself obliged to gaze in surprise 
upon one so young and yet so good amid 
crowding temptations. Without fully shar- 
ing in this generous admiration, we must 
not doubt that he was sufficiently studious 
and sensible, for he had a natural thirst 
for information and he always afterwards 
appeared a broadly educated man. ae A 
Certainly morals never became in his mind 
one of the exact sciences.—Morsk, JOHN 
T., JR., 1883, Thomas Jefferson (American 
Statesmen), pp. 6, 7. 


After having served the eight years of 
his presidential office, Jefferson retired to 
this his chosen refuge, the creation of his 
own thought and industry, of much of his 
own personal handiwork, and spent yet 
seventeen long years in what with wise 
forethought and manful persistence he 
had indeed made ‘‘the dearest spot on 
earth.’’ Under his own vine and fig-tree, 
in his own house and his own garden, sit- 
ting in the refreshing shade of the trees 
he had himself planted, plucking the flowers 
and fruits he had himself reared, he talked 
wisdom to his gray-headed neighbors and 
contemporaries, gave kindly instruction 
and admonition to inquiring youths and 
students, or led his joyous and romping 
grandchildren through their juvenile 
games. American annals can present few 
pictures of so long enjoyed and so perfect 
a fruition of a labor of love. Bright and 
alluring as it is, the picture also presents 
painful shadows. He plucked his own 
domestic roses with bleeding fingers. 
The wounds of a bitter partisian conflict 
galled him; the persecutions of visitors 
and letter-writers worried him; and at 
last a hopeless bankruptcy brought him to 
the humiliating knowledge that the bread 
he ate was no longer that of his own 
earning. —NICOLAY, J. G., 1887, Thomas 
Jefferson’s Home, The Century, vol. 12, 
p. 653.. 

His ‘‘Anas’’—the publication of which 
is to be lamented—sputter and smoke with 
charges and insinuations against Hamil- 
ton; and he treated Aaron Burr as his 
friend until Burr’s power to serve or in- 
jure him was gone forever. The question 
asked by himself, whether the world was 
better for his having lived, he answers by 
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a statement in detail of what he had done. 
That he should have been so embarrassed 
in his extreme old age as to ask the Vir- 
ginia legislature for authority to dispose 
of his property by a lottery, is a melan- 
choly fact; and here again he catalogues 
his services, truthfully perhaps, but very 
stoutly. Though he had not escaped the 
virulance of criticism, he had certainly 
received more than compensatory public 
applause during his life, and was now dil- 
igent lest ‘‘the dull, cold ear of death’’ 
should escape being soothed by it after- 
wards. —MorrRiLL, Justin S., 1887, Self- 
Consciousness of Noted Persons, p. 25. 


For eight years this tall, loosely built, 
somewhat stiff figure, in red waistcoat 
and yarn stockings, slippers down in the 
heel, and clothes that seemed too small 
for him, may be imagined as Senator 
Maclay described him, sitting on one hip, 
with one shoulder high above the other, 
talking almost without ceasing to his vis- 
itors at the White House. His skin was 
thin, peeling from his face on exposure to 
the sun, and giving it a tettered appear- 
ance. This sandy face, with hazel eyes 
and sunny aspects; this loose, shackling 
person; this rambling and often brilliant 
conversation, belonged to the controlling 
influences of American history, more nec- 
essary to the story than three-fourths of 
the official papers, which only hid the 
truth. Jefferson’s personality during 
these eight years appeared to be the gov- 
ernment, and impressed itself, like that of 
Bonaparte, although by a different pro- 
cess, on the mind of the nation.—ADAms, 
HENRY, 1889, History of the United States 
of America, vol. 1, p. 187. 

In the spring of 1825, | visited Char- 
lottesville, Albermarle county, Virginia, 
—where the State University is located— 
and then had an opportunity to observe 
Jefferson somewhat closely, but for a 
much shorter time than I desired. He 
had come to town from Monticello—which 
is near by—in a light covered carriage, 
drawn by two horses and driven by an old 
negro man. To a youth like me 
it appeared something more than a mere 
privilege that I should be permitted to 
look upon the author of the Declaration 
of Independence, who was one of the 
foremost men in the country and who had 
reflected honor upon his and my own 
native State, as well as upon the nation. 


I scrutinized him so closely that the scene 
was photographed upon my mind, and 
memory, every now and then, has sum- 
moned him again before me. He was 
then twe years younger than lam as I now 
write, but bore the marks of decrepitude— 
the wearing away of the vigorous en- 
ergies of manhood. Notwithstanding the 
thoughts that crowded my youthful mind, 
I could not avoid observing the plainness 
and almost simple rusticity of his dress. 
His clothing was evidently home-made— 
probably woven upon a domestic loom— 
and there was nothing about either its 
cut or make up to indicate that it had 
passed through the hands of a fashionable 
tailor. In fact he belonged to that class 
of men who, disregarding the frivolities 
of society, devote their best faculties to 
other and greater objects. Hisshoulders 
were considerably stooped. He did not 
remove his hat, and I could observe only 
the face below it. I obtained a position, 
however, which enabled me to see his 
eyes with tolerable distinctness; and while 
they had undoubtedly lost somewhat of 
their brilliancy, they were still clear, pen- 
etrating, and bright. His voice was fee- 
ble and slightly tremulous, but not suffi- 
ciently so to leave the impression that it 
was not susceptible of distinct and clear 
enunciation when there was occasion for 
it. It appeared to me that he was care- 
ful in selecting his purchases, but he did 
not higgle about the prices. The mer- 
chant with whom he dealt exhibited the 
most marked deference to him, and when 
his purchases closed, took him by the arm 
and conducted him to his carriage, which 
he slowly entered with his assistance and 
that of the driver. The carriage then 
drove in the direction of Monticello, and 
I gazed at it until out of sight, with 
mingled emotions of pleasure and regret 
—pleasure at being permitted to see a 
venerable statesman of such high distinc- 
tion, and regret at the fear that I should 
never see him again.—THOMPSON, RICH- 
ARD W., 1894, Recollections of Sixteen 
Presidents, from Washington to Lincoln, 
vol, I, p. 37. 


During his whole life he was fighting 
the battle of the masses, yet at no period 
did he ever associate with them save in 
his own county, and then only as a great 
planter, or county squire; nor is there 
discernible in anything he did or wrote, 
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the feeling of personal as opposed to the- 
oretical liking for mankind. Humane, 
sympathetic, broad-minded he always was 
in his views, and actions; but in relations 
to his fellow-kind he seems to have had a 
distinct repugnance to association with 
hoi pollot. On the contrary, the chief 
happiness of his life was found in his in- 
tercourse with his social equals; and when 
his adoption of the people’s cause had 
produced social ostracism by the society 
of Philadephia, so that old friends of his 
““crossed the street merely to avoid touch- 
ing their hats to him,’’ and in his own 
words, ‘‘many declined visiting me with 
whom I had been on terms of the greatest 
friendship and intimacy,’’ he ever after, 
when alluding to the period, used expres- 
sions implying that he had endured the 
keenest suffering. With scarcely an ex- 
ception, democracy the world over has 
fought its battles with self-made men as 
leaders; men near enough to the soil not 
to feel,or at least able to resist, the pres- 
sure of higher social forces: but Jefferson 
was otherwise, and the suffering this 
alienation and discrimination caused him 
is over and over again shown by his reit- 
erated expression of hatred of the very 
politics to which he gave the larger part 
of his life.—ForpD, PAUL LEICESTER, 1897, 
Lnbrary of the World’s Best Literature, ed. 
Warner, vol. XIV, p. 8233. 


The most striking characteristics of 
Jefferson were his egotism, his industry, 
and his comprehensive learning. He had 
an opinion on every subject for every 
comer. The only subjects on which he 
confessed himself deficient were geology 
and poetry. No problem was too abstruse 
for him to grasp. He seldom asked ad- 
vice or assistance from others. He was 

_an infallible oracle to half the population 
of the country and a dangerous demagogue 
to the other half, but he was universally 
recognized as a man of scientific as well 
as literary attainments. Thomas 
Jefferson is perhaps the most picturesque 
character in American history. He was 
longer in public life; he exercised a more 
potent and permanent influence upon his 
own and succeeding generations than any 
other man, not excepting Washington; 
but his character and motives have been 
and always will be subjects of controversy. 
There is no difference of opinion as to 
the honesty and patriotism of Washington, 


Franklin, Jackson, Lincoln, or Grant; 
while Jefferson is still extolled by some 
writers as the greatest and purest of 
statesmen and patriots, and by others de- 
nounced as a dangerous demagogue, un- 
sound in his principles, insincere in his 
utterances, and dishonest in his acts. At 
the same time no public man ever left so. 
much direct testimony in his own behalf. 
He was the most prolific of writers. 
There is scarcely a question in the entire 
range of human inquiry which he did not 
discuss; and his manuscripts were inten- 
tionally preserved and carefully arranged 
for the instruction of posterity. He fre- 
quently changed his policy and pro- 
gramme, and took different views of the 
same subjects on different occasions, per- 
haps on the ancient theory that ‘‘a wise 
man often changes his mind,—a fool 
never.’’—CurTIS, WILLIAM ELEROY, 1901, 
The True Thomas Jefferson, pp. 346, 384. 


STATESMAN 

Now look, my friend, where faint the moon- 
light falls 

On yonder dome, and, in tnose princely 
halls,— 

Tf thou canst hate, assure that soul must hate, 

Which loves the virtuous, and reveres the 
great,— 

If thou canst loathe and execrate with me 

The poisonous drug of French philosophy, 

That nauseous slaver of these frantic times, 

With which false liberty dilutes her crimes,— 

If thou hast got, within thy freeborn breast, 

One pulse that beats more proudly than the 
rest, 

With honest scorn for that inglorious soul, 

Which creeps and winds beneath a mob’s 
control, 

Waeeena the rabble’s smile, the rabble’s 
nod, 

And makes, like Egypt, every beast its god, 

There, in those walls—but, burning tongue, 
forbear! 

Rank must be reverenced, even the rank 
that’s there: 

So here I pause. 

—Moorn, THOMAS, 1804, To Thomas 

Hume from the City of Washington, Poems 

Relating to America. 


After Washington and Franklin, there is 
no person who fills so eminent a place 
among the great men of America, as Jef- 
ferson. Whether we regard his import- 
ant services in the revolutionary contest, 
or his subsequent assertion of the princi- 
ples upon which the separation was un- 
dertaken, —both while he filled a subordi- 
nate station in Washington’s presidency, 
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thwarted by his colleagues, as well as at 
variance with his chief, and while he ad- 
ministered himself the government of that 
free and prosperous country, —no reason- 
able doubt can be entertained, that to his 
enlightened views and to the firmness of 
his character, it is indebted for much of 
that freedom and prosperity. —_BROUGHAM, 
Henry Lorb, 1837, Professor Tucker's Life 
of Jefferson, Edinburgh Review, vol. 66, 
p. 156. 

The democratic party, not the turbulent 
and coarse democracy of antiquity or the 
middle ages, but the great modern democ- 
racy, never had a more faithful or more 
distinguished representative than Jeffer- 
son. Awarm friend of humanity, liberty, 
and science; trusting in their goodness as 
well as their rights; deeply touched by 
the injustice with which the mass of man- 
kind have been treated, and the sufferings 
they endure, and incessantly engaged, 
with an admirable disinterestedness, in 
remedying them or preventing their re- 
currence; accepting power as a dangerous 
necessity, almost as one evil opposed to 
another, exerting himself, not merely to 
restrain, but to lower it; distrusting all 
display, all personal splendor, as a ten- 
dency to usurpation; a temper open, kind, 
indulgent, though ready to take up preju- 
dices against, and feel irritated with the 
enemies of his party; a mind bold, active, 
ingenious, inquiring, with more penetra- 
tion than forecast, but with too much 
good sense to push things to the extreme, 
and capable of employing, against a pres- 
sing danger or evil, a prudence and firm- 
ness, which would perhaps have prevented 
it, had they been adopted earlier or more 
generally. — GuizoT, FRANGcoIs PIERRE 
GUILLAUME, 1840, An Essay on the Char- 
acter of Washington and his Influence on 
the Revolution. 

Surely, Jefferson may fairly claim the 
merit of being the father of the great sys- 
tem of repudiation! Was he sincere in 
these strange and startling paradoxes? 
It is difficult to answer, for he talked 
wildly on many subjects, and often shifted 
hisground. Still, there isa certain thread 
of consistency which runs through all his 
opinions, and would rather tend to show 
that he was in earnest. If so, his views 
much resembled the exaggerated notions 
of schoolboys—respectable, as the con- 
ceptions of young, ardent, inexperienced 


minds, dazzled by vague dreams of Jiberty 
and popular right—but wholly deficient in 
the elements which constitute the charac- 
ter of a statesman. And among the less 
worthy motives which seem to have influ- 
enced his conduct, it is impossible not to 
recognize a restless jealousy of those su- 
perior natures, with whom he was brought 
in contact, and whose gifts were so differ- 
ent from his own.—RIETHMULLER, CHRIS- 
TOPHER JAMES, 1864, Alexander Hamil- 
ton and his Contemporaries, p. 283. 


His career shows him to have possessed 
many diverse qualities. He was a philos- 
opher,and sometimesa visionary. Hewas 
also a politician and a political inventor 
of the most practical kind. Working in 
the dark, his hand was felt rather than 
seen. His lieutenants and agents bore 
the brunt of the contest, the chief, like a 
great commander, remaining in the rear— 
though not always out of the reach of a 
chance shot.—CHANNING, EDWARD, 1896, 
The United States of America, 1765-1865, 
p. 146. 

In later years, when the very form of a 
State constitution became a party ques- 
tion, the influence of Jefferson largely dom- 
inated American thought. He stood for 
the rights of man as these were expressed 
in the Declaration of Independence, or 
were read into it by party interpretation. 
During the eighteenth century his influ- 
ence fell far short of what it became after 
the party he was instrumental in organiz- 
ing obtained possession of the national 
government. During the half century 
following his death, when in one form or 
another slavery and State sovereignty 
were national issues, and the extension of 
the franchise and the change from prop- 
erty to persons as the basis of represen- 
tation were State issues, Jefferson was 
idealized as the political philosopher and 
reformer, and his ideas, as interpreted 
by a powerful party, were of paramount 
influence in many States. But his influ- 
ence was always strongest in the newer 
parts of the country.—THORPE. FRANCIS 
Newton, 1£98, A Constitutional History 
of ie American People, 1776-1850, vol. 1, 
p. 48. 

Though not a hero worshipper, I am too 
good a partisan to question my principal; 
and Jefferson has been not alone my file- 
leader, but a guiding star in my political 
firmament. I am used to measure all 
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systems, to try all causes, to determine all 
policies by the rules laid down in his phi- 
losophy. To me he stands out, after 
Washington and Franklin, the one clear 
figure in our early history, a perfect Doric 
column: wanting the brilliant levity of 
Hamilton; the sturdy, but narrow, spirit 
of Adams; sure-footed and far-seeing ; not 
merely a statesman of the first order, but 
a very principal in the domain of original 
thinking and moral forces. The minor 
circumstances of his private life may in- 
terest me, but could in no wise change my 
perspective, because I am fixed in the be- 
lief that he was an upright and disinter- 
ested man, who considered his duty to his 
country before all else. Such inconsist- 
encies as appear in his career are but 
proofs of this, since he never can wholly 
be true to his convicticns, or potent for 
good in affairs, who does not adapt him- 
self to the changing exigencies of the 
times, suiting his actions to his words, 
his words to his actions, according to the 
course of events.—WATTERSON, HENRY, 
1901, The True Thomas Jefferson by Wil- 
liam Eleroy Curtis, Note, p. 8 


DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE 
1776 
The merit of this paper is Mr. Jeffer- 
son’s. Some changes were made in it, 
on the suggestion of other members of 
the committee, and others by Congress 
while it was under discussion. But none 
of them altered the tone, the frame, the 
arrangement, or the general character of 
the instrument. As a composition, the 
declaration is Mr. Jefferson’s. It is the 
production of his mind, and the high honor 
of it belongs to him, clearly and abso- 
lutely. To say that he per- 
formed his great work well, would be 
doing him injustice. To say that he did 
excellently well, admirably well, would be 
inadequate and halting praise. Let us 
rather say, that he so discharged the duty 
assigned him, that all Americans may well 
rejoice that the work of drawing the title- 
deed of their liberties devolved on his 
hands. —WEBSTER, DANIEL, 1826, A Dis- 
course in Commemoration of the Lives and 
Services of John Adams and Thomas Jef- 
ferson, delivered in Faneuil Hall, Boston, 
Aug. 2, pp. 26, 27. 
This trust devolved on Jefferson, and 
with it rests on him the imperishable re- 
nown of having penned the Declaration of 


Independence. To have been the instru- 
ment of expressing, in one brief, decisive 
act, the concentrated will and resolution 
of a whole family of states, of unfolding, 
in one all-important manifesto, the causes, 
the motives, and the justification of this 
great movement in human affairs; to have 
been permitted to give the impress and 
peculiarity of his own mind to a charter 
of public right, destined—or, rather, let 
me say, already elevated—to an import- 
ance, in the estimation of men, equal to 
any thing human, ever borne on parch- 
ment, or expressed in the visible signs of 
thought,—this is the glory of Thomas 
Jefferson. — EVERETT, Epwarp, 1826, 
Eulogy on Adams and Jefferson, Aug. 1, 
Orations and Speeches. 


He owed this distinction to respect for 
the colony which he represented, to the 
consummate ability of the state papers 
which he had already written, and to that 
general favor which follows merit, mod- 
esty, and a sweet disposition; but the 
quality which specially fitted him for the 
task was the sympathetic character of his 
nature by which he was able with instinct- 
ive perception to read the soul of the 
nation, and having collected in himself its 
best thoughts and noblest feelings, to give 
them out in clear and bold words, mixed 
with so little of himself, that his country, 
as it went along with him, found nothing 
but what it recognised as itsown. No 
man of this century had more trust in the 
collective reason and conscience of his 
fellow men, or better knew how to take 
their counsel; and in return he came to 
be a ruler over the willing in the world of 
opinion. . This immortal state 
paper, which for its composer, was the 
aurora of enduring fame, was ‘‘the gen- 
uine effusion of the soul of the country at 
that time,’’ the revelation of its mind, 
when in its youth, its enthusiasm, its 
sublime confronting of danger, it rose to 
the highest creative powers of which man 
is capable.—BANCROFT, GEORGE, 1866, 
History of the United States. 


A document which is alone sufficient to 
perpetuate the name of Thomas Jefferson, 
and to cover it with glory in the estima- 
tion of his countrymen. It came from 
his mind, clear, shapely, complete as 
Minerva from the brain of Jupiter, and 
received no essential additions or impor- 
tant alterations from other hands, except 
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such slight verbal modification as added 
little or nothing to its essential symmetry, 
its force, or its perspicuity.—MACcKAyY, 
CHARLES, 1885, The Founders of the Amer- 
ican Republic, p. 238. 

One of the most famous documents in 
the muniment room of history, bespeaks 
the hand of the philosophic Jefferson. It 
opens with sweeping aphorisms about the 
natural rights of man at which political 
science now smiles, and which, as Ameri- 
can abolitionists did not fail to point out 
at a later day, might seem strange when 
framed for slave-holding communities by 
a publicist who himself held slaves.— 
SMITH, GOLDWIN, 1898, The United States, 
an Outline of Political History, 1492- 
1871, p. 87. 

The one American state paper that has 
reached to supreme distinction in the 
world, and that seems likely to last as 
long as American civilization lasts. . . 
American confidence in the supreme intel- 
lectual merit of this all-famous document 
received a serious wound, some forty 
years ago, from the hand of Rufus Choate, 
when, with a courage greater than would 
now be required for such an act, he char- 
acterized it asmade up of ‘glittering and 
sounding generalities of natural right.’’ 
What the great advocate then so unhesi- 
tantly suggested, many a _ thoughtful 
American since then has at least suspected, 
—that this famous proclamation, as a 
piece of political literature, cannot stand 
the test of modern analysis; that it be- 
longs to the immense class of over-praised 
productions; that it is, in fact, a stately 
patchwork of sweeping propositions of 
somewhat doubtful validity; that it has 
long imposed upon mankind by the well- 
known effectiveness of verbal glitter and 
sound; that, at the best, it is an example 
of florid political declamation belonging to 
the sophomoric period of our national life 
—a period which, as we flatter ourselves, 
we have now outgrown.—TYLEeR, MosrEs 
Coit, 1897, The Literary History of the 
American Revolution, 1763-1783, vol. 1, 
p. 498. 

GENERAL 

The Editor, though he cannot be insen- 
sible to the genius, the learning, the phil- 
osophic inspiration, the generous devo- 
tion to virtue, and the love of country, 
displayed in the writings now committed 
to the press, is restrained, not less by his 
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incompetency, than by his relation to the 
Author, from dwelling on themes which 
belong to an éloquence that can do justice 
to the names of illustrious benefactors to 
their country and to their fellow men.— 
RANDOLPH, THOMAS JEFFERSON, 1829, 
Memoir, Correspondence and Miscellanies 
from the Papers of Thomas Jefferson, vol. 
I, p. 8. 

Mr. Jefferson, too, is entitled to great 
Respect, though after the conduct of his 
last days, and the posthumous publication 
of his writings, delicacy towards him from 
New England is an exemplification of 
something more than Christian meekness 
and forbearance. —ADAMS, JOHN QUINCY, 
1830, Thomas Jefferson, Letter to North 
American Review, Old and New, vol. 7, 
p: 187. 

The inaugural address of Mr. Jefferson 
was as novel and extraordinary, as the 
simplicity of the scene which ushered it 
before the world. For condensation of 
ideas and Addisonian purity of language, 
it is allowed to be superior to any thing in 
the wide circle of political composition. 
In the short compass in which it is com- 
pressed, all the essential principles of 
free governments are stated, in detail, 
with the measures best calculated for 
their attainment and security, and an 
ample refutation of the adversary princi- 
ples. Every word is pregnant with sen- 
timent and reproof, and every sentence 
contains atext on which might be written 
volumes of political wisdom.—RAYNER, 
B. L., 1832, Sketches of the Life, Writings 
and Opinions of Thomas Jefferson, p. 404. 

In the talents, by which individuals are 
commonly supposed to acquire and extend 
their influence, he was almost wholly de- 
ficient: he had no military taste or skill; 
he never spoke in public, and had no pecu- 
liar power in writing. It is said by the 
author of the ‘‘Familiar Letters,’’ that he 
ruled the American people by ‘‘the magic 
of his pen.’’ This idea appears to be 
erroneous. Mr. Jefferson wrote through 
life very little. The little he wrote con- 
sisted mostly of private letters, which 
never went out to the people: in his few 
published writings, there is no extraordi- 
nary force or charm of style. As mere 
literary productions, they would have at- ~ 
tracted no attention; they produced effect 
not as writings, but as acts . 


There was no magic in his pen. The 
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witchcraft of which he acquired influence 
lay, like that of the Maréchale d’ Ancre, 
in his mental superiority. — EVERETT, 
ALEXANDER HILL, 1834, Origin and Char- 
acter of the Old Parties, North American 
Review, vol. 39, pp. 244, 245. 

As an author, he has left no memorial 
that is worthy of his genius; for the pub- 
lic papers drawn by him are admired 
rather for the patriotic spirit which dic- 
tated them than for the intellectual power 
they exhibit. They presented no occasion 
for novelty of thought, or argument, or 
diction. His purpose was only to make 
a judicious and felicitous use of that which 
every body knew and would assent to; and 
this object he has eminently fulfilled. His 
“‘Notes on Virginia,’? though stamped 
with his characteristic independence of 
mind, are rather remarkable for the ex- 
tent of his statistical knowledge, in a 
country and at a period when knowledge 
of that kind was so difficult of attainment ; 
and his ‘‘Manual’’ of parliamentary prac- 
tice required nothing more than care 
and discrimination. His diplomatic corre- 
spondence throughout shows that he pos- 
sessed logical powers of the highest order ; 
and his letters, especially those of his 
latter years, are written with great ele- 
gance and felicity. But it is on 
his merits as a lawgiver and political 
philosopher that his claims to greatness 
chiefly rest: it is for these that he is to 
be praised or condemned by posterity; for 
beyond all his contemporaries has he im- 
pressed his opinions of government on the 
minds of the great mass of his countrymen. 
—TUCKER, GEORGE, 1837, The Life of 
Thomas Jefferson, vol. 1, pp. 564, 567. 

Jefferson was the Danton of the West; 
but his forte lay not so much in oratory 

_as in political management. More per- 
haps than any other statesman of his age, 
he aspired to be an author, to which title 
the most vivacious pages of his ‘‘ Notes on 
Virginia,’’ conspicuously his graphic de- 
scription of the passage of the Potomac 
through the Blue Ridge, his ‘‘Autobiog- 
raphy’’ and ‘‘Correspondence,’’ give him 
a fair claim. His sketches of continental 
society, though pearing the mark of a 
somewhat superficial study of French 
models, and marred by eighteenth-century 
mannerism, are lively; and his occasional 
flights of | fancy, as in the ‘‘Dialogue 
between the Head and the Heart,”’ at 


least ingenious.—NICHOL, JOHN, 1880-85, 
American Literature, p. T7. 

Those venomous ‘‘Anas,’’ among the 

most unfortunate of all deeds of the pen. 

How differently could we think 
of him were it not for this bequest which, 
like the cloven foot, peeps out from be- 
neath his apparent guise of broad charity 
and kindliness.—Morsk, JOHN T., JR., 
1883, Thomas Jefferson (American States- 
men), p. 327. 

Jefferson was preéminently a writer. 
His speeches were not effective, nor was 
he strong in administration; but in the 
seclusion of his study or office, witha pen 
in his hand, his power and ability were 
unequaled. He was profoundly learned 
in the theory and practice of government ; 
his writings and career show him to have 
been one of the broadest and most con- 
sistent democrats of any age.—Haw- 
THORNE, JULIAN, AND LEMMON, LEONARD, 
1891, American Lxterature, p. 28. 

Much of Jefferson’s remarkable influ- 
ence was due to his attractive style asa 
writer. Phrases from his letters and 
public documents, sometimes fervent, 
sometimes humorous, circulated through 
the land like silver coin. He wrote and 
he talked with warm blood coursing 
through his veins; and though the shaft 
might rankle where it was driven, it struck 
the mark. Vigour, liveliness, and choice 
felicity of expression marked his style, 
which was nevertheless scholarly; and 
while so many of his age modelled their 
style upon Addison and the ‘‘Spectator,’’ 
sought out the sonorous and balanced 
their periods laboriously, admitting no 
word that might not be found in Johnson’s 
dictionary, he preferred rather the figur- 
ative, and aimed to make the English 
vocabulary more copious. His style, like 
that of every master, was an image of 
himself, and adaptive he meant it to be to 
the current American age and institutions. 
—ScHOULER, JAMES, 1898, Thomas Jef- 
ferson (Makers of America), p. 245. 

Jefferson was not a thorough American 
because of the strain of French philoso- 
phy that permeated and weakened all his 
thought. — WiLson, Wooprow, 1896, 
Mere Literature and Other Essays, p. 196. 

If Jefferson be judged by any single piece 
of work, except perhaps the ‘‘Declaration 
of Independence,’’ or by the general 
qualities of his style, he cannot in any 


»? 
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fairness be termed a great writer. His 
“‘Notes on Virginia,’’ his only book, may 
be justly said to be interesting and valua- 
ble, but cannot rank high as literature. 
His state papers, with the exception made 
above, and his official reports are excellent 
of their kind, but their kind is not suffi- 
ciently literary to warrant any one in 
holding them up as models. Even his 
countless letters, while fascinating to the 
student of his character, are rather bar- 
ren of charm when read without some 
ulterior purpose. In short, while Jeffer- 
son was plainly the most widely cultured 
of our early statesmen and was thus in a 
real sense a man of letters, he would be 
little read to-day if his fame depended 
either upon his authorship of a master- 
piece in the shape of a book or upon his 


been alive with emotion. ¢ 
man who drafted such a document knew 
the spirit of his own people and could ex- 
press it to their satisfaction; to deny him 
literary power of a high order would 
therefore be pedantic.—TRENT, W. P., 


possession of a powerful or charming 
style. We see at once that in at least 
two important respects Jefferson is infe- 
rior to Franklin as a writer. : 
But has not Jefferson given us a master- 
piece? In a book, no; in a state paper, 


yes. The ‘‘Declaration of Independence,’’ 
whatever may be the justice of the criti- 


cism directed against this and that clause 
or statement, is a true piece of literature, 
because ever since it was written it has 
The 


1898, American Prose, ed. Carpenter, pp. 
{hos Ch, hes 


John Adams 
1735-1826 

Born at Braintree (in present Quincy), Mass., Oct. 30, 1735: died at Quincy, Mass., 
July 4, 1826. The second President of the United States, 1797-1801. He was grad- 
uated at Harvard in 1755, studied law, took a leading part in opposing the Stamp Act, 
was counsel for the soldiers charged with murder in connection with the ‘‘Boston 
massacre’’ of 1770, and became a leader of the patriot party. In 1774 he was 
chosena member of the Revolutionary congress of Massachusetts. He was a delegate 
to the first and second Continental Congresses, proposed Washington as commander-in- 
chief, signed the Declaration of Independence, was appointed commissioner to France 
in 1777 (arriving at Paris in 1778), negotiated a treaty with the Netherlands in 1782, 
was one of the negotiators of the treaties with Great Britain, 1782-83, negotiated a 
treaty with Prussia, was appointed minister to London in 1785, and was recalled in 
1788. He was Federal Vice-President 1789-97, and was elected as Federal candidate 
for President in 1796. In 1800 he was the unsuccessful Federal candidate for Presi- 
dent, and retired to Quincy in 1801. ‘‘Life and Works,’’ edited by C. F. Adams 
(10 vols., 1850-56) ; life by J. Q. and C. F. Adams (1871), by J. T. Morse (1885).— 


SmitH, BENJAMIN E., ed., 1894-97, The Century Cyclopedia of Names, p. 18. 


PERSONAL 


This day, dearest of friends, completes 
thirteen years since we were solemnly 
united in wedlock. Three years of this 
time we have been cruelly separated. I 
have, patiently as I could, endured it, 
with the belief that you were serving your 
country and rendering your fellow-crea- 
tures essential benefits. May future gen- 
erations rise up and call you blessed, and 
the present behave worthy of the blessings 
you are laboring to secure to them, and I 
shall have less reason to regret the de- 
privation of my own particular felicity. 
Adieu, dearest of friends, adieu. —ADams, 
ABIGAIL, 1777, Letter to John Adams, Oct. 
25; Familiar Letters, ed. C. F. Adams, 
p. 322, 


It is confidently affirmed that Adams an 
aristocratic Lawyer in favor of British 
Dignities, manners and Government will 
be President.—AmeEs, NATHANIEL, 1796, 
Diary, Dee. 

Mr. Adams had a great mind, quick, 
comprehensive, analytical, not easily sat- 
isfied save with ultimate causes, tenacious_ 
also of its treasures. His memory did 
not fail until he was old. With the ex- 
ception of Dr. Franklin, I think of no 
American politician in the eighteenth cen- 
tury that was his intellectual superior. 
For though Hamilton and Jefferson, nay, 
Jay and Madison and Marshall surpassed 
him in some high qualities, yet no one of 
them seems to have been quite his equal 
on the whole. He was eminent in all the 
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three departments of the Intellect—the 
Understanding, the practical power; the 
Imagination, the poetic power, and the 
Reason, the philosophic power. . 

At the age of forty he was the ablest law- 
yer in New England, perhaps the ablest 
lawyer in America. He was the most 
learned in historic legal] lore, the most 
profound in the study of first principles. 
—PARKER, THEODORE, 1870, Historic 
Americans, pp. 200, 201. 


In figure John Adams was not tall, 
scarcely exceeding middle height, but of 
a stout, well-knit frame, denoting vigor 
and long life, yet as he grew old, inclin- 
ing more and more to corpulence. His 
head was large and round, with a wide 
forehead and expanded brows. His eye 
was mild and benignant, perhaps even 
humorous, when he was free from emo- 
tion, but when excited, it fully expressed 
the vehemence of the spirit that stirred 
within. His presence was grave and im- 
posing, on serious occasions, but not un- 
bending. He delighted in social conver- 
sation, in which he was sometimes tempted 
to what he called rodomontade. But he 
seldom fatigued those who heard him; for 
he mixed so much of natural vigor, of 
fancy, and of illustration with the stores 
of his acquired knowledge, as to keep 
alive their interest for a long time. His 
affections were warm, though not habit- 
ually demonstrated, towards his relatives. 
His anger, when thoroughly roused, was, 
for a time, extremely violent, but when it 
subsided, it left no trace of malevolence 
behind. Nobody could see him intimately 
without admiring the simplicity and truth 
which shone in his action, and standing in 
some awe at the reserved power of his 
will. It was in these moments that he 

_ impressed those around him with a sense 
of his greatness. Even the men employed 
on his farm were in the habit of citing in- 
stances, some of which have been remem- 
bered down to the present day. At times 
his vehemence would become so great as 
to make him overbearing and unjust. 
This was most apt to happen in cases of 
pretension or any kind of wrong-doing. 
Mr. Adams was very impatient of cant, of 
sciolism, or of opposition to any of his 
deeply-established convictions. Neither 
was his indignation at all graduated to 
the character of the individuals who might 
happen to excite it. It had little respect 


of persons, and would hold an illiterate 
man, or a raw boy, to as heavy a respon- 
sibility for uttering a crude heresy as the 
strongest thinker or the most profound 
scholar.—ADAMS, CHARLES FRANCIS, 1871, 
The Life of John Adams, Revised and Cor- 
rected, vol. i, p. 409. 


In this rapid survey of the men as- 
sembled at Philadelphia a hundred years 
ago to-day, I began with Thomas Jeffer- 
son, of Virginia, and I end with John 
Adams, of Massachusetts; and no one can 
hesitate to admit that, under God, they 
were the very alpha and omega of that 
day’s doings,—the pen and the tongue, — 
the masterly author, and the no less mas- 
terly advocate, of the Declaration.— WIN- 
THROP, RoBeRT C., 1876, Centennial Ora- 
tion, July 4. 


In nearly every respect John Adams was 
a typical New Englander of the times; at 
least it may be said that in no one individ- 
ual did the colonial character find a more 
respectable or a more comprehensible de- 
velopment than in him, so that to under- 
stand and appreciate him is to understand 
and appreciate the New England of his 
day; and to draw him is to draw the col- 
onists ia their best form.—MorskE, JOHN 
T., JR., 1884, John Adams (American 
Statesmen), p. 23. 


In integrity he was an ancient Roman. 
He had more force than play of character, 
and though his experience was wide, for 
he had been ambassador as well as states- 
man, more knowledge of books than of 
men. He was somewhat dogmatic, some- 
what pedantic, and from his childhood too 
self-conscious and too laboriously self- 
trained, as his methodical diary shows.— 
SmitH, GOLDWIN, 1898, The United States, 
an Outline of Political History, 1492- 
187], p. 151. 


John Adams was the father of the pub- 
lic school, the State University, the State 
College, and the normal school. He real- 
ized when he inserted the educational 
clauses in the constitution of Massachu- 
setts that he was departing from prece- 
dent and feared lest all would be struck 
out. Save in New England, the idea lay 
dormant until the national government 
began to make donations of public lands 
exclusively for school purposes. The 
State constitutions then introduced an 
administrative article on education. This 
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act of the general government strength- 
ened the national idea. In our day, the 
right to education, in popular estimation, 
ranks as a civil right.—THORPE, FRANCIS 
Newton, 1898, A Constitutional History 
of the American People, 1776-1850, vol. 1, 
es STATESMAN 

{am persuaded, however, that he means 
well for his country, is always an honest 
man, often a wise one, but sometimes, and 
in some things, absolutely out of his senses. 
—FRANKLIN, BENJAMIN, 1783, Letter to 
Congress. 

There never was, perhaps, a greater 
contrast between two characters than be- 
tween those of the present President and 
his predecessor; although it is the boast 
and prop of the present that he treads in 
the steps of his predecessor. The one, 
cool, considerate, and cautious; the other, 
headlong, and kindled into flame by every 
spark that lights on his passions: the one, 
ever scrutinizing into the public opinion, 
and ready to follow, where he could not 
lead it; the -other, insulting it by the 
most adverse sentiments and pursuits. 
Washington a hero in the field, yet ever 
weighing every danger in the Cabinet: 
Adams without a single pretension to the 
character of a soldier, a perfect Quixote 
as a statesman.—MADISON, JAMES, 1798, 
To Thomas Jefferson, Feb.; Letters and 
Other Writings, vol. I, p. 127. 

President Adams has written a very 
long letter to General Varnum on our 
national! affairs. He speaks with great 
approbation of the Administration, and 
goes the whole length with them in vindi- 
cation of our national rights. I assure 
you, that I read his letter with the great- 
est delight, and regretted that for a 
moment I had ever doubted his patriotism. 
The letter would do honour to any man 
living. He, Mr. Gray, and Mr. John 
Quincy Adams, have deserved highly of 
their country; and I venture to predict, 
that when party spirit has passed away, 
their memories will be revered by every 
honest and honourable American, with the 
greatest enthusiasm.—Story, JOSEPH, 
1809, Letter to Joseph White, Jr., Jan. 14; 
Life and Letters, ed. Story, vol. 1, p. 192. 

He was an eminently honest, brave, and 
humane man. Adams was an able 
and an honest man, and as he had been 
commissioner at Paris on the recall of 
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Silas Deane, he was not quite unaccustomed 
to European ways, but he appears to 
have been singularly wanting in the pecul- 
iar tact and delicacy required in a diplo- 
matist.—LmcKY, WILLIAM EDWARD HarT- 
POLE, 1882, A History of England in the 
Eighteenth Century, vol. 11, p. 400, vol. iv, 
p. 190. 


Adams had been sent as ambassador to 

England. The choice was a most happy 
one. Of all the men in the service of the 
republic, he alone was, by nature and if 
experience, fitted for the place. 
Diligent, cautious, painstaking, he was an 
excellent man of business and a careful 
observer of events. His mind was in no 
danger of being drawn aside to investigate 
the ascent of balloons, to examine the 
pretensions of Mesmer, or to write up 
pamphlets on emigration to America. 
He was constantly intent on matters of 
state, and was as familiar with public 
opinion in England touching American 
affairs as with public opinion in Holland. 
He had indeed given it as his belief, long 
before the appointment was made, that the 
post of Minister to England would be far 
from a pleasant one, and that whoever 
should occupy it would find himself ina 
thicket of briers from which he could 
barely expect to escape without tearing 
his flesh.—McMastrr, JOHN BAcu, 1883, 
A History of the People of the United States 
from the Revolution to the Civil War, vol. 
I, pi 233. 

John Adams possessed two faculties in a 
degree which distinguished him among his 
countrymen, and made him pre-eminently 
serviceable ina period of revolution, —the 
historic imagination which develops na- 
tionality from its germ, and clear intui- 
tions of organic constitutional law. In 
these faculties he has never been sur- 
passed by any American statesman, nor 
equalled save by him whose name needs no 
mention in this presence. . Ifwe 
now look at some of those moral charac- 
teristics which marked him as a statesman, 
we shall find certain race traits which he 
seems to have inherited immediately from 
his British ancestry, rather than by trans- 
mission through his colonial progenitors. 
He possessed the pluck, courage and 
bull-dog tenacity which we call English, 
and which all through their history has 
stood them in such stead in desperate civil 
and military encounters, often changing 
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lost fields to fields of victory, and, on the 
other hand, there was no trace in his com- 
position of the craft, cunning, or selfishness 
which narrow circumstances and a hun- 
dred years of contest with a treacherous 
and skulking foe are supposed, justly or 
unjustly, to have engrafted on the New 
England character of his day.—CHAMBER- 
LAIN, MELLEN, 1884, John Adams, the 
Statesman of the American Revolution, 
pp. 4, 5. 

All admit his abilities, his honesty, and 
his patriotism; but it is only Massachu- 
setts that ranks him among the demi-gods. 
As a young man he was among the great- 
est, if he were not the very greatest of 
his country. As aman of middle age he 
did not attain the high standard which his 
youth led his contemporaries to predict. 
He was a respectable, a useful, a zealous 
public servant, and an average diploma- 
tist, with small opportunities of distinction, 
which he made the most of. In later life, 
and when he had attained the highest sum- 
mit of his ambition, and wielded, as far as 
a President could wield, the destinies of his 
country, he offended the party by whose 
suffrages he was elected, and never con- 
ciliated in any appreciable degree the 
party that had opposed him. The adopted 
of Federalism, he threw back the cause of 
the Federalists for sixty years. ‘‘Whom 
the gods love, die young,’’ said the an- 
cients. Perhaps, and most probably, if 
John Adams had died immediately after 
the Declaration of Independence, his name, 
next to that of Washington, might have 
stood highest and brightest in the long 
muster-roll of American worthies.— 
MacKAY, CHARLES, 1885, The Founders 
of the American Republic, p. 206. 

The credit of having originated the 
measures which led to building up the 
' United States Navy—in the face of for- 
midable opposition—can not properly be 
withheldfrom Adams. . . . Of Adams 
it may be most truthfully said that not 
one amung the most illustrious statesmen 
of this country was more devoted to the 
Cause of the American Colonies, or dis- 
played more zeal or ability in their de- 
fense. In all the varied scenes through 
which he passed, his patriotism never fal- 
tered and was never called in question.— 
THOMPSON, RICHARD W., 1894, Recollec- 
tions of Sixteen Presidents from Washing- 
ton to Lincoln, vol. 1, pp. 27, 34. 


GENERAL 


The various political works of the elder 
President Adams, published during his 
lifetime, have been long out of print, and 
are, for the most part, to be found only in 
libraries formed in the last generation. 
They exercised a very powerful influence 
over public opinion at the time when they 
appeared. No thorough knowledge of 
our constitutional history can be acquired 
without a careful perusal of them.— 
EVERETT, EDWARD, 1850, The Works of 
John Adams, North American Review, vol. 
71, p. 408. 

There are few eminent persons who 
have drawn so lifelike a portrait of them- 
selves as he has done. Had he 
never emerged from the obscurity of his 
first estate, and lived and died an un- 
known man, his Diary, unearthed a cen- 
tury after it was written, would have been 
a most interesting and valuable contribu- 
tion to psychology as well as to history.— 
QuINcy, EDMUND, 1871, Adams’s Life of 
John Adams, North American Review, vol. 
118, p. 188. 

Mr. Adams lived in an age of action, 
and had little time for rhetorical arts. 
But few of his speeches have been pre- 
served. His letters form the most valua- 
ble part of his published works, and are 
among the best in our literature. Those 
addressed to his wife, in particular, are 
delightfully frank, tender, and manly.— 
UNDERWOOD, FRANCIS H., 1872, A Hand- 
Book of English Literature, American 
Authors, p. 11. 

The character of Mr. Adams is clearly 
visible in his own papers. Ardent, vehe- 
ment in support of what he believed to be 
right, easily roused to anger by opposi- 
tion, but sincere, placable, and generous, 
when made conscious of having commit- 
ted the slightest wrong, there is no indi- 
vidual of his time about whom there are 
so few concealments of either faults or 
virtues. —ADAMS, CHARLES FRANCIS, 1875, 
ed., Familiar Letters of John Adams and 
Mis Wife Abigail Adams During the Rev- 
olution. p. XXViii. 

As a writer of English, John Adams in 
many respects surpassed all his American 
contemporaries; his style was crisp, pun- 
gent, and vivacious.—WILSON, JAMES 
GRANT, ed., 1886-94, The Presidents of 
the United States, p. 59. 

Like his son, John Quincy, he was an 
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inveterate diarist, from 1755 to 1785, 
and his records of some important trans- 
actions are not only valuable as history 
but picturesque in language. . . . 
Adams could turna phrase neatly enough, 
and there was matter as well as manner in 
his phrases. Adams must write, 
put he had no literary end in view, and 
spent as much honest care upon a home 
letter as upon a state document or a 
newspaper article to stir the patriots. — 
RICHARDSON, CHARLES F., 1887, American 
Literature, 1607-1885, vol. 1, pp. 204, 
205, 206. 

The Puritan temperament was strongly 
emphasized in this son of Massachusetts, 
but its fearless and indomitable energy 
was in him addressed to politics instead of 
to religion. He could not be at ease 
either in the pulpit or at the bar; but the 
obvious dangers threatening his country 
drew him to its defence as inevitably as 
the magnet attracts iron. TEASE 
writer, he was copious, careful and 
weighty. His diary, kept from 1755 to 
1785, contains the record of many impor- 
tant events; graphically described; and 


his private letters show a largeness of 
view and a force of expression that recall 
the style of the historian. He was a con- 
tributor to the newspapers of the time, 
and was the author of several essays or 
pamphlets on matters of public moment. 
—HAWTHORNE, JULIAN, AND LEMMON, 
LEONARD, 1891, American ILnterature, 
pp. 29, 30 

Known in literature chiefly from the 
charming correspondence that passed be- 
tween him and his wife during the most 
stirring period of our history. These let- 
ters, which have been given to the world 
by Charles Francis Adams, are singularly 
frank and tender. Besides revealing two 
rare personalities, and an almost ideal 
domestic life, they possess a literary merit 
of very high rank. Adams, aside from 
the inevitable public documents and mes- 
sages incident to his position, produced 
several powerful pamphlets of contempo- 
rary interest, and kept a journal which is 
now of great value to the student of our 
early national life. —PATTEE, FRED LEWIS, 
1896, A History of American Literature, 
Daccom. 


Lindley Murray 
1745-1826 
Born, at Swatara, Pennsylvania, 22 April 1745. To school at Philadelphia, 1751. 


Soon afterwards removed with his parents to North Carolina. 


To New York, 1753. 


Assisted his father (a merchant) in business from 1759; but, owing to literary tastes, 


ran away to a school at Burlington, New Jersey. 
Called to Bar, 1765. Married Hannah Dobson, 


under a tutor, and studied law. 


Brought back to New York; placed 


22 June 1767. Practised as lawyer in New York. In England, 1770-71. To Eng- 
land again, owing to failing health, 1784; settled at Holdgate, near York. Devoted 
remainder of life to literary and scientific pursuits. Died, at Holdgate, 16 Jan. 
1826. Works: ‘‘The Power of Religion on the Mind’’ (anon.), 1787 (6th edn. same 
year); ‘Some Account of the Life . . . of Sarah Grubb’’ (anon.), 1792; ‘‘Eng- 
lish Grammar,’’ 1795 (abridged edn., by author, 1797); ‘‘English Exercises,’’ 1797; 
“‘Key’’ to preceding, 1797; ‘‘English Reader,’’ 1799; ‘‘Sequel to the English Reader,’. 
1800; ‘‘Introduction to the English Reader,’’? 1801; ‘‘Lecteur Frangais,’’ 1802; 
“First Book for Children,’’ 1804; ‘‘English Spelling Book,’’ 1804; ‘‘Introduction au 
Lecteur Frangais,’’ 1807; ‘‘Biographical Sketch of Henry Tuke,’? 1815; ‘‘Com- 
peadium of Religious Truth and Practice,’’ 1815; ‘‘The Duty and Benefit of a Daily 
Perusal of the Holy Scriptures in Families,’’? 1817. Posthumous: ‘‘Memoirs,’’ ed. 
by E. Frank, 1826. He edited: ‘‘Selection from Bishop Home’s Commentary on the 
Psalms,’’ 1812; ‘‘Extracts from the Writings of divers eminent Authors 5 
representing the evils - of Stage Plays,’’ 1799.—SHarp, R. FARQUHARSON 
1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 209. : 


PERSONAL by the weakness of his voice. Heseldom 


In general discourse he did not talk 
much, nor long together, except on busi- 
ness or occasions which rendered it nec- 
essary; indeed, he was usually prevented 


said more than the subject required; nor, 
apparently, more than he intended. He 
never seemed to talk for the sake of self 
display, or self gratification. To please 


LINDLEY MURRAY 55 


or edify those with whom he conversed, or 
to obtain from them such useful informa- 
tion as they were capable of affording, 
were his favourite objects. His 
external manners were truly pleasing. 
He was affable and courteous in his ad- 
dress; mild, yet dignified in his demean- 
our. Hisunaffected civility and kindness 
readily won their way to the heart.— 
FRANK, ELIZABETH, 1826, Memoirs of the 
Life and Writings of Lindley Murray, 
Continuation, pp. 217, 228. 


Murray was tall, slender, and of a ruddy 
complexion. Inspite of bad health he was 
always cheerful, and his manner was con- 
spicuously modest.—SmiTH, Miss C. FELL, 
1894, Dictionary of National Biography, 
vol. XXXIX, p. 398. 


ENGLISH GRAMMAR 
1795 


This work is not without merit in the 
details and examples of English construc- 
tion. But its fault even at that part is 
that he confounds the genius of the Eng- 
lish language, making it periphrastic and 
literal, instead of elliptical and idiomatic. 
According to Mr. Murray, hardly any of 
our best writers ever wrote a word of 
English.—Hazuitt, WILLIAM, 1825, The 
Spirit of the Age, p. 76, note. 


In a short time after the appearance of 
the work a second edition was called for. 
This unexpected demand, induced me_ to 
revise and enlarge the book. It soon ob- 
tained anextensive circulation. And the 
repeated editions through which it passed 
in a few years encouraged me, at length, 
to improve and extend it still further; 
and, in particular, to support, by some 
critical discussions the principles upon 
which many of its positions are founded. 
; But my views in writing and pub- 
lishing were not of a pecuniary nature. 
My great objects were, as I before ob- 
served, to be instrumental in doing a little 
good to others, to youth in particular ; and 
to give my mind a rational and salutary 
employment. It was, I believe, my early 
determination that if any profits should 
arise from my literary labours I would ap- 
ply them, not to my own private use, but 
to charitable purposes, and for the bene- 
fit of others. My income was sufficient 
to support the expenses of my family and 
to allow of a little to spare; and I had 
not any children to provide for. There 


was, consequently, no inducement to war- 
rant me in deviating from the determina- 
tion I had made: and as I have hitherto 
adhered, I trust I shall continue faithfully 
to adhere, to my original views and inten- 
tions.—MurrAyY, LINDLEY, 1826, Memoirs, 
ed. Frank, Letter v. 

One of the most profitable school books 
ever issued from the press—for many 
years the annual sale of the ‘‘Abridge- 
ment’’ in England alone was from 48,000 
to 50,000 copies. —CuRWEN, HENRY, 1878, 
A History of Booksellers, p. 92. 

He has been styled the father of Eng- 
lish grammar, and his work, although not 
free from error and soon superseded, un- 
doubtedly helped more efficiently than 
any contemporary manual to teach the 
Englishmen of his day to speak and write 
their language correctly. He introduced 
system into the study of grammar where 
chaos had existed before, but it is notice- 
able that his own style of writing fre- 
quently illustrates the defects which he 
warns his readers to avoid. There may 
have been some truth in the jest of his 
friend John Dalton, the chemist, ‘‘that of 
all the contrivances invented by human 
ingenuity for puzzling the brains of the 
young, Lindley Murray’s grammar was 
the worst.’’—Smitu, Miss C. FELL, 1894, 
Dictionary of National Biography, vol. 
XXXIX, p. 398. 

GENERAL 

The reader who takes up the autobiog- 
raphy of Lindley Murray with no other 
previous preparation than his early school- 
boy recollections of the grammar, will 
have a sensation as agreeable as unex- 
pected. It is like meeting the schoolmas- 
ter after we have grown up, and finding 
hima pleasant courteous gentleman in- 
stead of the monster we had so often 
vowed to thrash on arriving at the vigor 
of manhood prerequisite for the achieve- 
ment.—DUYCKINCK, EVERT A. AND GEORGE 
L., 1855-65-75, Cyclopedia of American 
Literature, ed. Simons, vol. 1, p. 269. 

No work which treats of American lit- 
erature should fail to notice him whose 
works on English philology have been the 
standard educational books on both sides 
of the Atlantic for half a century. . . . 
Few authors have so wide-spread a fame 
as Lindley Murray, and few have had so 
many readers. His first publication was 
‘‘the Power of Religion on the Mind,’’— 
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a treatise of great excellence, which was 
very favourably received, and passed 
through numerous editions. His next 
work was his ‘‘English Grammar,’’ which 
was soon followed by his ‘‘English 


Reader ;”’ and it is doubtless the fact that 
no other school-books have ever enjoyed 
so wide a circulation. — CLEVELAND, 
CHARLES D., 1859, A Compendium of 
American Literature, pp. 84, 85. 


William Blake 
1757-1827 


Born, in London, 28 Nov. 1757. To drawing school, 1767. Began to write verse, 
1768. Apprenticed to J. Basire, engraver to Soc. of Antiquaries, 1771-78. Student 
in Royal Academy, 1778. Engraved for magazines and books. Married Catharine 
Sophia Boucher, 18 Aug. 1782. Opened printseller’s shop in Broad Street, 1784. 
Exhibited at R. A. same year. Shop given up, 1787. At Felpham, 1800-04. Re- 
turned to London. Exhibited for last time at R. A. 1808. Died, 12 Aug. 1827. 
Buried at Bunhill Fields, Finsbury. Works: [all engraved and coloured by hand un- 
less otherwise stated]; ‘‘Poetical Sketches’’ (printed), 1783; ‘‘Songs of Innocence’’ 
(with assistance of his wife), 1789; ‘‘Book of Thel,’’ 1789; ‘‘Marriage of Heaven 
and Hell,’’? 1790; ‘‘French Revolution’”’ (printed), 1791; ‘‘Prospectus,’’ 1793; ‘Gates 
of Paradise,’’ 1793; ‘‘ Visions of the Daughters of Albion,’’ 1793; ‘‘America,’’ 1793; 
“‘Hurope,’’ 1794; ‘‘The Book of Urizen,’’ 1794; ‘‘Songs of Experience,’’ 1794; 
“The Song of Los,’’ 1795; ‘‘The Book of Ahania,’’ 1795; ‘‘Jerusalem,’’ 1804; ‘‘Mil- 
ton,’? 1804; ‘‘Descriptive Catalogue’’ (printed), 1809. Collected Works: Poems, 
edited by R. H. Shepherd, 1868; by W. M. Rossetti (Aldine Series), 1874; Works, in 


facsimile of original editions, 1876. 


Life: by Gilchrist, 2nd ed. 1880.—Suarp, R. 


FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 27. 


~ PERSONAL 

Blake is a real name, I assure you, and 
a most extraordinary man, if he be still 
living. He is the Robert Blake, whose 
wild designs accompany a splendid folio 
edition of the ‘‘Night Thoughts,’’ which 
you may have seen. He paints 
in water colours marvellous strange pic- 
tures, visions of his brain, which he asserts 
that he hasseen. They have great merit. 
He has seen the old Welsh bards on Snow- 
don—he has seen the Beautifullest, the 
strongest, and the Ugliest Man, left alone 
from the Massacre of the Britons by the 
Romans, and has painted them from mem- 
ory (I have seen his paintings), and asserts 
them to be as good as the figures of Ra- 
phael and Angelo, but not better, as they 
have precisely the same retro-visions and 
prophetic visions with themself (himself). 
The painters in oil (which he will have it 
that neither of them practised) he affirms 
to have been the ruin of art, and affirms 
that all the while he was engaged in his 
Water paintings, Titian was disturbing 
him, Titian the Ill Genius of Oil Painting. 
His Pictures—one in particular, the Can- 
terbury Pilgrims (far above Stothard’s)— 
have great merit, but hard, dry, yet with 
grace. He has written a Catalogue of 
them with a most spirited criticism on 


Chaucer, but mystical and full of Vision. 
: The man is flown, whither I know 
not—to Hades or a Mad House. But I 
must look on him as one of the most ex- 
traordinary persons of the age.—LAmp, 
CHARLES, 1824, Letter to Barton, May 
15; Letters, ed. Ainger, vol. 1, pp. 104,105. 

Blake is an engraver by trade, a painter 
and poet also, whose works have been sub- 
jects of derision to men in general, but 
he has a few admirers, and some of emi- 
nence have eulogized his designs. Hehas 
lived in obscurity and poverty, to which 
the constant hallucinations in which he 
lives have doomed him. I do not mean to 
give you a detailed account of him; a 
few words will serve to inform you of 
what class he is. He is not so mucha 
disciple of Jacob Boehme and Swedenborg 
as a fellow-visionary. He lives as they 
did, in a world of his own, enjoying con- 
stant intercourse with the world of spirits. 
He receives visits from Shakespeare, Mil- 
ton, Dante, Voltaire, &c., and has given 
me repeatedly their very words in their 
conversations. His paintings are copies 
of what he sees in his visions. His books 
(and his MSS. are immense in quantity) 
are dictations from the spirits. A man 
so favoured, of course, has sources of 
wisdom and truth peculiar to himself. I 
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will not pretend to give you an account 
of his religious and philosophical opinions ; 
they area strange compound of Christian- 
ity, Spinozism, and Platonism.—Rosin- 
SON, HENRY CRABB, 1826, Letter to Miss 
Wordsworth, Feb. ; Reminiscences, ed. Sad- 
ler, vol. 11, p. 88. 

She [Mrs. Blake] would get up in the 
night, when he was under his very fierce 
inspirations, which were as if they would 
tear him asunder, while he was yielding 
himself to the Muse, or whatever else it 
could be called, sketching and writing. 
And so terrible a task did this seem to be, 
that she had to sit motionless and silent, 
only to stay him mentally, without moving 
hand or foot: this for hours, and night 
after night.—Smiru, JoHN THomas, 1845, 
A Book fora Rainy Day, p. 14. 

Blake, once known, could never be for- 
gotten. His knowledge was various and 
extensive, and his conversation so nervous 
and brilliant, that, if recorded at the time, 
it would now have thrown much light upon 
his character, and in no way lessened him 
in the estimation of those who knew him 
only by his works. In him you saw at 
once the Maker, the Inventor; one of the 
few in any age: a fitting companion for 
Dante. He was energy itself, and shed 
around him a kindling influence; an at- 
mosphere of life, full of the ideal. To 
walk with him in the country was to per- 
ceive the soul of beauty through the forms 
of matter; and the high gloomy buildings 
between which, from his study window, a 
glimpse was caught of the Thames and 
the Surrey shore, assumed a kind of 
grandeur from the man dwelling near 
them. Those may laugh at this who never 
knew suchan one as Blake; but of him it 
is the simple truth. He was aman with- 
out a mask; his aim single, his path 
straightforwards, and his wants few ; so he 
wasfree, noble, and happy. His voice and 
manner were quiet, yet all awake with in- 
tellect. Above the tricks of littleness, 
or the least taint of affectation, with a 
natural dignity which few would have 
dared to affront, he was gentle and affec- 
tionate, loving to be with little children, 
and to talk about them.—PALMER, SAM- 
UEL, 1855, Letier to Alexander Gilchrist, 
Aug. 23; Life of Blake, vol. 1, p. 302. 

Mr. Butts was no believer in Blake’s 
‘“‘madness.’’ Strangers to the man, and 
they alone, believedin that. Yet he could 
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give piquant accounts for his protégé’s ex- 
travagances. One story in particular he 
was fond of telling, which has been since 
pretty extensively retailed about town. 
At the end of the little garden in Hercules 
Buildings there was a summer-house. 
Mr. Butts calling one day found Mr. and 
Mrs. Blake sitting in this summer-house, 
freed from ‘‘those troublesome disguises’’ 
which have prevailed since the Fall. 
“Come in!” cried Blake; “‘it’s only Adam 
and Eve, you know!” Husband and wife 
had been reciting passages from ‘‘Para- 
dise Lost,’’ in character, and the garden 
of Hercules Buildings had to represent 
the Garden of Eden: a little to the scan- 
dal of wondering neighbours, on more than 
one occasion. However, they knew sufh- 
cient of the single-minded artist not 
wholly to misconstrue such phenomena. — 
GILCHRIST, ALEXANDER, 1863, Life of 
William Blake, vol. 1, p. 115. 

He came to the desert of London town, 

Grey miles long; 

He wandered up and he wandered down, 

Singing a quiet song, 

He came to the desert of London town, 

Mirk miles broad; 

He wandered up and he wandered down, 

Ever alone with God. 

There were thousands and thousands of 
human kind 

In this desert of brick and stone: 

But some were deaf and some were blind, 

And he was there alone. 

At length the good hour came; he died, 

As he had lived, alone: 

He was not missed from the desert wide, 

Perhaps he was found at the Throne. 
—THOMSON, JAMES (‘‘B. V.’’), 1864, The 
Poems of William Blake, Biographical and 
Critical Studies, p. 268. 

I was much with him from 1810 to 
1816, when I came abroad, and have re- 
mained in Italy ever since. I might have 
learned much from him. I was then a 
student of the Royal Academy, in the an- 
tique school, where I gained a medal, and 
thought more of form than anything else. 
I was by nature a lover of colour, and my 
beau ideal was the union of Phidias and 
Titian. Blake was the determined enemy 
of colourists, and his drawing was not 
very academical. His high qualities | did 


‘not prize at that time; besides, I thought 


him mad. I do not think so now. I 
never suspected him of imposture. His 
manner was too honest for that. He was 
very kind to me, though very positive in 
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his opinion, with which I never agreed. 
His excellent old wife was a sincere be- 
liever in all hisvisions. She told me seri- 
ously one day, ‘‘ I have very little of Mr. 
Blake’s company; he is always in Para- 
dise.”’ She prepared his colours, and was 
as good as aservant. He had no other. 
—Kuirxup, Skymour, 1870, Letter to Lord 
Houghton, March 25; The Life of Lord 
Houghton, ed. Reid, vol. u, p. 222. 


This is the place. Even here the dauntless 
soul, 
The unflinching hand, wrought on; till in 
that nook, 


As on that very bed, his life partook 
New birth, and passed. Yon river’s dusky 
shoal, 
Whereto the close-built coiling lanes unroll, 
Faced his work-window, whence his eyes 
would stare, 
Thought-wandering, unto nought that met 
them there, 
But to the unfettered irreversible goal. 
This cupboard, Holy of Holies, held the 
cloud 
Of his soul writ and limned ; this other one, 
His true wife’s charge, full oft to their abode 
Yielded for daily bread the martyr’s stone, 
Ere yet their food might be that Bread 
alone, 


The words now home-speech of the mouth 
of God. 


—ROSSETTI, DANTE GABRIEL, 1881, Five 
English Poets, Ballads and Sonnets. 


Now, this much is certain: that plain, 
commonplace, sober men, well acquainted 
with Blake in ordinary intercourse, saw 
in him one of themselves; that clever, 
shrewd, intelligent men thought him odd, 
but quite rational; and that men of high 
powers in art and literature, scholars, 
and sages of various schools, unanimously 
pronounced him sane. The evidence of 
his contemporaries is great in amount, 
and unvarying in substance. No one 
knew Blake, and thought him mad.— 
JOHNSON, LIONEL, 1893, The Academy, 
vol. 44, p. 168. 

ART 

My friend Mr. D’Israeli possesses the 
largest collection of any individual of the 
very extraordinary drawings of Mr. Blake; 
and he loves his classical friends to dis- 
port with them, beneath the lighted 
Argand lamp of his drawing room, while 
soft music is heard upon the several cor- 
ridors and recesses of his enchanted 
staircase. Meanwhile the visitor turns 
over the contents of the Blakéan porte- 
feuille. Angels, Devils, Giants, Dwarfs, 


Saints, Sinners, Senators, and Chimney 
Sweeps, cut equally conspicuous figures: 
and the Concettos at times border upon the 
burlesque, or the pathetic, or the mys- 
terious. Inconceivably blest is the art- 
ist, in his visions of intellectual bliss. A 
sort of golden halo envelopes every object 
impressed upon the retina of his imagina- 
tion; and (as I learn) he is at times shak- 
ing hands with Homer, or playing the 
pastoral pipe with Virgil. Meanwhile, 
shadowy beings of an unearthly form hang 
over his couch, and disclose to him scenes 
. . . such asno other Mortal hath yet 
conceived! Mr. Blake is himself no ordi- 
nary poet.—DIBDIN, THOMAS FROGNALL, 
1824, The Library Companion, p. 734, 
note. 

These, of any series of designs which 
art has produced, are the most purely 
elevated in their relation and sentiment. 
It would be long to discriminate the posi- 
tion they hold in this respect, and at the 
same time the disregard in which they 
may be held by some who judge of them 
in a material relation; while the great 
beauty which they possess will at once be 
apparent to others who can appreciate 
their style in its immaterial connexion. 
But the sum of the whole in my mind is 
this: that these designs reach the intel- 
lectual or infinite in an abstract signifi- 
cance, more entirely unmixed with infe- 
rior elements and local conventions than 
any others; that they are the result of 
high intelligence of thought, and of a 
progress of art through many styles and 
stages of different times, produced 
through a bright generalizing and tran- 
scendental mind.—Scott, Davip, 1844, 
Blair’s Grave, MS. note. 

The most original, and, in truth, the only 
new and original version of the Scripture 
idea of angels which I have met with, is 
that of William Blake, a poet-painter, 
somewhat mad, as we are told, if indeed 
his madness were not rather ‘‘the tele- 
scope of truth,’’ a sort of poetical clair- 
voyance, bringing the unearthly nearer to 
him than to others.—JAMESON, Mrs. 
ANNA, 1848, Sacred and Legendary Art, 
vol. I, p. 85. 

Blake, no doubt, imported into the 
Bible a crowd of fantastic ideas that 
sprang from his own fertile, impetuous 
brain. He went to it for a revelation of 
facts, and seized chiefly upon those which 
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other men were trying their best to be rid 
of. He was orientalized both by the 
Bible and by his passion for large, swell- 
ing conceptions of life, death and immor- 
tality. By degrees he peopled his mind 
with a strange crowd of figures, many 
with biblical outlines, many also, jostling 
these,—variations upon a few simple 
themes. The elemental facts of life, as 
has already been said, were those which 
were most luminous to him and for which 
he found visible shapes, which were re- 
peated constantly in his designs.—Scup- 
DER, HorAcE E., 1880, William Blake, 
Painter and Poet, Scribner’s Monthly, vol. 
20, p. 234. 

If Blake was not agreat master, he had 
in him certain elements that go to the 
making ofone. Often these were beyond 
hisowncontrol. One does not need to be 
a painter or a poet to see, in his extraor- 
dinary work, that he frequently was the 
servant rather than the master; that he 
was swept away, like his own Elijah, by 
the horses and chariot of fire, and that 
when, like Paul, he reached the third 
heaven—whether he was in the body or 
out of it, he could not tell. This was not 
so at all times. The conception and ex- 
ecution of his ‘‘Job’’ are massive, power- 
ful, sublime, maintained throughout the 
series. ‘‘The Marriage of Heaven and 
Hell’? is a wonderful, a fearlessly imagi- 
native, production. But muchof his labor 
with pen or pencil does not show that 
union of genius with method which de- 
clares the master. He does not always 
sit above the thunder; he is enrapt, 
whirled, trembling in the electric vortex 
of acloud.—STEDMAN, EDMUND CLARENCE, 
1881, The Critic, vol. 1, p. 3. 

Blake. as an artist, is a more important 

-figure than Blake the poet; and naturally 
so, for the smallest good poem involves a 
consecutivenessand complexity of thought 
which are required in paintings only of a 
character which Blake rarely attempted. 
Yet, even as a painter his reputation has 
until lately been much exaggerated. That 
exhibition of his collected drawings and 
paintings was a great blow to the fame 
which had grown up from a haphazard ac- 
quaintance by his admirers with a few 
sketches or an illustrated poem. Here and 
there there was a gleam of such pure and 
simple genius as is often revealed in the 
speech of a finely-natured child amid its 


ordinary chatter; here and there the ex- 
pression of a tender or distempered dream 
which was not like anything else in the 
spectator’s experience; now and then an 
outline that hada look of Michael Angelo, 
with sometimes hints which might have 
formed the themes of great works, and 
which justified the saying of Fuseli that 
“Blake is damned gvod to steal from;’’ 
but the effect of the whole collection was 
dejecting and unimpressive, and did little 
towards confirming its creator’s opinion 
that Titian, Reynolds, and Gainsborough 
were bad artists, and Blake, Barry, and 
Fuseli good ones.—PATMORE, COVENTRY, 
1889-98, Principle in Art, p. 9T. 


In art his aim was not merely to excite 
and satisfy the esthetic sense; it was to 
move and instruct—to elevate the soul 
above its mundane surroundings—to create 
a desire for that life of the imagination 
in which alone ‘‘all things exist.’’ If 
that end were accomplished, all was ac- 
complished. His faculty of in- 
vention was supreme. . It re- 
mains for ever true that as regards what 
is commonly known as creative works, in 
that, namely, wherein the imagination 
reigns supreme, there have been few to 
egual and none to excel Blake among our 
English artists. Story, ALFRED T., 1893, 
William Blake, His Life, Character and 
Genius, pp. 155, 156. 

POETRY 

Good William Blake, the hosier’s son, 
the prophet of Carnaby Market, Golden 
Square, a most poetic dreamer, an enthu- 
siast of more than Swedenborgian calibre, 
and a poet of no meanorder; for he an- 
ticipated Wordsworth, rivalled our old 
dramatists in sustained majesty and dig- 
nity, and at times vied with Shelley in 
nervous fire. —THORNBURY, WALTER, 1861, 
British Artists from Hogarth to Turner, 
vol. I, p. 27. 


Having spoken so far of Blake’s influ- 
ence as a painter, I should be glad if I 
could point out that the simplicity and 
purity of his style as a lyrical poet had 
also exercised some sway. But, indeed, 
he is so far removed from ordinary ap- 
prehensions in most of his poems, or 
more or less in all, and they have been so 
little spread abroad, that it would be im- 
possible to attribute to them any decided 
place among the impulses which have 
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directed the extraordinary mass of poetry 
displaying power of one or another kind, 
which has been brought before us from 
his day to our own. Perhaps some infu- 
sion of his modest and genuine beauties 
might add a charm even to the most 
gifted works of our present rather redun- 
dant time.—ROSSETTI, DANTE GABRIEL, 
1863, The Life of William Blake by Alex- 
ander Gilchrist, Supplementary Chapter, 
vol. I, p. 381. 


From his childhood, Poetry walked hand 
in hand with Painting, and beguiled his 
loneliness with wild, sweet harmonies. 
Bred up amid the stately, measured, melo- 
dious platitudes of the eighteenth century, 
that Golden Age of commonplace, he 
struck down through them all with simple, 
untaught, unconscious directness, and 
smote the spring of ever-living waters. 
Such wood-notes wild as trill in Shak- 
speare’s verse sprang from the stricken 
chords beneath his hand. The little sing- 
ing-birds that seem almost to have leaped 
unbidden into life among the gross crea- 
tions of those old Afreets who 

«‘Stood around the throne of Shakspeare, 

Sturdy, but unclean,” 

carolled their clear, pure lays to him, and 
left a quivering echo. Fine, fleeting fan- 
tasies we have, a tender, heartfelt, heart- 
reaching pathos, laughter that might at 
any moment tremble into tears, eternal 
truths, draped in the garb of quaint and 
simple story, solemn fervors, subtile sym- 
pathies, and the winsomeness of little 
children at their play,—sometimes glow- 
ing with the deepest color, often just 
tinged to the pale and changing hues of 
a dream, but touched with such coy grace, 
modulated to such free, wild rhythm, suf- 
fused with such a delicate, evanishing 
loveliness, that they seem scarcely to be 
the songs of our tangible earth, but 
snatches from fairy-land. Often rude in 
form, often defective in rhyme, and not 
unfrequently with even graver faults than 
these, their ruggedness cannot hide the 
gleam of the sacred fire.—DopcE, MARY 
ABIGAIL (GAIL HamILton), 1864, Pictor 
Ignotus, The Atlantic Monthly, vol. 13, 
p. 436. 


Confidence in future friends, and con- 
tempt of present foes, may have induced 
him to leave his highest achievements im- 
palpable and obscure. Their scope is as 
wide and as high as heaven, but not as 


clear; clouds involve and rains inundate ) 
the fitful and stormy space of air through 
which he spreads and plies an indefatiga- 
ble wing. There can be few books in the 
world like these; I can remember one | 
poet only whose work seems to me the 
same or similar in kind; a poet as vast in | 
aim, as daring in detail, as unlike others, — 
as coherent to himself, as strange with- | 
out and as sane within. The points of 
contact and sides of likeness between 
William Blake and Walt Whitman are so 
many and so grave, as to afford some 
ground of reason to those who preach the 
transition of souls or transfusion of spir- 
its'eece No man so poor and so ob- 
scure as Blake appeared in the eyes of 
his generation ever did more good works 
in a more noble and simple spirit. It 
seems that in each of these men at their 
birth pity and passion, and relief and re- 
dress of wrong, became incarnate and in- 
nate. That may well be said of the one 
which was said of the other: that ‘‘he 
looks like aman.’’ And in externals and 
details the work of these two constantly 
and. inevitably coheres and coincides.— 
SWINBURNE, ALGERNON CHARLES, 1866-68, 
William Blake, A Critical Essay, pp. 
800, 301. 

‘‘All deities reside in the human 
breast.’ This should be taken as the 
keystone of Blake’s splendid arch. It is 
necessary again and again to recur to this, 
for there are some writings of his, espe- 
cially the later, where he seems to have 
fallen into the hands of the. Nemesis that 
pursues mysticism, and surrendered him- 
self to the dangerous idea that his 
thoughts were personal spirits. As 
Cicero feared that the populace might, in 
course of time, believe that the statues 
of the godsare the gods themselves, there 
is always a peril besetting the imagina- 
tion when introduced into religious spec- 
ulations that it will confuse the planes of 
substance and form; of which Sweden- 
borg is the saddest example, and Blake 
came too near being another.—Conway, 
MoncurE D., 1868, The Fortnightly Re- 
view, vol. 9, p. 218. 


We are far from intending to disparage 
the real merits of these verses. Imita- 
tive to the verge of plagiarism as they 
are, they are often so skilfully composed, 
and relieved by such graceful touches of 
fancy and sweet snatches of melody, as to 
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confer genuine pleasure in defiance of 
critical analysis. Here Blake’s artistic 
power makes itself felt, nor need we 
grudge him the praise that belongs to it 
because his panegyrists perversely claim 
for him honours to which he is not enti- 
tled. It was most creditable to his taste 
that he rejected the inferior models of 
contemporary poetry in favour of the 
great masters, but from the pother that 
Mr. Gilchrist and Mr. Swinburne make 
about it, one would suppose that he was 
the only one of his generation who mani- 
fested such sympathy. In fact, his was 
an age of poetic revival, and he did but 
worship at shrines newly set up by others. 
—HEWLETT, Henry G., 1876, Imperfect 
Genius: William Blake, Contemporary 
Review, vol. 28, p. 765. 


It is to these essays of his youth and 
early manhood that we must look for the 
true sources of his fame. The ‘‘Poetical 
Sketches,’’ begun when the author was 
only twelve years of age, und finished 
when he was no more than twenty, must 
assuredly be reckoned among the most 
extraordinary examples of youthful pro- 
duction; and it is profoundly characteris- 
tic of the man and his particular cast of 
mind that many of these boyish poems are 
among the best that Blake at any time 
produced. For his was a nature that 
owed little to development or experience. 
The perfect innocence of his spirit, as it 
kept him safe from the taint of the world, 
also rendered him incapable of receiving 
that enlargement of sympathy and deepen- 
ing of emotion which others differently 
constituted may gain from contact with 
actual life. His imagination was not of 
the kind that could deal with the complex 
problems of human passion; he retained 
to the end of his days the happy ignorance 
as well as the freshness of childhood: and 
it is therefore perhaps less wonderful in 
his case than it would be in the case of a 
poet of richer and more varied humanity 
that he should be able to display at once 
and inearly youth the full measure of his 
powers. But this acknowledgment of 
the inherent limitation of Blake’s poetic 
gift leads us by a natural process to a 
clearer recognition of its great qualities. 
His detachment from the ordinary cur- 
rents of practical thought left to his mind 
an unspoiled and delightful simplicity 
which has perhaps never been matched in 


English poetry.—Carr, J. Comyns, 1880, 
The English Poets, ed. Ward, vol. 11, p. 598. 

We do not believe that the merely in- 
telligent beholder, capable of admiring 
beauty and loving poetry, but without any 
settled creed in art or foregone conclu- 
sion, would ever of his own accord find in 
Blake the wonderful genius and grandeur 
with which it is now usual to credit him. 
Here and there he produces something by 
a sort of accidental inspiration, as in the 
beautiful creation, full of heavenly joy 
and beauty, of the ‘‘Morning stars singing 
together,’’ by which the most insensible 
must be moved. But it is unfortunate 
that his exponents should strain their de- 
mands so far as to require us to applaud 
in an equal degree all those weird outlines 
flung about the windy skies, all the 
crouching horrors and staring wild appa- 
ritions which mope and gibber in so many 
of his extraordinary pages.—OLIPHANT, 
MARGARET O. W., 1882, The Literary 
History of England, XVIIIth-XIXth Cen- 
tury, vol. I. p. 240. 

From this lack of early discipline to 

some extent may be ascribed the prema- 
ture development of his marvellous imagi- 
native faculty—his somewhat powerful 
self-assertive spirit—and his early dalli- 
ance with the muses; for he was scarcely 
out of the years of infancy before he be- 
gan to write verse, and one of the very 
loveliest lyrics in the English tongue was 
produced by Blake before he was fourteen 
years old. It is merely entitled ‘‘A 
Song,’’ and runs thus— 
“How sweet I roamed from field to field.” . . . 
Talk of inspiration !—if the boy who pro- 
duced that was not inspired, then who in 
any age ever was? For airiness, bright- 
ness, and suggestiveness, we have only a 
very few such lyrics; but it is remarkable 
that one of those few was also produced by 
another ‘‘marvellous boy’’ at about the 
same age that the hosier’s son was when 
he produced this. The poem referred to 
is entitled ‘‘To Helen,’’ and its writer 
was Edgar Allan Poe.— SKIPSEY, JOSEPH, 
1885, William Blake (Canterbury Poets), 
Introductory Sketch, pp. 10, 11. 

Blake’s poetry, with the exception of 
four or five lovely lyrics and here and 
there in the other pieces astartling gleam 
of unquestionable genius, is mere drivel. 
A sensible person can easily distinguish 
between that which he cannot understand 
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and that in which there is nothing to be 
understood. —PATMORE, COVENTRY, 1889- 
98, Principle in Art, p. 92. 

If we wish to understand Blake as a 
poet, we must discard his Ossianic and 
prophetic aberrations, and read him as we 
would any other poet, not when he is at 
his worst, but when he is at his best, in 
his ‘‘Songs of Innocence,’’ and ‘‘Songs of 
Experience,’’ which was published five 
years later. Here we find a poet who 
differed from all his contemporaries, who 
had no predecessor, and has had no suc- 
cessor, but who was altogether unique, 
original and individual, primitive and ele- 
mental. The qualities which distinguish 
his verse at this time were simplicity and 
sincerity, sweetness and grace, an un- 
tutored, natural note which reminds one 
of. the singing of a child who croons to 
himself in his happy moments, not know- 
ing how happy he is, wise beyond his 
years, superior to time or fate. They 
seem never to have been written, but to 
have written themselves, they are so 
frank and joyous, so inevitable and final. 
—STODDARD, RICHARD HENRY, 1892, Un- 
der the Evening Lamp, p. 174. 

Happily were they called ‘‘Songs of In- 
nocence!’’ If birds and babes and little 
children were able to put the delights of 
their hearts into words and utter speech, 
it would, one imagines, take the form of 
Blake’s songs; and if the young poet, 
unable to comprehend and translate their 
inarticulate lispings for himself, will but 
go to this man with the visionary eye, he 
will find in him their truest interpreter. 
Probably no true lover of poetry ever 
failed to be deeply impressed by the strik- 
ing beauty of these poems. Their charm 
is in their childlike simplicity. Coming 
upon them for the first time is like chanc- 
ing upon a scene of rural beauty, wherein 
children roam at play and call angels their 
parents.—Story, ALFRED T., 1898, Wil- 
liam Blake, His Life, Character and 
Genius, p. 85. 

The poems of Blake appear the simplest 
in the world; they treat of the most ordi- 
nary subjects ; but suddenly a deeper note, 
an allusion to hidden sufferings and 
wounds, reveals to us that we are not in 
the presence of a shepherd who pipes, but 
of a prophet who knows. The effect is 
grand and strange. Placed on the limit 
of two centuries, and on the boundary 


line of two periods, Blake is the first in 
date (but the least in genius) of that group 
of mysterious and symbol-loving poets, 
amongst whom are to be ranked Shelley, 
Rossetti, and Browning.—JUSSERAND, J. 
J., 1894, Piers Plowman, A Contribution 
to the History of English Mysticism, p. 218. 

Indeed it must be owned that a singer 
of so faulty an ear, and a writer of so 
shaky a grammar as Blake, was hardly 
well equipped for a pioneer of literary re- 
form. Even now a considerable amount 
of the little that Blake has left must be 
rejected by the impartial critic as neither 
poetry nor sense; but the high poetical 
quality, the exquisite charm and freshness 
of the residue, is not to be denied. The 
affinity of his highest work with that of 
Wordsworth’s best is as striking as the 
resemblance of the two poets at their re- 
spective flattest is amusing. He anticipated 
the creator of Betty Foy, not in his noble 
simplicities alone, but in his irritating 
puerilities also. If he led the way for 
Wordsworth up the steep of Parnassus, 
he as certainly preceded him down the 
slope on the other side into the valley of 
Bathos. Blake’s lack of humour seems 
to have been as complete as Wordsworth’s, 
and in the elder poet there are lines of 
sudden descent into prose which startle us 
almost like a prophetic parody of the 
younger.—TRAILL, HENRY Durr, 1896, 
Social England, vol. v, p. 445. 

Blake, in spite of the extravagant claims 

made for him by his admirers, must be 
held to have been primarily an artist. If 
he had not been an artist his poems could 
hardly have survived at all. 
Blake’s poetry is, from beginning to end, 
childish; it has the fresh simplicity, but 
also the vapid deficiencies of its quality— 
the metre halts and is imperfect; the 
rhymes are forced and inaccurate, and 
often impress one with the sense that the 
exigencies of assonance are so far masters 
of the sense, that the word that ends a 
stanza is obviously not the word really 
wanted or intended by the author, but 
only approximately thrown out at it.— 
BENSON, ARTHUR CHRISTOPHER, 1896, 
Essays, pp. 150, 151. 

The little poems in the ‘‘Songs of Inno- 
cence,’’ on infancy and first motherhood, 
and on subjects like the ‘‘Lamb,’’ are 
without rival in our language for simplic- 
ity, tenderness, and joy. The ‘‘Songs of 
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Experience’”’ give the reverse side of the 
“Songs of Innocence,’’ and they see the 
evil of the world as a child with a man’s 
heart would see it—with exaggerated hor- 
ror. This small but predictive work of 
Blake, coming where it did, between 1777 
and 1794, going back to Elizabethan 
lyrics and forward to those of Words- 
worth, is very remarkable.—Brookg, 
StoprorD A., 1896, English Literature, 
De aoe 

The present writer deliberately ranks 
him as the greatest and most delectable 
poet of the eighteenth century proper in 
England, reserving Burns as_ specially 
Scotch. —SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1896, A 
History of Nineteenth Century Literature, 
p. 13. 

This philosophy kept him more simply 
a poet than any poet of his time, for it 
made him content to express every beau- 
tiful feeling that came into his head with- 
out troubling about its utility or chaining 
it to any utility. When one 
reads Blake, it is as though the spray of 
an inexhaustible fountain of beauty was 
blown into our faces, and not merely when 
one reads ‘‘The Songs of Innocence,” or 
the lyrics he wished to call ‘‘The Ideas of 
Good and Kvil ;’’ but when one reads those 
“‘Prophetic Works’’ in which he spoke 
confusedly and obscurely because he spoke 
of things for whose speaking he could find 
no models in the world about him. He 
was a symbolist who had to invent his sym- 
bols; and his counties of England, with 
their correspondence to tribes of Israel, 
and his mountains and rivers, with their 
correspondence to parts of a man’s body, 
are arbitrary as some of the symbolism in 
the ‘‘Axél’’ of the symbolist Villiers 
de l’Isle Adam is arbitrary, while they have 
an incongruity that ‘‘Axel’’ has not. He 
was a man crying out for a mythology, 
and trying to make one because he could 
not find one to his hand.—YEATS, WIL- 
LIAM ButTLeR, 1897, Academy Portraits, 
The Academy, vol. 51, p. 634. 

He was the first poet of child life, and 
his work is fresh and strong with the 
angel music of babyhood. He never at- 
tempted complex problems, but forever 
gave himself to reflecting with grace 
and simplicity the effects of beauty which 
impress the untutored child.—GrorcE, 
ANDREW J., 1898, From Chaucer to Ar- 
nold, Types of Literary Art, p. 644. 


GENERAL 


His Design can ill be translated into 
words, and very inadequately by any en- 
graver’s copy. Of his Poems, tinged 
with the very same ineffable qualities, ob- 
structed by the same technical flaws and 
impediments—a semi-utterance as it were, 
snatched from the depths of the vague 
and unspeakable—of these remarkable 
Poems, never once yet fairly placed be- 
fore the reading public, specimens shall 
by-and-bye speak more intelligibly for 
themselves. Both form part ina Life and 
Character as new, romantic, pious—in the 
deepest natural sense—as they : romantic, 
though incident be slight; animated by 
the same unbroken simplicity, the same 
high unity of sentiment. — GILCHRIST, 
ALEXANDER, 1863, Life of William Blake, 
vol. I, p. 4. 

During the last six years Blake has 
been a ‘‘fancy’’ with many people who 
had before hardly known his name; but 
the peculiar characteristics of his genius 
are such as to make him ‘‘caviare to the 
general.’’ With two classes, however, 
he is likely to hold a high place perma- 
nently: with thé mystics, as the most 
spiritual, intense, and imaginative of Eng- 
lish mystics; and with artists, and true 
lovers of art, as painter and poet, with a 
genius of a curiously individual stamp, 
and as pure and lofty as it was original. 
Among modern artists, Blake forms a 
class by himself. With great inequalities, 
alike in conception and execution, his 
work is instinct with a spirit which dis- 
tinguishes it from that of any of his pred- 
ecessors or contemporaries. ‘‘ William 
Blake, his mark,’’ ineffaceably stamps 
every production of his pencil or his pen. 
In his highest reach of imagination he has 
never been surpassed; in the perfection 
of his technical execution at its best he 
is one of the great masters.—NoRTON, 
CHARLES EnioT, 1869, Blake’s Songs and 
Poetical Sketches, North American Review, 
vol. 108, p. 641. 

In Blake, more than most, the man is 
identified with the artist; the spell which 
the life holds over the sympathetic reader 
is renewed and confirmed by the poet- 
painter’s designs and verses. The draw- 
ing may be often faulty; the syntax im- 
perfect; yet there is a subtle simplicity, 
a tenderness springing equally from the 
heart and the imagination,—sometimes a 
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sublimity of idea, which give the best 
work of Blake’s youth a peculiar place of 
its own, high up amongst our ‘‘treasures 
for ever.’’ The soul of that child-like and 
celestial painter Fra Angelico, might have 
entered into Blake (who in 1789 can 
have known nothing of the monastic Ital- 
ian artist)—when writing this and the 
two following pieces for his ‘‘Songs of 
Innocence.’’—PALGRAVE, FRANCIS TUR- 
NER, 1889, The Treasury of Sacred Song, 
p. 303, note. 

Now that there isa movement in London 
to form a (William) Blake Society, on the 
lines of the Shelley and the Browning 
Societies, there will probably be some- 
thing of the sort here. There is nobody 
on the face of the earth who could better 
serve as the centre of a Boston craze than 
William Blake. He was great enough to 
be utterly misunderstood; he wrote a 
good deal that is so absolutely incompre- 
hensible to everybody that the wayfaring 
man, though a fool, cannot lack abundant 
excuse for all sorts of new and fantastic 
“‘interpretations’’ of it, while there is still 
enough that is beautiful and sublime, and 
at the same time intelligible, to hold the 
sensible, who are the saving salt of these 
societies. The fact that the Boston Art 
Museum has just accumulated the original 
Blake water-colors brought over here by 
Mr. Quaritch is an additional fact which 


may be counted upon as having some 
weight, and I live in hope that we may 
next winter have the amusement of a 
Blake Society, with all the exquisite fool- 
ing that this implies.—BATEs, ARLO, 
1890, Literary Topics in Boston, The Book 
Buyer, vol. 7, p. 199. 

Looking back through the years that 
have passed since his death, no more re- 
markable a figure in poetry or painting 
can be discerned.—— PARKES, KINETON, 
1892, ed., The Painter-Poets, p. 244, note. 

His work of all kinds is surprising in 
its inequality. In some fragments of his 
verse—for instance, like the lines to ‘‘The 
Evening Star’’—there are passages of 
such perfection as are not to be matched 
by any poet of the eighteenth century. 
On the other hand, much of it is unintel- 
ligible, some of it absolutely absurd. So, 
too, of his drawing; part is graceful, bril- 
liant and effective; part incoherent and 
violent, and even grotesque. His meth- 
ods, too, were equally various. Thus his 
“Songs of Experience’’ were executed in 
a most extraordinary manner, which he 
explained as the result of a direct reve- 
lation from his brother Robert, in a vision 
of the night. He used all kinds of pig- 
ments without oil, including metallic gold 
and silver, and with singular success.— 
HuGuHEs, R., 1896, Social England, ed. 
Trail, vol. v, p: 567. 


George Canning 
1770-1827 
George Canning, an English statesman, born in London, Apr. 11, 1770, educated at 


Oxford, and in 1793 returned tv Parliament as a supporter of Pitt, then premier. 


He 


was an under secretary of state in 1796. Pitt resigning in 1801, Canning joined the 


opposition against the ministry of Addington. 
the Duke of Portland, and Canning became secretary of foreign affairs. 


In 1807 a ministry was formed under 
In 1809 he 


fought a duel with his colleague, Lord Castlereagh, which led to his retirement from the 


ministry. 
most eloquent orators in the House. 


In 1812 he was returned to Parliament from !iverpool, and was one of the 
In 1822 he became secretary of foreign affairs 


in the ministry of Lord Liverpool, upon whose disablement, in Apr. 1827, he was 


made premier, forming a cabinet composed of both Tories and Whigs. 


Died Aug. 8, 


1827.—BARNARD AND GuYOT, eds., 1885, Johnson’s New General Cyclopedia, vol. 1, 


p. 168. 
PERSONAL 

His funeral took place at Westminster 
Abbey, where he was buried at the foot of 
Mr. Pitt’s tomb, on the 16th of August. 
It was attended by the members of the 
royal family, the cabinet ministers, the 
foreign ambassadors, and a number of po- 
litical and personal friends. The morning 


after his funeral the king conferred a 
peerage on his widow. Other no less 
gratifying marks of public estimation were 
showered upon his memory, abroad and at 
home—statues, medals, and monuments. 
But the most grateful of all was the pro- 
found and universal sorrow of the people. 
All jealousies and animosities were 
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extinguished in the common grief; and 
Faction, herself, wept upon his grave.— 
BELL, ROBERT, 1846, The Life of the Right 
Honorable George Canning, p. 363. 

Canning was one of whom it might be 
said, according to ordinary notions, that 
he ought to have been a nobleman. High- 
spirited, confident, gay, genial, chivalrous, 
and most accomplished—he had the attri- 
butes of nobility, as they are commonly 
conceived of ;anda nobleman he was—for 
he had genius. He held high rank in 
Nature’s peerage. But this was not dis- 
tinction enough in the eyes of some of his 
colleagues, and the majority of their party. 
His father had been poor, though of gentle- 
manly birth; and after his father’s death, 
his mother had become an actress. Not 
only was there an abiding sense of these 
facts in the minds of his colleagues, his 
party, and his opponents, but some spread 
a rumour, which met him from time to 
time in his life, that his birth was illegiti- 
mate. The same was said in the case of 
Mr. Huskisson; and in both cases it was 
false. —MARTINEAU, Harriet, 1849-58, 
A History of the Thirty Years’ Peace, 
A, D. 1816-1846, vol. 1, p. 435. 

At the early hour of his death, crowds 
(which subsequently amounted to between 
three and four thousand persons) had con- 
gregated outside the lodge at Chiswick. 
Sorrow, deepand universal, fell upon them 
when the fatal termination became known. 
On the day of the funeral, the whole way 
from Downing Street to the Abbey was 
lined with spectators, and the large space 
in front of the great western door was 
densely covered with people. The short 
duration of his illness had prevented men’s 
minds being prepared for the worst. He 
had just attained the highest object of a 
‘subject’s ambition, and great results were 
expected; but it pleased God to bring his 
days suddenly to an end. The hopes of 
millions were buried in his grave : many and 
bitter were the tears of those numerous 
friends and admirers who had come from 
all parts to witness the sadceremony. The 
funeral was a private one; there was no 
choral service; the solemn silence was 
more impressive than the organ’s peal.— 
STAPLETON, AUGUSTUS GRANVILLE, 1859, 
George Canning and His Times, p. 604. 

No imaginative artist, fresh from study- 
ing his career, would sit down to paint this 
minister with the broad and deep forehead 


—the stern compressed lip—the deep, 
thoughtful, concentrated air of Napoleon 
Bonaparte. As little would the idea of 
his eloquence or ambition call to our recol- 
lection the swart and iron features—the 
bold and haughty dignity of Strafford. We 
cannot fancy in his eye the volumed depth 
of Richelieu’s—the volcanic flash of 
Mirabeau’s—the offended majesty of Chat- 
ham’s. Sketching him from our fancy, it 
would be as a few still living remember 
him, with a visage rather marked by 
humour and intelligence than by medita- 
tion or sternness; with something of the 
petulant mingling in its expression with 
the proud; with much of the playful over- 
ruling the profound. Hisnature, in short, 
exhibited more of the genial fancy and 
the quick irritability of the poet and the 
speaker, than of the inflexible will of the 
dictator who puts his foot on a nation’s 
neck, or the fiery passions of the tribune 
who rouses a people against its oppressors. 
Still, Mr. Canning, such as he was, will 
remain one of the most brilliant and strik- 
ing personages in our historical annals. 
As a statesman, the latter passages of his 
life cannot be too deeply studied; as an 
orator, his speeches will aways be models 
of their kind; and as a man, there was 
something so graceful, so fascinating, so 
spirited in his bearing, that even when we 
condemn his faults, we cannot avoid feel- 
ing affection for his memory, and a sym- 
pathetic admiration for his genius.—BuL- 
WER, Siz Henry Lytton, 1867, Histor- 
tical Characters, vol. 1, p. 430. 

On the 8th of August he passed away, 
in the Fox chamber, in the fifty-seventh 
year of hisage,and only four months after 
attaining the pinnacle of his earthly great- 
ness. . . . His enemies had been chiefly in 
Parliament; outside it he was popular in 
his lifetime, and deplored after his decease. 
—EARLE, JOHN CHARLES, 1871, English 
Premiers from Sir Robert Walpole to Sir 
Robert Peel, vol. u, p. 188. 

There was a charm in his fine counte- 
nance enhancing that of his conversation, 
and felt by all who knew him. His voice 
well harmonised with these endowments— 
an influence itself always powerful, in 
private even more than in public life, sur- 
passing that of mere beauty, and often 
surviving when all beauty is gone. : 
The wit of Mr. Canning was of rarer and 
more refined workmanship, and drew larger 
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ornament from classical sources. The 
“‘Anti-Jacobin’’? shows Mr. Canning’s 
power inits youthful exuberance. When 
I knew him it had been sobered, perhaps 
saddened, by the political contrarieties and 
other incidents of more advanced life, but 
had lost none of its refinement of irony. 
Less obvious than the common wit of the 
world, it excited thought and refined it.— 
HOLLAND, Sir Henry, 1871, Recollections 
of Past Life, pp. 176, 272. 

The advantage of a fine presence and of a 
natural delivery are great in public speak- 
ing. They came to Canning unbidden, and 
were even observed in boyhood. Itis open 
to anyone to linger near that monument 
in Westminster Abbey, and trace the high 
forehead and erect figure which stands 
near the grave of England’s great Foreign 
Minister, and so convince themselves of 
the nobility which belonged naturally to 
his person.—THORNTON, Percy M., 1881, 
Foreign Secretaries of the XIX Century to 
1834, vol. 1, p. 226. 

Some of Mr. Canning’s ‘‘fads,’’ I well 

remember. For instance, he knew the 
French language well, but nothing could 
induce him to pronounce it properly; he 
pronounced all the words as if they were 
English. I know not what reason he gave 
for this, or whether he gave any: it was 
his way and he would not alterit. He had 
also some queer ideas about spelling: he 
was greatly averse to the letter f, and I 
have seen notes to my father in which the 
word fat was spelt phat, and other words in 
a similar manner. He asserted that this 
was the correct method of spelling. . 
I well remember how he was attired one 
evening in the summer time; nankeen 
tights, narrowed towards the ankle, and 
fastened there somehow; nankeen waist- 
coat, blue, perhaps about a shade darker 
than Oxford blue; tail coat; a broad 
pleated cambric frill all down the shirt- 
front; his watch in a ‘‘fob’’ or little 
pocket in the trousers, with his chain and 
seals dangling.—AGNEW, Mary CourRTE- 
NAY, 1896, Lions in the Twenties, Temple 
Bar, vol. 107, p. 112. 


STATESMAN 

The turning of coats so common is grown, 

That no one would think to attack it; 
But no case until now was so flagrantly 

known 

Of a school-boy turning his jacket. 
—FITZPaTRICK, RICHARD, 1798, On Can- 
ning’s Desertion of the Whigs. 


Canning is very irritable, surprisingly 
so for a wit who is always giving such hard 
knocks. He should have put on an ass’s 
skin before he went into Parliament.— 
COLERIDGE, SAMUEL TAYLOR, 18238, Table 
Talk, ed. Ashe, April 27, p. 26. 

What first and most struck me in the 
House of Commons, was the extreme 
rarity, not only of great and eloquent 
speakers, but even of moderately good 
ones, andthe number of those whose de- 
livery was not only bad, but execrable. 
Canning was the only one who could be 
said to speak with a polished eloquence; 
and he did not then speak often, and his 
speeches were at that time (1812-18) too 
much studied.—BRYDGES, SIR SAMUEL 
EGERTON, 1824, Recollections of Foreign 
Travel, July 23, vol. 1, p. 112. 

The witty, the accomplished, the am- 
bitious ;—he who had toiled thirty years, 
and involved himself in the most harassing 
discussions, to attain this dizzy height ; he 
who had held it for three months of in- 
trigue and obloquy—and now a heap of 
dust, and that is all. He was an early 
and familiar friend of mine, through my 
intimacy with George Ellis. No man pos- 
sessed a gayer and more playful wit in 
society; no one, since Pitt’s time, had 
more commanding sarcasm in debate; in 
the House of Commons he was the terror 
of that specie of orators called the Yelp- 
ers. His lash fetched away both skin and 
flesh, and would have penetrated the hide 
of arhinoceros. In his conduct asa states- 
man he had a great fault: he lent himself 
too willingly to intrigue. Thus he got 
into his quarrel with Lord Castlereagh, and 
lost credit with the country for want of 
openness. Thus, too, he got involved with 
the Queen’s party to such an extent, that 
it fettered him upon that miserable occa- 
sion, and obliged him to butter Sir Robert 
Wilson with dear friend, and gallant gen- 
eral, and so forth. The last composition 
with the Whigs was a sacrifice of principle 
on both sides. —Scott, Sir WALTER, 1827, 
Diary, Aug. 10; Life by Lockhart, ch. \xxiv. 

But his declamation, though often 
powerful, always beautifully ornate, never 
deficient in admirable diction, was cer- 
tainly not of the highest class. It 
wanted depth; it came, from the mouth, 
not from the heart; and it tickled or even 
filled the ear rather than penetrated the 
bosom of the listener. The orator never 
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seemed to forget himself, and to be ab- 
sorbed by his theme; he was not carried 
away by his passions, and he carried not 
his audience along with him. An actor 
stood before us—a first-rate one no doubt, 
but still an actor; and we never for- 
got that it was a representation we were 
witnessing, not a real scene. —BROUGHAM, 
HENRY Lorp, 1839-48, Historical Sketches 
of Statesmen who Flourished in the Time 
of George III., vol. 1, p. 358. 

He was a man of elegant gifts, of easy 
fluency, capable of embellishing anything; 
with a nice wit, gliding swiftly over the 
most delicate topics; passing from topic 
to topic like the raconteur of the dinner 
table, touching easily on them all, letting 
them all go as easily, confusing you as to 
whether he knows nothing or knows every- 
thing. The peculiar irritation which Mr. 
Canning excited through life was—at least 
in part—owing to the natural wrath with 
which you hear the changing talk of the 
practised talker running away about all 
the universe ; never saying anything which 
indicates real knowledge, never saying 
anything which at the very moment can be 
shown to be a blunder; ever on the sur- 
face,and ever ingratiating itself with the 
superficial. When Mr. Canning was alive, 
sound men of all political persuasions— 
the Duke of Wellington, Lord Grey—ever 
disliked him; you may hear old Liberals 
to this day declaring he was the greatest 
charlatan who ever lived,angry to imagine 
that his very ghost exists; and when you 
read his speeches yourself, you are at 
once conscious of a certain dexterous in- 
sincerity which seems to lurk in the very 
felicities of expression, and to be made 
finer with the very refinements of the 
phraseology.—BAGEHOT, WALTER, 1856, 
On the Character of Sir Robert Peel, Works, 
ed. Morgan, vol. 1, p. 37. 

At the risk of startling many of our 
readers, we avow our conviction that the 
Right Hon. George Canning has never been 
fairly judged or duly appreciated by his 
countrymen. In Europe and America, he 
symbolises a policy ; in England, he is little 
better thananame. ‘‘There died the last 
of the rhetoricians,’’ was the exclamation 
of a great northern critic and man of 
genius. Yet the brilliant effusions, the 
‘purple patches,’’ of this so-called rheto- 
rician were underlaid and elevated by 
more thought and argument than would 


suffice to set up a host of the ‘‘practical 
men,’’ who complacently repeat and dwell 
upon the sneer.—HAyYwarp, A., 1858, 
Canning’s Literary Remains, Edinburgh 
Review, vol. 108, p. 104. 

The graceful, finished, well-prepared 
speeches of Canning, sparkling with clas- 
sical quotation, happy illustration, and re- 
fined wit, were delightful to all who heard 
him. Sometimes, indeed, the purpurei 
panni did not well combine with the plain 
broadcloth of a business argument, but,on 
the whole, the effect was entrancing and 
attractive to all the young members, who 
cared rather to support a cause well de- 
fended than to examine the solidity of the 
defences themselves. Mr. Ward, himself 
an orator of no mean rank, said once to 
me, ‘‘I like what is polished and perfect— 
I admire Virgil, Racine, and Pitt.”’ To 
such men the eloquence of Canning was 
irresistible. —RUSSELL, JOHN EARL, 1874, 
Recollections and Suggestions, 1813-1873, 
p. 45. 

By dint of continual labor and unsparing 
self-correction, Canning gradually reached 
the perfection of his own style, the distin- 
guishing qualities of which were rapidity, 
polish, and ornament.—MATHEWS, WIL- 
LIAM, 1878, Oratory and Orators, p. 252. 

It may be well said with truth that when 
he was finally called to the helm, he owed 
that well-earned elevation to the united 
confidence of his sovereign and the people. 
Nor is it less true that his premature 
death a few months later was not only a 
cause of deep sorrow throughout his own 
country, but was felt as a loss by every 
nation capable of appreciating high quali- 
ties of mind, sound principles of conduct, 
and resolution to confront every kind of 
difficulty for the honour and welfare of 
his native land. —REDCLIFFE, STRATFORD 
DE, 1880, George Canning, The Nineteenth 
Century, vol. 7, p. 42. 

Of Canning as an orator conflicting 
accounts have been handed down to us; 
but they all agree in this, that in what may 
be called literary eloquence he has had few 
rivals. His manner, his aspect, his voice, 
his elocution, the selection of his words, 
the beauty of his imagery, and, when the 
subject called for it, the closeness and 
clearness of his reasoning, combined to 
make him the foremost man in the English 
parliament after the death of Fox. But 
he does not seem to have possessed in 


68 GEORGE CANNING 


an equal degree what Aristotle calls 
HO.Ky wots, that quality in virtue of which 
the orator impresses every one who hears 
him with an absolute conviction of his 
sincerity. Many who listened to Canning 
thought him only a consummate actor, 
nothing doubting his intellectual belief in 
the doctrines he was enforcing, but un- 
certain only whether his feelings were 
engaged to the extent which his language 
would imply. —KesBEL, T. E., 1886, Dic- 
tionary of National Biography, vol. Vit, 
430, 


Lord Russell said that of all the orators 
whom he had heard the most eloquent was 
Plunket, the most agreeable and captiva- 
ting was Canning, the most formidable as 
an opponent in debate was Peel. Oratory 
can never be really appreciated without 
the man, his voice and manner, the occa- 
sion and the audience There is not very 
much in Canning’s speeches of what would 
commonly be called eloquence. The well- 
known passage in the Liverpool speech 
comparing England’s power in peaceful 
repose to the man-of-war with its sails 
furled and its thunder sleeping, may be 
said almost to stand alone. There are 
sometimes epigrams, such as the warning 
to prosecute war with vigour lest a war 
too like peace might be followed by a peace 
too like war. There is humour occasion- 
ally, and there is sarcasm, which probably 
gained much by the delivery. But there 
is little thunder. Lucid, lively,and effect- 
ive reasoning is the principal character- 
istic.—Smita, GoLpwIn, 1897, Canning, 
The Cornhill Magazine, vol. 75, p. 172. 

GENERAL 

I can only say, that I have listened to him 
long, and often, with the greatest atten- 
tion; I have used every exertion in my 
power to take a fair measure of him, and 
it appears to me impossible to hear him 
upon any arduous topic without perceiv- 
ing that he is eminently deficient in those 
solid and serious qualities, upon which, and 
upon which alone, the confidence of a great 
country can properly repose. Hesweats, 
and labours, and works for sense, and Mr. 
Ellis seems always to think it is coming, 
but it does not come; the machine can’t 
draw up what is not to be found in the 
spring; Providence has made him a light, 
jesting paragraph-writing man, and that 
he will remain to his dying day. When 
he is jocular he is strong; when he is 


serious, he is like Sampson in a wig; any 
ordinary person is a match for him; a 
song, an ironical letter, a burlesque ode, 
an attack in the newspaper upon Nicoll’s 
eye, a smart speech of twenty minutes, 
full of gross misrepresentations and clever 
turns, excellent language, a spirited man- 
ner, lucky quotation, success in provoking 
dull men,some half information picked up 
in Pall Mall in the morning: these are 
your friend’s natural weapons; all these 
things he can do; here I allow him to be 
truly great; nay, I will be just, and go still 
farther—if he would confine himself to 
these things, and consider the facete and 
the playful to be the basis of his character, 
he would, for that species of man, be uni- 
versally regarded asa person of very good 
understanding; call him a legislator, a 
reasoner, and the conductor of the affairs 
of a great nation, and it seems to me as 
absurd as if a butterfly were to teach bees 
to make honey.—SmitH, SYDNEY, 1808, 
Peter Plymley’s Letters. 


Canning was at that time [1807] at the 
head of foreign affairs in England. His- 
tory will not form the same judgment of 
him as that formed by contemporaries. 
He had great talents, but was not a great 
statesman; he was one of those persons 
who distinguished themselves as the 
squires of political heroes. He was highly 
accomplished in the two classical lan- 
guages, but without being a learned 
scholar. He was especially conversant 
with Greek writers. He had likewise 
poetical talent, but only for satire... . 
He joined the Society of the Anti- 
Jacobins, which defended everything con- 
nected with existing institutions. This 
society published a journal, in which the 
most honoured names of foreign countries 
were attacked in the most scandalous 
manner. German literature was at that 
time little known in England, and it was 
associated there with the ideas of Jacobin- 
ism and revolution. Canning then pub- 
lished in the ‘‘Anti-Jacobin” the most 
shameful pasquinade which was ever writ- 
ten against Germany, under the title of 
“Matilda Pottingen.’’ Gottingen is de- 
scribed in it as the sink of all infamy; 
professors and students as a gang of mis- 
creants ; licentiousness, incest,and atheism 
as the character of the German people. 
Such was Canning’s beginning; he was 
at all events useful; a sort of political 
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Cossack.— NIEBUHR, BERTHOLD GEORG, 
1845, History of the Period of the Revolution. 
Canning’s fame is too great, and his 
historical position too important, to per- 
mit him to linger here, in the stiller regions 
of the literary world. The sudden smiling 
onslaught of the young statesman, fresh 
from the academical career which he had 
passed through so brilliantly, and still new 
to the larger sphere that had received him 
so early, is as interesting as it is daring 
and effective. We feel like spectators in 
a crowd when an unforeseen accident hap- 
pens, and the throng closes round to see 
what the wonderis. It is asif in an ordi- 
nary game some agile young prince should 
spring in and take the bat for an innings, 
and send the ball high over everybody’s 
head in along-celebrated hit, hereafter to 
be talked of among the traditions of the 
gods. Such was Canning’s appearance in 
our world of letters. It was the best of 
jokes, the most delightful, ready, and tell- 
ing stroke which a chance combatant ever 
made. Buthe had no time to linger upon 
it or repeat it, which was all the better for 
its fame.—OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. W., 
1882, The Literary History of England, 
XVITIth-XIXth Century, vol. u, p. 42. 
Canning’s literary tastes remained with 
him through life. When heand Pitt met 
they were soon buried in some classic. His 
correspondence with Sir Walter Scott 
turned mainly upon bookish topics; and he 
had literature as much as politics in his 
mind in promoting the foundation of the 
‘“‘Quarterly Review.’’ His political an- 
tagonism with Chateaubriand, for whom 
he responded at a dinner of the Literary 
Fund, was softened by common intellectual 
tastes, though, unlike Chateaubriand, he 
was a man of action first and a man of let- 
_ters second. Like one of the most illus- 
trious of his succesors in the Premiership, 
he lived in—probably he could not have 
lived out of—an atmosphere of contention, 
and the noisiest brawls with Brougham or 
Hobhouse were more to his mind than 
Fox’s book undera tree. Two articles in 
the ‘‘Quarterly Review’’—one on Gifford’s 


“‘Life of Pitt’’ and another in ridicule of 
Sir John Sinclair’s bullion pamphlets— 
form, so far as I know, together with his 
verses of occasion, the complete works of 
Canning. In contrast with his theory, and 
especially with his master-passion for 
Dryden, his style was a little over ornate 
—the purple patch and the tinsel are in 
excess. —HILL, FRANK H., 1887, George 
Canning (English Worthies), p. 222. 
Canning was a remarkable man, and had 
he not been a statesman would have dis- 
tinguished himself greatly in literature. 
But, as it was, the world rather under- 
estimated his talents on account of his 
versatility and lightness of hand in litera- 
ture. Somehow the idea of statesmanship 
is connected with that of seriousness, de- 
spite of Canning and Lord Palmerston.— 
Story, WILLIAM WETMORE, 1890, Con- 
versations in a Studio, vol. 1. p. 548. 


Had he not given himself to politics 
Canning could have won a high place in 
literature as a writer both of verse and 
prose. There is no doubta lack of good- 
humour in the ‘‘Anti-Jacobin’’ lampoons; 
the satire is as cold as it iskeen. Butthe 
writers are honest and thoroughly in earn- 
est. Canning’s victims were selected, not 
at the bidding of personal dislike or ca- 
price, but as representatives of opinions 
which he firmly believed to be subversive 
of healthy morality and the national wel- 
fare. Although his scorn of wild revolu- 
tionary theories certainly carried him too 
far, he showed sound sense as well as ro- 
bust, if somewhat narrow, patriotism in 
many of his antipathies. The ‘‘Anti- 
Jacobin’’ was not written by free-lances. 
Its contributors had a set of clearly-defined 
principles, and were consistent in their 
likings and their hatreds. Canning de- 
tested the atheism, the extreme republi- 
canism, the cosmopolitanism and ‘‘theo- 
philanthropy’’ which were then in the air, 
and assailed them with all his powers of 
sarcasm and invective. —WHYTE, WALTER, 
1895, The Poets and the Poetry of the Cen- 
tury, Humour, Society, Parody and Occa- 
sional Verse, ed. Miles, p. 54. 


William Mitford 
1744-1827 
William Mitford, born in London, Feb. 10, 1744, studied at the University of Oxford, 


but did not take his degree. 


In 1761 he succeeded to the family estate, and in 1769 


became captain in the South Hampshire Militia, in which corps Gibbon, with whom he 
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became intimate, was a major. 


His first work, “‘An Essay upon Harmony in Language, 
&e.,’’ was published in 1774; the first volume of his ‘‘History of Greece”? in 1784; 


the second in 1790, the third in 1796, the fourth in 1808, and the fifth in 1818. His 
‘<Qbservations on the History and Doctrine of Christianity’ appeared in 1823. Mitford 
died Feb. 8, 1827. A memoir, by Lord Redesdale, is prefixed to the edition of the 
“‘History of Greece,’’ published in 1829.—TOWNSEND, GEorRGE H., 1870, The Every- 
Day Book of Modern Literature, vol. 1, p. 388. 


PERSONAL 


Mitford, the historian of Greece, pos- 
sessed, besides his learning, a wonderful 
variety of accomplishments. I always felt 
the highest respect for him. When, not 
long before his death, I used to meet him 
in the street, bent almost double, and 
carrying a long staff in his hand, he re- 
minded me of a venerable pilgrim just come 
from Jerusalem.—ROGERS, SAMUEL, 1855, 
Recollections of Table Talk, ed. Dyce, p.137. 

HISTORY OF GREECE 
1784-1818 

I am still devouring Mitford with un- 
abated pleasure, and, that it may last the 
longer, I often consult his authorities, and 
am led away from him, for hours together, 
by the narratives of Pausanias and the 
charming simplicity of Herodotus.—Rom- 
ILLY, SiR SAMUEL, 1796, Letter to M. 
Dumont, Aug. 26; Memoirs by himself, 
vol. U, p. 56. 


Looked into Mitford’s History of Greece. 
The Athenian Democracy imparts no sort 
of relish for that sort of government, and 
justifies Aristotle in saying, "H Ajpoxparin 
rehevtaia Tupayvus est—and of the worst sort 
we may add. The account of the expedi- 
tion and retreat of the Ten Thousand is 
above measure interesting. How much 
more than men do the Greeks appear com- 
pared with the effeminate and pusillani- 
mous Persians! One can hardly believe 
them of the same species. — GREEN, 
THoMAs, 1798, Diary of a Lover of Liter- 
ature, Oct. 30. 

Considered with respect, not only to 
the whole series of antient events which it 
comprises, but also to any very prominent 
portion to that series, Mr. Mitford’s his- 
tory is the best that has appeared since the 
days of Xenophon. By calling it the best, 
we mean that itis the strongest in that qual- 
ity, which is the cardinal virtue, or rather 
the four cardinal virtues in one, of the his- 
toric composition, —trustworthiness. Such 
praise, it will instantly occur to the reader, 
is seldom bestowed where it is best due, 
without a credit-account of censure being 


opened at the same time; and, in fact, it 
is our purpose to conform to this general 
practice. The work before us, indeed, is one 
which will bear to be commended with dis- 
crimination; and its excellences, if faith- 
fully displayed, may sustain such a con- 
trast of shadow, as would perfectly extin- 
guish the farthing brightness of those 
novels founded on fact, commonly called 
histories. . . . Upon the whole, though 
we think it rather unfortunate that the 
story of the Grecian republics should have 
been told by one who has so many anti- 
republican partialities, we think it our duty 
to testify that it has been more justly told 
by Mr. Mitford than by any preceding 
author ; and that those who differ from him 
in his political conclusions, must still 
acknowledge their obligations to the clear- 
ness and fulness of his narrative.— 
BrouGHAM, HENRY LorpD, 1808, Mitford’s 
History of Greece, Edinburgh Review, vol. 
12, pp. 478, 517. 


His great pleasure consists in praising 
tyrants, abusing Plutarch, spelling oddly, 
and writing quaintly ; and, what is strange, 
after all, his is the best modern history of 
Greece in any language, and he is perhaps 
the best of all modern historians whatso- 
ever. Having named his sins, it is but 
fair to state his virtues—learning, labour, 
research, wrath and partiality. I call the 
latter virtues in a writer, because they 
make him write in earnest. — BYRON, LORD, 
1823, Don Juan, Canto xii, st. xix, note. 


Sentiments unfavourable to democracy 
are made with unhesitating confidence, and 
with the utmost bitterness of language. 
Every charge brought against a monarch, 
or an aristocracy,is sifted with the utmost 
care. If it cannot be denied, some pal- 
liating supposition is suggested, or we are 
at least reminded that some circumstance 
now unknown may have justified what at 
present appears unjustifiable. Two events 
are reported by the same author in the 
same sentence; their truth rests on the 
same testimony; but the one supports the 
darling hypothesis, and the other seems 
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inconsistent withit. Theoneis taken and 
the other is left-—MacauLay, Toomas 
Bagineton, 1828, Hisfory, Edinburgh Re- 
view, Critical and Miscellaneous Essays. 

History cannot fall within a survey of 
elegant literature,except so far as relates 
to its rhetorical execution. In this par- 
ticular, some writers of the age,—as Mit- 
ford and Turner, for example—have been 

_ So abominably perverse, that it would seem 
as if they were willing to try what degree 
of bad writing the public would tolerate, 
for the sake of the valuable matter it may 
contain.—PeREscoTr, WILLIAM HICKLING, 
1332, English Literature of the Nineteenth 
Century, North American Review, vol. 35. 

Mr. Mitford is the first who brought to 
the arduous task of Grecian history the ex- 
tensive research, accurate inquiry, and 
profound refiection which characterize 
thescholars of recent times. . . His 
great work was chiefly composed during, 
or shortly after, the French Revolution; 
and it was mainly intended to counteract 
the visionary ideas, in regard to the bless- 
ings of Grecian democracy, which has 
spread so far in the world from the magic 
of Athenian genius. . . . The cause 
of truth has been essentially aided by his 
exertions ; and theexperiences of the work- 
ing of democracy in our own times have 
been such as to forbid a doubt as to the 
accuracy of the facts he has stated, what- 
ever hesitation may be felt as to the 
wisdom of the expressions in which they 
are sometimes conveyed. It may 
appear strange to say that there is equal 
truth in the monarchial history of Greece 
by Mitford,and in the republican by Grote ; 
but, nevertheless, it isso. Both tell the 
truth, and nothing but the truth, but 
neither the whole truth.—ALISon, SiR 
ARCHIBALD, 1853-59, History of Hurope, 
1815-1852, ch. v. 

Mitford’s style is in general verbose, 
periodic, and heavy. There is, however, a 
certain animation in his narratives of strik- 
ing events; and his expression sometimes 
receives a warm colour from the strength 
of his feelings as a political partisan. He 
is included by DeQuincey among ‘‘ortho- 
graphic mutineers,’’ eccentrics in the 
matter of spelling.—MINTO, WILLIAM, 
1872-80, Manual of English Prose Liter- 
ature, p. 516. 

William Mitford, who, at the commence- 
ment of the nineteenth century, was the 


fashionable historian of Greece, in one re- 
spect resembled Gibbon. Like Gibbon, he 
examined for himself the entire range of 
Greek literature, and founded his history 
on original authorities. Unlike Gibbon, 
however, his style is unequal and oc- 
casionally bad. At his best he is pure, 
simple, and clear; at his worst he is in- 
volved and unintelligible. He lays himself 
open to the charge that he is translating 
Greek, instead of writing English; and his 
translations are so poor that a schoolboy 
would be punished for them. . . . In his 
own lifetime, indeed, his opinions increased 
the popularity of his work; but they in- 
sured its supercession in a later age. 
Thirlwall and Grote were educated under 
circumstances differing from those amidst 
which Mitford had lived. With equal abil- 
ity and equal industry they embraced other 
views. Grote occupies the position which 
Mitford once filled; and a Liberal age 
praises and reads the liberal writer, and 
neglects the industrious Tory who pre- 
ceded him in his task.— WALPOLE, SPEN- 
CER, 1878, A History of England from the 
Conclusion of the Great War in 1815, vol. 
I, pp. 342, 343. 

As Grote’s is the greatest Liberal his- 
tory of Greece, so this is the great Tory 
history of the same country. Before the 
appearance of Thirlwall,it was the history 
most often consulted. In the use of terse 
and cogent English, Mitford was superior 
to hissuccessors. He could praise tyrants 
and abuse liberty in a manner that was 
sure to interest his readers; and even his 
constant partialities and frequent exhibi- 
tions of anger give flavor to his narration. 
He hated the popular party of Athens, as 
he hated the Whigs of England. These 
characteristics give spirit to a book which, 
with all itslabor and learning, is merely a 
huge party pamphlet. Though it has had 
much influence in England, it is no longer 
of any considerable importance.—ADAMS, 
CHARLES KENDALL, 1882, A Manual of 
Historical Literature, p. 92. 

Although Mitford’s hatred of demo- 
eracy, whether well- or ill-founded, makes 
him sometimes unfair, and though his 
‘‘History of Greece’’ contains some blun- 
ders, it ison the whole rather a pity that it 
should have been superseded to the extent 
to which it actually has been by those of 
Grote and Thirlwall. For it is not more 
prejudiced and much better written than 
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Grote’s, while it has greater liveliness and 
zest than the Bishop’s.— SAINTSBURY, 
GrorGE, 1896, A History of Nineteenth 
Century Literature, p. 215. 


It was at the suggestion of his fellow 
officer, Gibbon, that he undertook to write 
the history of Greece, a task for which his 
qualifications were a lively idiomatic style, 
a sufficiency of such Greek as Oxford then 
dispensed, a pronounced antipathy to demo- 
cratic government, and a total absence of 
the historical sense.—HERFORD, C. H., 
1897, The Age of Wordsworth, p. 40. 


GENERAL 
Mr. Mitford was one of the many 


accomplished scholars that are ill used. 
Had he possessed the splendid powers of 
Landor, he would have raised a clatter on 
the armour of modern society such as Sam- 
son threatened to the giant Harapha. For 
in many respects he resembled Landor: he 
had much of his learning; he had the same 
extensive access to books and influential 
circles in great cities, the same gloomy 
disdain of popular falsehoods or common- 
places, and the same disposition to run 
amuck against al] nations, languages and 
spelling-books.—DE QUINCEY, THOMAS, 
1847-60, Orthographic Mutineers, Literary 
Theory and Criticism ; Works, ed. Masson, 
vol. XI, p. 440, note. 


Robert Pollok 
1798-1827 


Robert Pollok, the author of ‘‘The Course of Time,’’ was born at North Muirhouse, 
Eaglesham, Renfrewshire, on the 19th of October, 1798. He entered Glasgow Univer- 
sity, and also studied for five years in the Divinity Hall of the United Secession 
Church at Glasgow with a view to the Presbyterian Ministry. While still a student, he 
wrote and published anonymously a series of ‘‘Tales of the Covenanters,’’ which be- 
came popular and reached a second edition, in issuing which he acknowledged the 
authorship. He commenced the poem with which his name is indissolubly associated 
in the month of December 1824, and completed it in July 1826. It was published in 
March 1827, and became immediately popular. Two months after the issue of his poem, 
Pollok was licensed for the Ministry. He preached, however, but four times. Symptoms 
of a pulmonary disease, which rapidly developed, compelled rest during the following 
summer, and before its close he visited London, en route for Italy, but was too iil to 
pursue his intentions. Acting on advice he went to Shirley Common, near Southamp- 
ton, to winter, but died there on the 18th of September, 1827.—MILEs, ALFRED H., 
1897, The Poets and Poetry of the Century, Sacred, Moral and Religious Verse, p. 167. 


THE COURSE OF TIME 
1827 


It is with much pleasure that I am now 
able to tell you that I have finished my 
poem. Since I wrote to you last, I have 
written about three thousand five hundred 
verses; which is considerably more than 
a hundred every successive day. This, 
you will see, was extraordinary expedition 
to be continued so long; and I neither 
can nor wish to ascribe it to anything but 
an extraordinary manifestation of Divine 
goodness. Although some nights I was 
on the border of fever, I rose every morn- 
ing equally fresh, without one twitch of 
headache; and, with all the impatience of 
a lover, hastened to my study. Towards 
the end of the tenth book, —for the whole 
consists of ten books,—where the subject 
was overwhelmingly great, and where, I 
indeed, seemed to write from immediate 
inspiration, I felt the body beginning to 


give away. . . . I am convinced 
that summer is the best season for 
great mental exertion; because the heat 
promotes the circulation of the blood, 
the stagnation of which is the great 
cause of misery to cogitative men. The 
serenity of mind which I have possessed is 
astonishing. Exalted onmy native moun- 
tains, and writing often on the top of the 
very highest of them, I proceeded, from 
day to day, as if I had been in a world in 
which there was neither sin nor sickness 
nor poverty.—POLLOK, ROBERT, 1826, 
Letter to His Brother. 

The ‘‘Course of Time,’’ for so young a 
man, was a vast achievement. The book 
he loved best was the Bible, and his style 
is often scriptural. Of our poets he had 
studied, we believe, but Young, Milton, 
and Byron. He had much to learn in 
composition; and, had he lived, he would 
have looked almost with humiliation on 
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much that is at present eulogized by his 
devoted admirers. But the soul of poetry 
is*there, though often dimly enveloped, 
and many passages there are, and long 
ones too, that heave, and hurry, and glow 
along in a divine enthusiasm.—WILSON, 
JOHN, 1832, The Maid of Hlvar, Black- 
wood’s Magazine, vol. 31, p. 984. 

We doubt whether his merely poetic 
powers are such as to make his work in- 
teresting to any poetic mind, however re- 
ligious, while to render its truths palata- 
ble to the world at large would require in 
its poetry the magnificence and beauty of 
Milton himself. It is a pity that any, in 
their zeal for religion, should have com- 
pared our author with him the sublimity 
of whose mind has not been surpassed 
since the times of the prophets. So far 
from it, as a poet Mr. Pollok is neither a 
Cowper nor a Young. Still, his diction, 
for the most part, is plain;—he has not 
learned the art of writing without thought, 
or of losing himsef in a smother of words; 
and when you lay down his poem, you 
have a definite notion of what you have 
been reading, whatever rank you may give 
it, —which is more than can be said of 
many a favourite of these days.—D4ANa, 
RicHARD HENRY, 182%, Poems and Prose 
Writings, vol. U1, p. 352. 

The subject is a noble one, and in the 
poem there are graphic conceptions and 
passages of beauty and tenderness; but it 
is disfigured by amplifications and a re- 
dundancy of moral pictures; it has no 
continuous interest, and in parts of it 
which should have been and which the 
author endeavoured to make the most 
impressive, particularly those in which he 
subjects himself to a comparison with 
Dante and Milton, he utterly failed. . . . 
For its popularity, however, both here 
and in Great Britain, it is more indebted 
to its theology than to its merits as a 
poem.—GRISWOLD, Rurus W., 1844, The 
Poets and Poetry of England in the Nine- 
teenth Century, p. 341. 

The ‘‘Course of Time’’ is a very ex- 
traordinary poem: vast in its conception— 
vast in its plan—vast in its materials— 
and vast. if very far from perfect, in its 
achievement. The wonderful thing is, 
indeed, that it is such as we find it, and 
not that its imperfections are numerous. 
It has nothing at all savouring of the little 
or conventional in it; for he passed at 


once from the merely elegant and graceful. 
—Morr, D.M., 1850-51, Sketches of Poetical 
Literature of the Past Half Century. 

Much over-lauded on its appearance, is 
the immature work of a man of genius 
who possessed very imperfect cultivation. 
It is clumsy in plan, tediously disserta- 
tive, and tastelessly magniloquent: but it 
has passages of good and genuine poetry. 
—SPALDING, WILLIAM, 1852, A History 
of English Literature, p. 381. 

Was exactly adapted to the level of cul- 
ture in the religious classes of Scotland. 
—ARNOLD, THOMAS, 1868-75, Chaucer to 
Wordsworth, p. 418. 

In style the work is a composite imita- 
tion of Milton, Blair, and Young. The ob- 
ject of the poet is to describe the spiritual 
life and destiny of man. The religious 
speculations of the author are varied with 
episodical pictures and narratives, illus- 
trating the effects of virtue and vice. 
Many splendid passages and images are 
scattered through the work; but the poet 
is often harsh, turgid, vehement, and 
repulsive. His morbid fancy delights 
most in describing the woe and wailing 
of that future world of despair which his 
cheerful theology has graciously appro- 
priated to the ‘‘non-elect.’? In design 
and in diction the work indicates remark- 
able power, which tastes, refinement, anda 
better creed might have more happily de- 
veloped. The work attained to great 
popularity, and Pollok was at the time even 
honored with the name of ‘‘the Scotch 
Dante.” . . . Still holds its own among very 
devout but not over-fastidious readers.— 
Brooks, SARAH WARNER, 1890, English 
Poetry and Poets, p. 492. 

Concerned with the destiny of man, the 
poem is conceived on a stupendous scale, 
which baffled the writer’s artistic re- 
sources. Never absolutely feeble, it tends 
to prolixity and discursiveness, but is re- 
lieved by passages of sustained brilliancy. 
—BAYNE, THOMAS, 1896, Dictionary of 
National Biography, vol. xLv1, p. 70. 

One of the most popular of books, pass- 
ing through edition after edition until it 
reached that desirable phase of becoming 
a prize book for the diligent scholars of 
Sunday and other schools—than which 
nothing could be more advantageous, from 
a material point of view.—OLIPHANT, 
MarGareET 0. W., 1897, William Black- 
wood and His Sons, vol. ul, p. 18. 
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Helen Maria Williams 
1762-1827 : 
Was born, in 1762, in the north of England, and was ushered into public notice by 


Dr. Kippis, at the age of eighteen. 


and Eltruda,’’ ‘‘An Ode to Peace,’’ and other poems. 


Between 1782 and 1788, she published ‘‘Edwin 


In 1790 she settled in Paris, 


and became intimate with the most eminent of the Girondists, and, in 1794, was im- 


prisoned, and nearly shared their fate. 


She escaped to Switzerland, but returned to 


Paris in 1796, and died there in 1827. She wrote ‘‘Julia, a Novel,”’ “Letters from 
France,”’ ‘‘Travels in Switzerland,’’ ‘‘A Narrative of Events in France,’’ and “‘A 
Translation of Humboldt and Bonpland’s Personal Narrative.’’—HALE, SARAH JOSEPHA, 


1852, Woman’s Record, p. 5538. 
PERSONAL 


He had dined that day (May 30, 1784) at 
Mr. Hoole’s, and Miss Helen Maria Wil- 
liams being expected in the evening, Mr. 
Hoole put into his hands her beautiful 
“‘Ode on the Peace.’? Johnson read it 
over; and when this elegant and accom- 
plished young lady was presented to him, 
he took her by the hand in the most cour- 
teous manner, and repeated the finest 
stanza of her poem. This was the most 
delicate and pleasing compliment he could 
pay. Herrespectable friend, Dr. Kippis, 
from whom I had this anecdote, was stand- 
ing by, and was not a little gratified.— 
BOSWELL, JAMES, 1791-98, Life of Sam- 
uel Johnson, ed. Hill, vol. tv, p. 325. 

Helen Maria Williams, in 1779, lived at 
Berwick. The graces of her mind were 
then as attractive and charming as those 
of her person. She had a tenderness and 
delicacy of soul, and was a sincere friend 
of all order, —moral, civil, and religious. 
But how frail is the best nature when it is 
powerfully assailed, and gradually and 
habitually corrupted by inhuman and im- 
pious doctrines, and by licentious and prof- 
ligate examples! The incense of flattery 
and the intoxication of vanity contributed 
not a little to the fall of mental rectitude. 
—STOCKDALE, PERCIVAL, 1816, Ladies’ 
Monthly Museum, Jan. 

What and how great a contrast is ex- 
hibited between this female’s first appear- 
ance on the theatre of the public, and 
her last fatal ending! Lively, elegant, 
accomplished, and agreeable, of pleasing 
person, simple and gentle manners, with- 
out pride, or asserting any pretensions to 
distinction, she received the respect and 
attention of many of the most considera- 
ble persons in this country, both for tal- 
ent and for rank. What is she now? If 
she lives (and whether she does or not, 
few know, and nobody cares), she isa 


wanderer—an exile, unnoticed and un- 
known.—BELOE, WILLIAM, 1817, The Sex- 
agenarian, vol. 1, p. 357. 

Helen Maria Williams was a very fasci- 
nating person; but not handsome. I 
knew her intimately in her youth, when 
she resided in London with her mother 
and sisters. They used to give very 
agreeable evening-parties, at which I have 
met many of the Scotch literati, Lord 
Monboddo, &e. . Late in life, Helen trans- 
lated into English, and very beautiful 
English too, Humboldt’s long work, 
‘“Personal Narrative of Travels, &.” ; and, 
Ibelieve, nearly the whole impression still 
lies in Longman’s warehouse.—ROGERS, 
SAMUEL, 1855, Recollections of Table-Talk, 
ed. Dyce, p. 50. 

Among the literary celebrities of the 
French Revolution was Helen Maria Wil- 
liams, at whose house were wont to as- 
semble the most distinguished of the lib- 
eral writers of France, her own reputa- 
tion giving considerable éclat to these 
meetings. She wrote some of the most 
beautiful hymns in our language, was a 
prisoner under the reign of terror and pub- 
lished a work on the French Revolution, 
which is full of the most touching inci- 
dents, and adorned with specimens of the 
ardent and pathetic poetry, the product 
of French genius under the excitement of 
those most mysterious days. A. Hum- 
boldt was much attached to her, and com- 
mitted to her care the publication of some 
of his most elaborate works.—BowrinG, 
Sir JOHN, 1861-72, Autobiographical Rec- 
ollections, ed. Bowring, p. 358. 

GENERAL 

Your poem [‘‘The Slave Trade’’] I 
have read with the highest pleasure. 
. . . A tempest is a favorite subject 
with the poets, but I do not remember 
anything, even in Thomson’s ‘‘Winter,’’ 
superior to your verses from the 347th to 
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the 35lst. Indeed, the last simile, be- 
ginning with ‘‘Fancy may dress,’’ &c.,and 
ending with the 350th verse, is, in my 
opinion, the most beautiful passage in the 
poem; it would do honour to the greatest 
names that ever graced our profession. — 
BurRNS, RosBert, 1789, Letter to Miss 
Williams, August. 

Miss Williams possessed a strong mind, 
much historical acumen, and great in- 
dustry, though her religious sentiments 
were not free from some errors of the 
period. Asa poetess she had little more 
than some facility and the talent insepa- 
rable from a cultivated taste. —BETHUNE, 
GEORGE WASHINGTON, 1848, The British 
Female Poets, p. 138. 

Helen Maria Williams was another 
woman of great natural abilities, with a 
correcter taste, though her poetry is of 
a still more conventional cast than Miss 
Seward’s; yet one of her sonnets made 
such an impression on Wordsworth that 
she records with a just pride his having 
repeated it to her, years afterwards.— 
Hunt, LEIGH, AND LEE, 8S. ADAMS, 1866, 
The Book of the Sonnet, vol. 1, p. 85. 

Her successive volumes attest not only 
her life-long intellectual activity, but also 
her constant increase of mental power and 
acumen. She had a passion for politics 
as well as for general] literature. She 
kept a busy, vigilant eye upon what was 
going on in France and in surrounding 
nations, and especially upon the effects of 
the great Revolution upon the fortunes 
of the European countries. Her writings 
pertained principally to this general sub- 
ject; and with all their ardor and elo- 
quence there is much acute observation, 
not a little keen wit and satire, and cer- 
tain valuable material for the historian 
‘of those troublous times.—PUTNAM, A. 
P., 1878, Helen Maria Williams, Unita- 
rian Review, vol. 10, p. 234. 

The hymn beginning 

‘Whilst thee I seek, protecting Power! ”’ 
has long beena great favourite with Chris- 
tians of every name. It is found in al- 
most all the Collections, and, more than 
all her other publications, has kept the 
name of the author in remembrance.— 
HATFIELD, EDWIN F., 1884, The Poets of 
the Church, p. 676. 

Her poems, published in 1786, during 
her pre-revolutionary days, are dedicated 
to Queen Charlotte. They have 


little merit, but are not uninteresting for 
their ‘‘signs of the times’’: sonnets,a tale 
called ‘‘Edwin and Eltruda,’’ an address 
to Sensibility, and so forth. But the 
longest, ‘‘Peru,’’ is in the full eighteenth 
century couplet with no sign of innovation. 
The ‘‘Letters from France,’’ which ex- 
tend to eight volumes, possess, besides 
the interest of their subject, the advantage 
of a more than fair proficiency on the 
author’s part in the formal but not un- 
graceful prose of her time, neither unduly 
Johnsonian nor in any way slipshod. But 
it may perhaps be conceded that, but for 
the interest of the subject, they would 
not be of much importance. —SAINTSBURY, 
GEORGE, 1896, A History of Nineteenth 
Century Literature, p. 30. 


She adopted with enthusiasm, the prin- 
ciples and ideas of the revolution, and 
wrote of it with a fervour that amounted 
almost to a frenzy. She became ac- 
quainted with many of the leading Giron- 
dists, was on terms of intimacy with 
Madame Roland, was thrown into prison 
by Robespierre (from October 1793 she 
was in the Luxembourg), and narrowly 
escaped the fate of so many of her 
friends. Both before her arrest and after 
her release she freely wrote her impres- 
sions of the events which she witnessed 
or heard of, impressions frequently formed 
on very imperfect, one-sided, and garbled 
information, travestied by the enthusiasm 
of a clever, badly educated woman, and 
uttered with the cocksureness of igno- 
rance. Jt was in the nature of things 
that such writings should make her many 
enemies ; and while someof these contented 
themselves with denouncing her works as 
unscrupulous fabrications, others attacked 
her reputation as a woman, and accused 
her of carrying her love of liberty to a 
detestation of all constraint, legal or 
social. Her writings are very 
much what might be expected from a 
warm-hearted and ignorant woman. The 
honesty with which she wrote carried 
conviction to many of her readers; and 
there can be little doubt that her works 
were the source of many erroneous opin- 
ions as to facts, which have been largely 
accepted as matters of history, instead of 
—as they really were, in their origin— 
the wilful misrepresentations of interested 
parties.—LAUGHTON, J. K., 1900, Dzction- 
ary of National Biography, vol. LX1, p. 404. 
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Dugald Stewart 
1753-1828 


Dugald Stewart, philosopher, born in Edinburgh, 22d November 1753, son of Matthew 
Stewart, studied at Edinburgh and Glasgow. He became assistant (1772) to his father, 
and joint-professor (1775). In 1778, in the absence of Adam Ferguson, he taught 
also the moral philosophy class; in 1785, appointed professor of Moral Philosophy, he 
included in his subjects psychology, metaphysics, logic, ethics, natural theology, politics, 
and political economy. In 1792 appeared vol. i. of his ‘‘Elements of the Philosophy 
of the Human Mind,’’ and in 1793 ‘‘Outlines of Moral Philosophy.’’ In 1806 he re- 
ceived from a Whig government a sinecure worth £600 a year. From 1810 to 1820, 
when Stewart resigned, Dr. Thomas Brown was conjoint professor. In 1810 Stewart 
published his ‘‘Philosophical Essays ;’’ in 1814-27 vols. ii. and iii. of the ‘‘Elements ;”’ 
in 1815-21 the ‘‘History of Ethical Philosophy ;’’ and in 1828 the ‘‘Philosophy of the 
Active and Moral Powers.’’ Stewart lived from 1809 at Kinneil House, Bo’ness, but 
died in Edinburgh, 11th June 1828. He was a conspicuous representative of the 
Scottish school. Sir W. Hamilton’s edition of his Works (11 vols. 1854-58) comprises 
a Life by Prof. Veitch.—PATRICK AND GROOME, eds., 1897, Chambers’s Biographical 


Dictionary, p. 884. 
PERSONAL 


I was very much pleased with the free- 
dom and openness of his conversation. I 
attend his lectures regularly. I must 
confess I have been rather disappointed. 
I never heard a single discussion of Mr. 
Stewart’s which made up one masterly and 
comprehensive whole. His lectures seem 
to be made up of detached hints and in- 
complete outlines, and he almost uniformly 
avoids every subject which involves any 
difficult discussion. Ihave acquired from 
him, however, a much clearer idea than I 
ever had of the distinctive character of 
Reid’s philosophy.—CHALMERS, THOMAS, 
1801, Letter to Dr. Brown, Feb. 25; Mem- 
oirs, ed. Hanna, vol. 1, p. 53. 

Mr. Stewart is said to be naturally or 
habitually grave and reserved, but towards 
us he has broken through his habits or his 
nature, and I never conversed with any one 
with whom I was more at ease. He has 
a grave, sensible face, more like the head 
of Shakespear than any other head or 
print that I can remember. I have not 
heard him lecture; no woman can go to 
the public lectures here, and I don’t choose 
to go in men’s or boys’ clothes, or in the 
pocket of the Irish giant, though he is 
here and well able to carry me. Mrs. 
Stewart has been for years wishing in vain 
for the pleasure of hearing one of her hus- 
band’s lectures.—EDGEWORTH, MariA, 
1803, Letters, vol. 1, p. 185. 

We have had Dugald Stewart and his 
family here for three or four days. We 
spoke much of the weather and other 
harmless subjects. He became, however, 


once a little elevated; and, in the gayety 
of his soul, let out some opinions which 
will doubtless make him writhe with re- 
morse. He went so far as to say he con- 
sidered the King’s recovery as very prob- 
lematical.—SmitH, SYDNEY, 1811, To 
Lady Holland, July 17; Memoir by Lady 
Holland. 

In short, Dugald Stewart was one of 
the greatest of didactic orators. Had he 
lived in ancient times, his memory would 
have descended to us as that of one of the 
finest of the old eloquent sages.—Cock- 
BURN, HENRY LORD, 1830-54, Memoirs of 
his Time, ch. i. 

This eminent and most amiable man was 
fortunate in his choice of a second wife, 
who was a daughter of the Hon. George 
Cranstoun, the sister of Lord Corehouse, 
and of the interesting Countess Purgstall, 
whose widowed isolation in Schloss Hain- 
feld is graphically portrayed by Captain 
Basil Hall. She was the habitual and con- 
fidential companion of her husband during 
his studies, and he never considered a 
piece of his composition to be finished 
until she had reviewed it. He himself 
said that though she did not probably un- 
derstand the abstract points of his philos- 
ophy so well as he did himself, yet when 
he had once given a truth an intelligible 
shape, she helped him to illustrate it by a 
play of fancy and of feeling which could 
come only from a woman’s mind.—Con- 
STABLE, A. G., 1874, Archibald Constable 
and His Friends, Harper’s Magazine, vol. 
48, p. 509. 

In 1785, on the resignation of Ferguson, 
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he was transferred to the chair of moral 
philosophy, which he filled for a quarter 
of acentury and made a notable centre of 
intellectual and moral influence. Young 
men of rank and of parts were attracted 
by his reputation from England, and even 
from the Continent and America. A very 
large number of men who afterwards rose 
to eminence in literature or in the service 
of the state were thus among his students. 
Sir Walter Scott, Jeffrey, Cockburn, 
Francis Horner, Sydney Smith, Lord 
Brougham, Dr. Thomas Brown, James 
Mill, Sir James Mackintosh, and Sir Arch- 
ibald Alison may be mentioned among 
others. There is a unanimous testimony 
to the attractive eloquence of Stewart’s 
lectures and the moral elevation of his 
teaching.—SETH, ANDREW, 1887, Ency- 
clopedia Britannica, Ninth ed., vol. xxu, 
p. 575. 


But if he brought no original impulse 
to the school, the limits of which were 
indeed fairly well defined, there was no 
one who expounded its methods with 
greater acceptance or success than Stew- 
art. His argument was not always close 
or accurate; his style was diffuse, and his 
illustration sometimes lavish in its copi- 
ousness. But his range of learning, as 
learning was esteemed in his day, was 
wide. He had travelled much, and had 
mixed on easy and familiar terms with 
men of every class. He had a fund of 
smooth eloquence. His character, calm, 
benevolent, and studiously courteous, fit- 
ted him admirably to attain that unques- 
tioned and unquestionable authority which 
made him potent as an oracle amongst his 
students, and gave to his professional 
prelections something of the influence of 
powerful pulpit ministrations. In his 
time, and mainly through his influence, 
although also through the high traditions 
of his predecessors, the University of Ed- 
inburgh became the resort of men of all 
countries. From England many of those 
most fitted by birth, station, and ability 
to influence the coming generation, 
thronged to the northern university as to 
a Mecca of learning. In his classroom 
many who, but a few years before, would 
have looked upon Scotland as a country 
sunk in ignorance and poverty, and alien 
in political ideas, sat side by side with 
the Scottish youth and imbibed the notions 
which were to form their principles 


throughout life.-—Craik, Sir Henry, 
1901, A Century of Scottish History, vol. 
Il, p. 228. 
PHILOSOPHICAL ESSAYS 
1810 

The singular eloquence with which Mr. 
Stewart has contrived to adorn the most 
unpromising parts of his subject,—the 
rich lights which his imagination has 
every where thrown in, with such inimit- 
able judgment and effect, —the warm glow 
of moral enthusiasm which he has spread 
over the whole of his composition, —and 
the tone of mildness, dignity, and anima- 
tion which he has uniformly sustained, in 
controversy, as well as in instruction; are 
merits which we du not remember to have 
seen united in any other philosophical 
writer; and which might have recom- 
mended to general notice, topics far less 
engaging than those on which they were 
employed. His former work, on the ‘‘Phi- 
losophy of the Human Mind,’’ has accord- 
ingly been more read than any other mod- 
ern book on such subjects; and the vol- 
ume before us, we think, is calculated to 
be still more popular.—JEFFREY, FRANCIS 
Lorp, 1810-44, Stewart’s Philosophical 
Essays, Contributions to the Edinburgh 
Review, vol. iii, p. 377. 

We may observe in general, that all the 
essays which it contains are remarkable 
for extensive and various knowledge, ele- 
vated sentiments, and uncommon dignity 
and beauty of style; and that some of 
them also display great acuteness, origi- 
nality, and profundity. The first series 
is chiefly adapted to those readers who 
are conversant in the more abstract dis- 
cussions of metaphysical science; the sec- 
ond, while equally interesting to this 
class, may be read with pleasure by those 
who have but little relish for scholastic 
disputations. Of all the teach- 
ers of abstract knowledge, Mr. Stewart is 
by far the most eloquent and attractive. 
Philosophy, pourtrayed by his masterly 
pencil, wears an aspect the most pleasing 
as well as sublime. That noble love of 
truth and science by which he is actuated, 
diffuses through every page an ardour and 
animation which can hardly fail to warm 
and to interest every cultivated reader. 
He always relieves and illustrates his sub- 
ject by the happiest allusions and quota- 
tions, and decorates even the most um- 
promising discussions with the various 
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colouring of his chaste and cultivated im- 
agination. Such, indeed, are the great 
and engaging qualities of mind which Mr. 
Stewart displays, that even when there is 
room to question the solidity or impor- 
tance of any of his conclusions, it is im- 
possible to dissent from him but with hes- 
itation andrespect. Mr. Stewart’s object 
in the two first essays is to refute Locke’s 
theory of the origin of ideas, and to show 
its connection with the sceptical doctrines 
of Berkeley and Hume.—NAPIER, MAc- 
vEY, 1811, Stewart’s Philosophical Essays, 
Quarterly Review, vol. 6, p. 20. 

In the first two Dissertations of the vol- 
ume bearing the title of ‘‘Philosophical 
Essays, ’’ he with equal boldness and acute- 
ness grapples with the most extensive and 
abstruse questions of mental philosophy, 
and points out both the sources and the 
uttermost boundaries of human knowledge 
with a Verulamean hand.—MACcKINTOSH, 
Sir JAMES, 1830, Second Preliminary Dis- 
sertation, Encyclopedia Britannica. 


FIRST PRELIMINARY DISSER- 
TATION 
1815-21 

I have just read Dugald Stewart’s 
“<Preliminary Dissertation.’’ In the first 
place, itis totally clear of all his defects: 
no insane dread of misrepresentation ; no 
discussion put off till another time, just 
at the moment it was expected, and would 
have been interesting ; no unmanly timid- 
ity; less formality of style and cathedral 
pomp of sentence. The good it would be 
trite to enumerate: the love of human 
happiness and virtue, the ardour for the 
extension of knowledge, the command of 
fine language, happiness of illusion, varied 
and pleasing literature, tact, wisdom, and 
moderation. Without these high quali- 
ties, we all know, Stewart cannot write. 
—SMITH, SYDNEY, 1816, Letter to Fran- 
cis Horner, Memoirs, Letter 121. 

The high fame of Dugald Stewart has 
rendered it a sort of duty to vindicate 
from his hasty censures the memory of 
one still more illustrious in reputation, 
till the lapse of time and the fickleness of 
literary fashion conspired with the popu- 
larity of his assailants to magnify his de- 
fects, and meet the very name of his 
famous treatise with a kind of scornful 
ridicule. That Stewart had never read 
much of Grotius, or even gone over the 
titles of his chapters, is very manifest ; 


and he displays a similar ignorance as to 
the other writers on natural law, who for 
more than a century afterwards, as he 
admits himself, exercised a great influence 
over the studies of Europe. I have com- 
mented upon very few, comparatively, of 
the slips which occur in his pages on this 
subject.—HALLAM, HENRY, 1837-389, In- 
troduction to the Literature of Europe, pt. 
iii, ch. iv, par. 159. 

It may seem a harsh and presumptuous 
deliverance, but we have no dread of its 
being gainsaid,—that in our higher Phil- 
osophical Literature it would be difficult 
to find a less adequate treatment of so 
great a theme. From the absence of 
coherence,—the absence of any trace of 
unity or comprehensive principle,—the 
Dissertation is more like the expansion of 
a commonplace book than an effort to 
contemplate the continuous flow of Human 
Thought. It evinces, too, an extraordi- 
nary defect. of sympathy with the whole 
progress of speculation in modern conti- 
nental Europe: Stewart manifestly knew 
nothing of Kant, and he did not think it 
necessary to take notice of Spinoza.— 
NicHoL, J. P., 1858, Cyclopedia of Bieg- 
raphy, ed. If. Rich, 2nd ed. 

I look upon it as the finest of the disser- 
tations in the‘‘ Encyclopedia Britannica ;’’ 
and this is no mean praise, when we con- 
sider the number of eminent men who have 
written for that work. I regard it, in- 
deed, as, upon the whole, the best disser- 
tation which ever appeared in a philosoph- 
ical serial. Asa history of modern phi- 
losophy, especially of British philosophy, 
it has not been superseded, and, I believe, 
never will be setaside. It is pre-eminent 
for its fine literary taste, its high moral 
tone, its general accuracy, its comprehen- 
siveness of survey, and its ripeness of 
wisdom. When we read it, we feel as if 
we were breathing a pure and healthy 
atmosphere, and that the whole spirit of 
the work is cheering, as being so full of 
hope in the progress of knowledge. Its 
critical strictures are ever candid, gener- 
ally mild, very often just, and always 
worthy of being noted and pondered. 
The work is particularly pleasing in the ac- 
count given of those who have contributed 
by their literary works to diffuse a taste 
for metaphysical studies, such as Mon- 
taigne, Bayle, Fontenelle, and Addison. 
It should be admitted that the author has 
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scarcely done justice to Grotius, and failed 
to fathom the depth of such minds as 
Leibnitz and Jonathan Edwards. Iagree, 
moreover, with those who regret that he 
should ever have been tempted to enter 
on a criticism of Kant, whose works he 
knew only from translations and imper- 
fect compends.—McCosH, JAMES, 1875, 
The Scottish Philosophy, p. 287. 
GENERAL 

The sagacious, the enlightened, and 
the virtuous Dugald Stewart, in whose 
writings are united the perspicuity of Dr. 
Reid, the acuteness of Adam Smith, and 
the precision of David Hume.—Parr, 
SAMUEL, 1801, Spital Sermon. 

He will be disappointed who shall- ex- 
pect from these pages [‘‘Life of Robert- 
son’’] an account of the progress of Dr. 
Robertson’s mind, or a distinct view of 
his mental character, farther than can be 
obtained in his works. We meet neither 
with striking anecdotes, nor discrimina- 
tive touches, nor fine and descriptive 
sketches. We recognize in every part of 
the piece a great master’s hand; but the 
painting is not historical—it is not a 
portrait.—Brown, Tuomas, 1803, Dr. 
Stewarts Account of Robertson, Edinburgh 
Review, vol. 2, p. 232. 


His writing on literary and moral topics 
is the most popular in this part of the 


world, but Stewart ought not to write for~ 


this part of the world, or for this age of 
the world; he is bound to feel more cour- 
age, possessing the art of writing as he 
does, which always makes such a conquest 
over time, to say nothing of that loftiness 
and sensibility which pervade his philoso- 
phy, and must insure its success for ever, 
if England has any pretensions to immor- 
tality. —HorNner, Francis, 1805, Mem- 
oirs and Correspondence, vol. I, p. 332. 


The longer I study the works of this 
philosopher, the more I become convinced 
of two things—first, that in perspicacity 
and comprehension of understanding he 
yields to several; but, secondly, that in 
taste, variety of acquirements, and what 
is of more importance, in moral dignity of 
mind, he has no rival that I know of. 
Every liberal opinion has at all times 
found in him a zealous advocate. When 
he has come before the public he has 
borne himself with a carriage so meek, 
yet so commanding, and now, when, with 
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unabating ardour, he is retired to devote 
the last remnant of his well-spent life to 
the great cause of human improvement, 
his attitude is so pensively sublime, I re- 
gard him with a reverence which I scarcely 
feel for any other living person. He isa 
man, take him for all in all, we shall not 
look upon his like again. There is some- 
thing melancholy in the thought that the 
world cannot long enjoy the light of sucha 
mind. But the cup goes round, and who 
so artful as to put it by.—CARLYLE, 
THoMAS, 1818, Early Letters, ed. Norton, 
p. 76. 

Few writers rise with more grace from 
a plain ground work to the passages 
which require greater animation or embel- 
lishments. He gives to narrative, accord- 
ing to the precept of Bacon, the colour 
of the time, by a selection of happy ex- 
pressions from original writers. Among 
the secret arts by which he diffuses ele- 
gance over his diction, may be remarked 
the skill which, by deepening or brighten- 
ing a shade in a secondary term, by open- 
ing partial or preparatory glimpses of a 
thought to be afterwards unfolded, unob- 
servedly heightens the import of a word, 
and gives it a new meaning, without any 
offense against old use.—MACKINTOSH, 
Sir JAMES, 1830, Second Preliminary Dis- 
sertation, Encyclopedia Britannica. 

The name of Dugald Stewart is one of 
the few, which, of late years, serve to 
relieve in part the character of the mother 
country from the charge of a comparative 
neglect of the great sciences of intellect- 
ual and moral philosophy. His writings 
upon these all-important subjects, if not 
the most powerful, are perhaps the most 
engaging in form, and consequently the 
most attractive to the general reader, in 
the language. The praise we 
allow to Stewart is the same which is 
usually given to the greatest philosophical 
writers of ancient and modern times. 

: The ‘‘Philosophical Essays’’ and 
the “Dissertations on the History of Phi- 
losophy,’’ are among the most agreeable 
and valuable of our author’s writings. It 
would carry us too far from our imme- 
diate object to pretend to comment upon 
the various subjects, which are rapidly 
touched upon in these works. It is much 
to be regretted that Stewart did not live 
to complete the plan of the Dissertations. 
Without, perhaps, fully realising the idea 
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of a perfect History of Philosophy, they 
might, in that case, have justly been con- 
sidered as the most remarkable essay to- 
wards a work of this kind, to be found in 
any language. The learning, displayed by 
our author in these Dissertations and in 
his other writings, is extensive, and as 
far as it goes, uniformly thorough and 
exact. He is familiar in particular with 
classical and French literature. He at- 
taches, we think, rather too much impor- 
tance to some continental writers of an 
inferior order, such as Buffier and Bosco- 
vich.—EVERETT, ALEXANDER HILL, 1830, 
Stewart’s Moral Philosophy, North Amer- 
ican Review, vol. 31, pp. 218, 214, 223. 


Stewart, who cast a luminous glance 
over the philosophy of mind, and warmed 
the inmost recesses of metaphysical in- 
quiry by the delicacy of taste and the glow 
of eloguence.—ALISON, SiR ARCHIBALD, 
1833-42, History of Hurope During The 
Revolution, vol. X1v, p. 3. 

A Scotch philosopher of great repute, 
but, as it appears to me, of ability not 
quite equal to his repute. Though 
a somewhat superficial thinker, was, at 
all events, a careful writer —-BUCKLE, 
HENRY THOMAS, 1861, History of Civiliza- 
tion in England, vol. 0, pp. 368, note, 382. 


He propounded little that was original 
in philosophy; his opinions were for the 
most part modifications of Reid; but as an 
expositor of philosophical doctrines, his 
reputation stands deservedly high. Most 
of his works were composed after his re- 
tirement from the Chair of Philosophy in 
1810. He is the most ornate 
and elegant of our philosophical writers. 
His summaries of philosophical systems 
are sometimes praised as being especially 
perspicuous and interesting. His manner 
as a controversialist is peculiarly agreea- 
ble when taken in contrast to the hard- 
hitting and open ridicule of such contro- 
versialists as Priestley: Stewart’s copi- 
ous lubricated eloquence is much better 
fitted to conciliate oponents and win as- 
sent.—MINnTO, WILLIAM, 1872-80, Man- 
ual of English Prose Literature, p. 512. 


Dugald Stewart, the Professor of Moral 
Philosophy, whose works, if they have 
often been surpassed in depth and origi- 
nality of speculation, have seldom been 
equalled for solid sense and polished ease 
of diction.—Suairpe, Joun CAMPBELL, 


1879 Robert Burns (English Men of Let- 
ters) p. 44. 


Stewart, in all probability the greatest 
philosopher of the age, did not, in spite 
of his ability, attain to the important 
position that was yielded, without opposi- 
tion, to Jeremy Bentham. — OLIPHANT, 
MARGARET O. W., 1882, Literary History 
of England, XVIII-XIX Century, vol. il, 
fa, ike 

Dugald Stewart, a man whose name was 
received with as much respect as Boswell’s 
was with ridicule, in spite of the new ex- 
ample so lately set him by a brother Scot, 
treated Adam Smith, Robertson, and Reid 
with the old-fashioned solemnity, and in- 
stead of raising to them a memorial buried 
them beneath a monument. —HILL, GEORGE 
BIRKBECK, 1891, The Centenary of Bos- 
well, Macmillan’s Magazine, vol. 64, p. 37. 

He has risen beyond the plainness, 
amounting almost to monotony, that had 
marked the previous writings of his school ; 
and it was owing perhaps in great meas- 
ure to his consummate gifts as an aca- 
demic teacher that his written work was 
enriched by a vein of ornament and elo- 
quence.—CRAIK, HENRY, 1895, ed., Hng- 
lish Prose, Introduction, vol. Iv, p. 4. 

As an empirical observer, too, of psy- 
chological facts he showed genuine acute- 
ness, and the exposition of Reid’s ideas, 
in which his so-called philosophy mainly 
consists, were both more precise and more 
suggestive than the original text. But 
he was incapable of making any real ad- 
vance upon Reid, and equally incapable of 
retreating decisively from the barren 
position which Reid, as a metaphysician, 
had taken up. His greatest distinction is 
the influence he admittedly had upon the 
school of Jouffroy and Cousin, which, 
though at bottom as barren as his own, 
commanded a far wider intellectual hori- 
zon.—HERFORD, C. H., 1897, The Age of 
Wordsworth, p. 4, note. 

Stewart’s influence owed so much to his 
personal attractiveness that its decline is 
not surprising. He was a transmitter of 
Reid’s influence far more than an origina- 
tor. He held, with Reid, that philosophy 
depended upon psychology treated as an 
inductive science. He expounded the 
doctrine ‘‘common-sense’’ so as to repre- 
sent the ‘‘intuitionism’’ against which the 
Mills carried on their polemic. He repu- 
diated, however, ontological argument 
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still more emphatically than his master, 
and was a thorough nominalist. While 
thus approximating to the purely empir- 
ical school, he was the more anxious, as 


Mackintosh observes, to mark his disap- 
proval of more thoroughgoing advocates. 
—STEPHEN, LESLIE, 1898, Dictionary of 
National Biography, vol. Liv, p. 285. 


Lady Caroline Lamb 
1785-1828 


Born Nov. 13, 1785; died at Melbourne House, Whitehall, Jan. 26,1828. An Eng- 
lish novelist, daughter of Frederick Ponsonby, third earl of Bessborough. In 1805 she 
married William Lamb (afterward Lord Melbourne), from whom she was separated in 
1825. She was involved in intrigues with Byron, who left her in 1818. She wrote 
“Glenarvon,’’ (1816), which contained a caricature of Byron, ‘‘A New Canto’’ (1819), 
“Graham Hamilton’? (1822), ‘‘Ada Reis; a Tale’? (1823).—SmirH, BENJAMIN E., 


ed., 1894-97, The Century Cyclopedia of Names, p. 587. 


PERSONAL 

If there is anything more delightfui 
than another to witness, it is the spontane- 
ous outbreak of a good kind heart, which, 
in serving and giving pleasure to others, 
obeys the instinctive impulse of a sanguine 
and genial disposition—waiting for no 
rule or maxim—not opening an account 
for value expected—doing unto others 
what you wish themtodountoyou. This, 
in one word, is Lady Caroline Lamb; for 
if she does not always act wisely for her- 
self, she generally acts only too well 
towards others. —MorRGAN, SYDNEY LaDy, 
1818, Diary, Aug.; Passages from My 
Autobiography, p. 34. 

‘“What do you think of Mrs. Felix Lor- 
raine, Miss Manvers ?” asked [Vivian Grey. ] 
“Oh, I think her a very amusing woman, 
a‘very clever woman, a very—but—”’ 
“But what?’’ ‘‘But I can’t exactly make 
her out.”’ ‘‘Nor I; she is a dark riddle; 
and although I am a very Cidipus, I con- 
fess I have not yet unravelled it.’’—Dis- 
RAELI, BENJAMIN (LORD BEACONSFIELD), 
1826-27, Vivian Grey, ch. ix. 

_ There are many yet living who drew 
from the opening years of this gifted and 
warm-hearted being hopes which her ma- 
turity was not fated to realise. To these 
it will be some consolation to reflect that 
her end at least was what the best of us 
might envy, and the harshest of us ap- 
PLOVOs a. bee Her character it is diffi- 
cult to analyse, because, owing to the ex- 
treme susceptibility of her imagination, 
and the unhesitating and rapid manner in 
which she followed its impulses, her con- 
duct was one perpetual kaleidoscope of 
change. . . To the poor she was 
invariably charitable—she was more: in 


spite of her ordinary thoughtlessness of 
self, for them she had consideration as 
well as generosity, and delicacy no less 
than relief. For her friends she had a 
ready and active love: for her enemies no 
hatred: never perhaps was there a human 
being who had less malevolence: as all her 
errors hurt only herself, so against herself 
only were levelled her accusations and re- 
proach. . . . Her manners, though some- 
what eccentric, and apparently, not really, 
affected, had a fascination which it is 
difficult for any one who never encountered 
their effect to conceive.—LAms, WILLIAM, 
1828, LInterary Gazette, Feb. 16. 


Several women were in love with Byron, 
but none so violently as Lady Caroline 
Lamb. Sheabsolutely besieged him. He 
showed me the first letter he received from 
her; in which she assured him that, if he 
was in any want of money, ‘‘all her jewels 
were at his service.’’ They frequently 
had quarrels; and more than once, on com- 
ing home, I have found Lady C. walking 
in the garden, and waiting for me, and beg 
that I would reconcile them.—When she 
met Byron at a party, she would always, 
if possible, return home from it in his 
carriage, and accompanied by him: I 
recollect particularly their returning to 
town together from Holland House.—But 
such was the insanity of her passion for 
Byron, that sometimes, when not invited 
to a party where he was to be, she would 
wait for him in the street till it was over! 
One night, after a great party at Devon- 
shire House, to which Lady Caroline had 
not been invited, I saw her, —yes saw her, 
—talking to Byron, with half of her body 
thrust into the carriage which he had just 
entered. In spite of all this absurdity, 
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my firm belief is that there was nothing 
criminal against them. Byron at last 
was sick of her. When their intimacy 
was at an end, and while she was living in 
the country she burned, very solemnly, on 
a sort of funeral pile, ‘‘transcripts’’ of all 
the letters which she had received from 
Byron, and acopy of a miniature (his 
portrait) which he had presented to her; 
several girls from the neighbourhood, 
whom she had dressed in white garments, 
dancing round the pile, and singing a song 
which she had written for the occasion, 
“<Burn, fire, Burn,’? &c.—She was mad; 
and her family allowed her to do whatever 
she chose. —ROGERS, SAMUEL, 1855, Rec- 
ollections of Table-Talk, ed. Dyce, p. 231. 


Lady Caroline Lamb was then between 
thirty and forty, but looked much younger 
than she was; thanks perhaps, to a slight 
rounded figure and childlike mode of wear- 
ing her hair (which was of a pale golden 
colour) in close curls. She had large 
hazel eyes, capable of much varied expres- 
sion, exceedingly good teeth, a pleasant 
laugh, and a musical intonation of voice, 
despite a certain artificial drawl, habitual 
to what was called the Devonshire House 
Set. Apart from these gifts, she might 
be considered plain. But she had, to a 
surpassing degree, the attribute of charm, 
and never failed to please if she chose to 
do so. Her powers of conversation were 
remarkable. In one of Lord Byron’s let- 
ters to her, which she showed me, he said, 
“You are the only woman I know who 
never bored me.’’ There was, indeed, a 


wild originality in her talk, combining | 


great and sudden contrasts, from deep 
pathos to infantine drollery: now senti- 
mental, now shrewd, it sparkled with 
anecdotes of the great world, and of the 
eminent persons with whom she had been 
brought up, or been familiarly intimate; 
and, ten minutes after, it became gravely 
eloquent with religious enthusiasm, or 
shot off into metaphysical speculations— 
sometimes absurd, sometimes profound— 
generally suggestive and interesting. A 
creature of caprice, and impulse, and 
whim, her manner, her talk, and her char- 
acter shifted their colours as rapidly as 
those of a chameleon. She has sent her 
page the round of her guests at three 
o’clock in the morning, with a message 
that she was playing the organ that stood 
in the staircase at Brocket, and begged 


the favour of their company to hear her. 
—lLyttTon, EDwARD BuLWERr Lorp, 1873- 
83, Autobiography, Life, Letters and Lit- 
erary Remains, ed., his Son, vol. 1, p. 328. 

Lady Caroline Lamb I never saw, but 
from friends of mine who were well ac- 
quainted with her I have heard manifold 
instances of her extraordinary character 
and conduct. JI remember my friend Mr. 
Harness telling me that, dancing with him 
one night at a great ball, she had suddenly 
amazed him by the challenge—‘‘Gueth 
how many pairth of thtockingth I have on.” 
(Her ladyship lisped, and her particular 
graciousness to Mr. Harness was the re- 
sult of Lord Byron’s schoo] intimacy with 
and regard for him). Finding her partner 
quite unequal to the piece of divination 
proposed to him, she put forth a very 
pretty little foot, from which she lifted 
the petticoat ankle high, lisping out, 
“‘Thixth.’’—KEMBLE, FRANCES ANN, 1879, 
Records of a. Girlhood, p. 45. 

Lady Caroline Lamb possessed other 
qualities than those of high birth and 
physical beauty. Nature had endowed her 
with a multiplicity of gifts, any one of 
which would have rendered a !ess volatile 
woman distinguished. She painted in 
water colours, drew spirited caricatures, 
played the harp, composed music, wrote 
poems, recited odes, rode bare-backed 
horses, and delighted in polishing Derby- 
shire spar. Her conversation was as 
sprightly as her accomplishments were 
numerous; her ideas being clad in sen- 
tences that struck the ear by their quaint- 
ness of expression, and pleased the fancy 
by their singular wit.—MOoLLoy, FitTz- 
GERALD, 1888, William Lamb's Wife, 
Temple Bar, vol. 84, p. 328. 

Lady Caroline was a clever, generous, 
and impulsive woman, inordinately vain, 
and excitable to the verge of insanity. 
In person she was small and slight, with 
pale, golden-coloured hair, ‘‘large, hazel 
eyes, capable of much varied expression, 
exceedingly good teeth, and a musical in- 
tonation of voice.’’ Her powers of con- 
versation were remarkable, full of wild 
originality and combining great and sud- 
den contrasts, while her manners ‘‘had a 
fascination which it is difficult for any 
who never encountered their effect to 
conceive.’’ Lord Lytton has left on 
record a curious account of his brief and 
sentimental attachment to her. She is 
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supposed to have been the original of Mrs. 
Felix Lorraine in ‘‘ Vivian Grey,’’ of Lady 
Monteagle in ‘‘ Venetia,’’ of Lady Melton 
in ‘‘De Lindsay,’’ Lady Clara in ‘‘ Lionel 
Hastings,’’? and of Lady Bellenden in 
““Greville.’”,—BARKER, G. F. RUSSELL, 
1892, Dictionary of National Biography, 
vol, XXXI, p. 422. 


GENERAL 

By the way, I suppose you have seen 
““Glenarvon.’’? Madame de Staél lent it 
me to read from Coppet last autumn. 
It seems to me that if the authoress had 
written the truth, and nothing but the 
truth—the whole truth—the romance 
would not only have been more romantic, 
but more entertaining. As for the like- 
‘ness, the picture can’t be good. I did not 
sit long enough.—Byron, Lorp, 1816, 
Letter to Thomas Moore, Dec. 5. 


Lady Caroline Lamb was the authoress 
of three works of fiction, utterly worth- 
less in a literary point of view, but which, 
from extrinsic circumstances, were highly 
popular in their day. The first, ‘‘Glen- 
arvon,’’ was published in 1816, and the 
hero was understood to ‘‘body forth’’ 
the character and sentiments of Lord 
Byron. It was a representation of the 
dangers attending a life of fashion. . . . 
The history of Lady Caroline Lamb is 
painful.—CHAMBERS, ROBERT, 1876, Cyclo- 
pedia of English Literature, ed. Carruthers. 


_ While the scandal of Lord Byron’s sep- 
aration from his wife was still recent, the 
story of ‘‘Glenarvon’’ was announced, 
which uncontradicted rumour ascribed to 
Lady Caroline Lamb. Curiosity was on 
tip-toe to peep through a window so un- 
expectedly opened into the home of youth, 
beauty, and fame prematurely and myste- 
riously abandoned. The good and the bad, 
the wise and the unwise, were equally 
eager to read the book. All were alike 
disappointed. It was merely arhapsodical 
tale, published before any one was aware 
who could have prevented its appearance, 
and which owed its brief celebrity to the 
portrait it was expected to contain of 
Byron as he was in social life. : 
That its perusal could have had any other 
effect upon Lamb than that of exciting 
his pity is inconceivable, and to suppose, 
as its erratic authoress did, that it justi- 
fied to him her extravagant demeanour 
where the poet was concerned, is simply 


impossible. Whatever was blameworthy 
in her predilection for Byron or her man- 
ner of evincing it, it was far eclipsed by 
the infatuation and incoherence of ‘‘Calan- 
tha;’’ while the incidents of fashionable 
dissipation are thrown into the shade by 
a grotesque combination of foppery and 
Whiteboyism. It was not surprising that 
all who felt concerned for her reputation 
and welfare should have concurred to de- 
preciate the notion of her again trying her 
hand in fiction. But ‘‘Glenarvon,’’ in 
spite of its defects, had had a sort of suc- 
cess which makes a publisher ready to ad- 
vise a second venture; and before long 
she was busily engaged in weaving the 
plot of another story, which made its ap- 
pearance in due time. None of 
her compositions attained high commen- 
dation from the critics of the day. 
“‘Glenarvon,’’ ‘‘Graham Hamilton,’’ and 
“« Ada Reis’’ were the only novels acknow!- 
edged as the productions of her pen, 
though others were ascribed to her au- 
thorship. Inthe Annuals are to be found 
not a few stanzas of merit.—TORRENS, 
W. M., 1878, Memoirs of the Right Hon- 
ourable William, Second Viscount Mel- 
bourne, vol. 1, pp. 112, 118. 

“Ada Reis,’’ Lady Caroline’s third, 
sometimes called her best, novel, hap- 
pened, at all events; and a very ‘‘high 
fantastic’? flowery performance it is, 
though exhibiting some power and only 
too muchimagination. The ‘‘Good Spirit’’ 
she afterwards declared was intended for 
Bulwer ; adding, ‘‘I fear he is not so good 
now.’’—MAYER, 8. R. TOWNSHEND, 1878, 
Lady Caroline Lamb, Temple Bar, vol. 58, 
p. 187. 

Except for her romantic attachment to 
the author of ‘‘Childe Harold,’’ who 
seems not only to have impressed her feel- 
ings, but fired her imagination for literary 
work, the world would probably have 
heard little of her in the domain of letters, 
though her name might have survived for 
a generation in the circles of fashionable 
society. But her extraordinary infatua- 
tion for Lord Byron, and the difficulties 
to which it led, together with her sketches 
of his lordship and her confessions, have 
invested her personal history and her lit- 
erary efforts with a singular attractive- 
ness. —SMITH, GEORGE BARNETT, 18838, 
Lady Caroline Lamb, Gentleman’s Maga- 
zine, vol. 255, p. 337. 
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John Gardiner Calkins Brainard 
1796-1828 


A Hartford journalist whose ‘‘Poems’’ were published first in 1825, and reissued as 
‘Literary Remains”’ in 1832 in an enlarged edition, with Memoir by his friend Whittier. 
His verse was temporarily popular, but his chief claim to present remembrance is the 
fine poem beginning, ‘‘I saw two clouds at morning.’’—ADAMs, Oscar Fay, 1897, A 


Dictionary of American Authors, p. 35. 


PERSONAL 

In private life, Brainard was most 
highly esteemed. He was fond of social 
intercourse; and superior powers of con- 
versation, and a fund of cheerful humor, 
often rendered him the delight of the 
circle. His feelings were peculiarly sen- 
sitive-—a circumstance which often proved 
a source of uneasiness to his friends. 
His character through life was marked at 
times by a shade of melancholy, and his 
verse is often imbued with a spirit of 
pleasing sadness. As an editor he 
seemed little better adapted to the rougher 
tasks of political partizanship than to the 
abstractions of law. Aside from a con- 
stitutional aversion to such duties as would 
bring him into a bold and public inter- 
course with his fellow men, he ever mani- 
fested a reluctance to engage in high and 
continued effort. Thus his taste and feel- 
ings inclined him rather to the literary 
than the political department of his paper, 
and in this character consisted its chief 
charm.—EVEREST, CHARLES W., 1843, 
The Poets of Connecticut, p. 261. 

He was a small man, and sensitive on 
that score. His friends noticed the fine 
expression of his countenance when an- 
imated. He was negligent of his dress 
and somewhat abstracted. He wrote 
rapidly, and was ready in conversation, 
with playful repartee. — DUYCKINCK, 
Evert A. AND GEorGE L., 1855-65-75, 
Cyclopedia of American Literature, ed. 
Simons, vol. 1, p. 967. 

GENERAL 

Niagara marks an epoch in my history. 
Its thunders will always rise in my recollec- 
tion when sublimity ismentioned. I have 
said, and like to say little about it, because 
I find all words which J can use utterly in- 
adequate to convey my ideas. Ihave seen 
many drawings and read many descriptions 
of Niagara, but nothing produces any thing 
like the true impression, except a little 
morceau of poetry you once sent me, and 
the description by Howison in a back 


volume of Blackwood. — ALEXANDER, 
JAMES W., 1825, Familiar Letters, May 28. 


He seldom aims at more than he can 
accomplish; the chief misfortune with him 
is, that he should be contented sometimes 
to accomplish so little, and this little in 
so imperfectamanner. That he possesses 
much of the genuine spirit and power of 
poetry, no one can doubt, who reads some 
of the pieces in this volume, yet there are 
others, which, if not absolutely below 
mediocrity, would never be suspected as 
coming from a soil that had been watered 
with Castaliandews. They might pass off 
very well as exercises in rhyme of an in- 
cipient poet, the first efforts at plum- 
ing the wing for a bolder flight, and 
they might hold for a day an honora- 
ble place in the corner of a gazette, but 
to a higher service, or more conspicuous 
station, they could not wisely be called. 
In short, if we take all the author’s com- 
positions in this volume together, nothing 
is more remarkable concerning them than 
their inequality; the high poetical beauty 
andstrength, bothin thought andlanguage, 
of some parts, and the want of good taste 
and the extreme negligence of others. 
as The author will do wisely to for- 
sake his humorous strain, and make poetry 
more of a task, and less ofa pastime, than 
seems to have been his habit. It wasa 
maxim with the ancients, which the 
moderns have never called in question, that 
nothing good is brought to pass without 
labor. No proof exists, that poets are 
exempt from this common fatality of the 
human condition. Mr. Brainard’s graver 
pieces are much superior to his lighter and 
more playful, and his blank verse to his 
rhyme.—SPARKS, JARED, 1825, Brainard’s 
Poems, North American Review, vol. 21, 
pp. 218, 224. 


It [‘‘The Tree Toad’’] seems to have 
been hurriedly constructed, asif its author 
had felt ashamed of his light labor. But 
that in his heart there was a secret exulta- 
tion over these verses for which his reason 
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found it difficult to account, we know; and 
there is not a really imaginative man 
within sound of our voice to-day, who, upon 
perusal of this little ‘‘Tree Toad,”’ will 
not admit it to be one of the truest poems 
ever written by Brainard.—Por, EDGAR 
ALLAN, 1842, Graham’s Magazine, Works, 
eds. Stedman and Woodberry, vol. vu, 
Ds Pallals 

Brainard lacked the mental discipline 
and strong self-command which alone con- 
fer true power. He never could have pro- 
duced a great work. His poems were 
nearly all written during the six years in 
which he edited the Mirror, and they bear 
marks of haste and carelessness, though 
some of them are very beautiful. He 
failed only in his humorous pieces; in all 
the rest his language is appropriate and 
pure, his diction free and harmonious, and 
his sentiments natural and sincere. His 
serious poems are characterized by deep 
feeling and delicate fancy; and if we had 
no records of his history, they would 
show us that he was a man of great gentle- 
ness, simplicity, and purity.—GRISWOLD, 
Rurus W., 1842-46, The Poets and Poetry 
of America, p. 178. 

His genius lay in the amiable walks of 
the belles-lettres, where the delicacy of his 


temperament, the correspondence of the 
sensitive mind to the weak physical frame, 
found its appropriate home and nourish- 
ment. His country needed results of this 
kind more than it did law or politics; and 
in his short life Brainard honored his native 
land. His genius isa flower piucked from 
the banks of the river which he loved, and 
preserved for posterity. — DUYCKINCK, 
Evert A. AND GEORGE L., 1855-65-75, 
Cyclopedia of American Literature, ed. 
Simons, vol. 1, p. 966. 

Another crude Connecticut poet, J. G. C. 
Brainard, was writing hasty lines similarly 
lacking in greatness but similarly marked 
by occasional genuineness. Now the sea- 
bird was his theme. Again, he 
wrote of some local stream, or of the au- 
tumn woods he well knew. Less 
true and more bombastic was Brainard’s 
once famous extemporization on Niagara, 
which he never saw. — RICHARDSON, 
CHARLES F., 1888, American Literature, 
1607-1885, vol. , pp. 31, 32. 

An early friend of Whittier,—died 
young, leaving a few pieces which show 
that his lyrical gift was spontaneous and 
genuine, but had received little cultiva- 
tion. —BEERS, Henry A., 1895, Initial 
Studies in American Letters, p. 182. 


Edward Coate Pinkney 
1802-1828 
Edward Coate Pinkney was born in London in October, 1802, while his father was 


there as United States Commissioner under the Jay treaty. 
Mary’s College, Baltimore, and entered the navy as a midshipman. 
twenty-two he resigned his commission, and studied law. 


He was educated at St. 
But at the age of 
In 1826 he accepted a pro- 


fessorship in the University of Maryland, and in 1827 the editorship of the ‘‘Mary- 


lander,’’ a political journal. 


Ill health soon compelled him to resign the latter, and 


he died on the 11th of April,1828. His only volume was ‘‘Rodolph, and other Poems,”’ 


published anonymously in Baltimore in 1825. 


It is included in Morris and Willis’s 


“‘Mirror Library,’’ with a biographical sketch by William Leggett.—JoHNSON, Rossi- 


TER, 1875, Lattle Classics, Authors, p. 199. 


PERSONAL 


I knew Pinkney slightly. He was a 
very handsome man, punctilious to a 
fault, wayward, and Byronic, chivalrous 
and enthusiastic. Ihave always 
thought him the most original of our 
Poets. —THomas, F. W., 1841, Letter to 
Griswold, Passages from the Correspond- 
ence and other Papers of Rufus W. Gris- 
wold, p. 97. 

GENERAL 

Rich in beauties of a peculiar nat- 

ure, [‘‘Poems’’] and not surpassed by 


productions of a similar character in the 
English language.— LEGGETT, WILLIAM, 
1827, The Mirror. 

‘“‘Rodolph’”’ is his longest work. It 
was first published, anonymously, soon 
after he left the navy, and was probably 
written while he was in the Mediterranean. 
: There is no novelty in the story, 
and not much can be said for its morality. 
: It has more faults than Pinkney’s 
other works; in many passages it is ob- 
scure; its beauty is marred by the use of 
obsolete words; and the author seems to 
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delight in drawing his comparisons from 
the least known portions of ancient 
literature. Some of his lighter pieces 
are very beautiful. ‘‘A Health,’’ ‘‘The 
Picture-Song,’’ and ‘‘A Serenade,’’ have 
not often been equalled. Pink- 
ney’s is the first instance in this country 
in which we have to lament the prostitu- 
tion of true poetical genius to unworthy 
purposes. Pervading much that he wrote 
there is a selfish melancholy and sullen 
pride; dissatisfaction with the present, 
and doubts in regard to the future life. — 
GRiswoLp, Rurus W., 1842-46, The Poets 
and Poetry of America, pp. 231, 232. 

The poem just cited [‘‘A Health’’] is 
especially beautiful; but the poetic eleva- 
tion which it induces we must refer' chiefly 
to our sympathy in the poet’s enthusiasm. 
We pardon his hyperboles for the evident 
earnestness with which they are uttered. 
—Pok, EpGar ALLAN, 1850, The Poetic 
Principle, Works, vol. vi, p. 18. 

The small volume of poems, sufficiently 
large to preserve his memory with all 
generous appreciators of true poetry as 


a writer of exquisite taste and susceptibil- 
ity, appeared in Baltimore in 1825. It 
contained ‘‘Rodolph, a Fragment,’’ which 
had previously been printed anonymously 
for the author’s friends. It is a power- 
ful sketch of a broken life of passion and 
remorse, of a husband slain by the lover 
of his wife, of her early death in a con- 
vent, and of the paramour’s wanderings 
and wild mental anticipations. Thougha 
fragment, wanting in fulness of design and 
the last polish of execution, it is a poem 
of power and mark. There is an occa- 
sional inner music in the lines, demonstra- 
tive of the true poet. The imagery is 
happy and original, evidently derived from 
objects which the writer had seen in the 
impressible youth of his voyages in the 
navy.— DUYCKINCK, EVERT A. AND GEORGE 
L., 1855-65-75, Cyclopedia of American 
Literature, ed. Simons, vol. u, p. 147. 


Trilled his airy love-lyrics like a de- 
scendant of some seventeenth-century 
cavalier.—PANCOAST, HENRY S&., 1898, 
An Introduction to American Literature. 
p. 155. 


Thomas Young 
1773-1829 


Physicist, born of Quaker parentage at Milverton, Somerset, studied medicine at 
London, Hdinburgh, Gottingen, and Cambridge, and started as doctor in London in 
1800, but devoted himself to scientific research, and in 1801 became professor of 


Natural Philosophy to the Royal Institution. 
doctrine of interference, which established the undulatory theory of light. 


His ‘‘Lectures’’ (1807) expounded the 
He was 


secretary to the Royal Society, and did valuable work in insurance, hemodynamics, 
and Egyptology.—PATRICK AND GROOME, eds., 1897, Chambers’s Biographical Dic- 


tionary, p. 991. 
PERSONAL 


Dined at the Atheneum. Hudson Gur- 
ney asked me to dine with him. He was 
low spirited. His friend, Dr. Young, is 
dying. Gurney speaks of him as a very 
great man, the most learned physician and 
greatest mathematician of his age, and 
the first discoverer of the clue to the 
Egyptian hieroglyphics. Calling on him 
a few days ago, Gurney found him busy 
about his Egyptian Dictionary, though 
very ill. He is aware of his state, but 
that makes him most anxious to finish his 
work. ‘‘I would not,’’ he said to Gurney, 
“live a single idle day.’’—-RoBINSON, 
HENRY CRABB, 1829, Diary, April 29, 

Dr. Young was a man, in all the 
relations of life, upright, kind-hearted, 


blameless. His domestic virtues were 
as exemplary as his talents were great. 
He was entirely free from either envy 
or jealousy, and the assistance which 
he gave to others engaged in the same 
lines of research with himself, was constant 
and unbounded. His morality through 
life had been pure, though unostenta- 
tious. His religious sentiments were by 
himself stated to be liberal, though 
orthodox. He had extensively studied 
the Scriptures, of which the precepts 
were deeply impressed upon his mind 
from his earliest years; and he evi- 
denced the faith which he professed, in 
an unbending course of usefulness and 
rectitude.—GuRNEY, Hupson, 1831, Mem- 
oir of the Life of Thomas Young. 
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SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF 
THOMAS YOUNG, M. D., 
FELLOW AND FOREIGN SECRETARY OF THE 
ROYAL SOCIETY, 

MEMBER OF THE NATIONAL INSTITUTE OF 
FRANCE: 

A MAN ALIKE EMINENT 
IN ALMOST EVERY DEPARTMENT OF HUMAN 
LEARNING. 

PATIENT OF UNINTERMITTED LABOUR, 
ENDOWED WITH THE FACULTY OF INTUITIVE 
PERCEPTION, 

WHO, BRINGING AN EQUAL MASTERY 
TO THE MOST ABSTRUSE INVESTIGATIONS 
OF LETTERS AND OF SCIENCE, 
FIRST ESTABLISHED THE UNDULATORY 
THEORY OF LIGHT, 

AND FIRST PENETRATED THE OBSCURITY 
WHICH HAD VEILED FOR AGES 
THE HIEROGLYPHICS OF EGYPT. 


endeared to his friends by his domestic vir- 


tues, 
honoured by the world for his unrivalled 
acquirements, 
he died in the hopes of the resurrection of 
the just. 


Born at Milverton, in Somersetshire, 
June 13th, 17738; 
Died in Park Square, London, May 10th, 1829, 
In the 56th year of his age. 
— GURNEY, Hupson, Inscription under 
Chantrey’s Medallion, Westminster Abbey. 


I have not dwelt too long on the task 
imposed on me, if I have brought out, as 
I wished to do, the importance and novelty 
of .the admirable law of interferences. 
Young is now placed before your eyes as 
one of the most illustrious men of science 
in whom England may justly take pride. 
Your thoughts, anticipating my words, 
may perhaps receive already, in the recital 
of the just honours shown to the au- 
thor of so beautiful a discovery, the per- 
oration of this historical notice. These 
anticipations, I regret to say, will not be 
realized. The death of Young has in his 
own country created very little sensation. 
The doors of Westminster Abbey, so easily 
accessible to titled mediocrity, remained 
shut upon a man of genius, who was not 
even a baronet. It was in the village of 
Farnborough, in the modest tomb of the 
family of his wife, that the remains of 
Thomas Young were deposited. The in- 
difference of the English nation for those 
scientific labours which ought to add so 
much to its glory, is a rare anomaly, of 
which it would be curious to trace the 


causes. I should be wanting in frank: 
ness, I should be the panegyrist, not the 
historian, if I did not avow, that in gen- 
eral Young did not sufficiently accommo- 
date himself to the capacity of his readers; 
that the greater part of the writings for 
which the sciences are indebted to him, 
are justly chargeable with a certain ob- 
scurity.—ARAGO, FRANCOIS, 1832, Thomas 
Young, Biographies of Distinguished Scien- 
tific Men, vol. i, p. 340. 

Although Westminster Abbey does not 
hold his dust, Dean Buckland allowed 
Young’s devoted widow to place within its 
famous walls a profile medallion of him 
executed by Chantrey, and beneath it a 
slab containing an inscription written by 
his life-long friend Hudson Gurney. 
When we consider the grandeur of his 
genius, the multifarious greatness of his 
works, the simplicity and sublimity of his 
character, we are amazed at the indiffer- 
ence of mankind, which has suffered his 
name to rest in comparative obscurity.— 
MILBURN, WILLIAM HENRY, 1890, Thomas 
Young, Harper’s Magazine, vol. 80, p. 679. 


GENERAL 


Such is the beautiful theory of Fresnel 
and Young; for we must not, in our re- 
gard for one great name, forget the jus- 
tice which is due to the other; and to 
separate them and assign to each his share 
would be as impracticable as invidious, so 
intimately are they blended together 
throughout every part of this system,— 
early, acute, and pregnant suggestion 
characterizing the one, and maturity of 
thought, fullness of systematic develop- 
ment and decisive experimental] illustra- 
tion equally distinguishing the other.— 
HERSCHEL, SIR JOHN, 1827, Peacock’s Life 
of Young, p. 397. 


At the mention of Dr. Young’s name 
the historian must pause. None of our 
countrymen has approached more nearly 
the character of the celebrated Dr. Brook 
Taylor. Possessing the same ingenuity, 
extensive learning, varied accomplish- 
ments, and profound science, he combined 
likewise a concise, hard, and sometimes 
obscure, mode of stating his reasonings 
and calculations. —LESLIE, SIR JOHN, 1858, 
Fifth Preliminary Dissertation, Encyclo- 
pedia Britannica, Highth ed. 

It may safely be affirmed that no philol- 
oger ever before made such a discovery 
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in science as the law of interference, and 
that no natural philosopher ever made 
such a step in the interpretation of a lost 
tongue as the formation (up to a certain 
point) of an Egyptian alphabet. We can- 
not close this imperfect sketch of one of 
the greatest ornaments of our age and 
nation, without adding that in private life 
Dr. Young was exemplary, endued with 
warm affections, philosophic moderation, 
and high moral and religious principles. 
: Dr. Young’s philosophical char- 
acter approached in many important par- 
ticulars to that of Newton. With much of 
the inventive fire of Davy and of the rea- 
soning sagacity of Wollaston, he combined 
an amount of acquired learning, and a 
versatility in its application, far superior 
to both.—Forses, J. D., 1858, Siath 
Preliminary Dissertation, Encyclopedia 
Britannica, Highth ed. 


Young’s own style of writing, if not 
idiomatic, was singularly pure: he had 
studied very carefully the principles of 
grammar, and one of his earliest essays in 
the Leptologist was in illustration of them: 
his sentences are usually short: he 
chooses the most simple words which will 
express his meaning: he rarely attempts 
to form carefully balanced periods, and 
never resorts to figurative expressions 
when those which are direct and imme- 
diate will answer his purpose: he was as 
little disposed to admire and imitate the 
poetical prose of Schiller in history as of 
Davy in philosophy, and was apt to regard 
them both as almost equally misplaced. 
: If werefer to his other scientific 
works, embracing so wide a range of sub- 
jects, and some of them—more especially 
his essays on the tides and the cohesion of 
fluids—so remarkable for the boldness and 
originality of their treatment, we shall 
find that they were rarely read and never 
appreciated by his contemporaries, and 
even now are neither sufficiently known 
nor adequately valued: whilst if justice 
was awarded more promptly and in more 
liberal measure by his own countrymen to 
his hieroglyphical labours, these also were 
singularly unfortunate, as far as concerned 
the general diffusion of his fame, by com- 
ing into collision with adverse claims 
which were most unfairly and unscrupu- 
lously urged in his own age, and not much 
less so by some distinguished writers in 
very recent times. The great variety also 


of his titles- to commemoration as a clas- 
sical scholar and archeologist, a medical 
writer, an optician, a mathematician, or 
a physical philosopher, increases the diffi- 
culty of judging his relative rank amongst 
men of celebrity, whether they were his 
contemporaries or not: for the position 
which he might not venture to claim in 
virtue of his contributions to any single 
department of human knowledge, might 
be readily conceded to him when his com- 
bined labours were taken into considera- 
tion.— PEACOCK, GEORGE, 1855, Life of 
Thomas Young, pp. 467, 472. 

There is, perhaps, no name contempo- 
rary with that of Dr. Young, which will 
hold a higher place in the annals of Brit- 
ish science and literature. In the various 
fields of natural philosophy, medicine, 
and archeology, he acquired a high repu- 
tation; and if he had devoted all his fac- 
ulties to any one of these departments of 
knowledge, he would doubtless have at- 
tained to a still higher place in the temple 
of science. Atanearly period of his life 
Dr. Young was an accurate classical 
scholar. He was perfectly familiar with 
the principal languages of Europe. He 
was well versed in mathematics, and al- 
most every department of natural philos- 
ophy and natural history. His knowledge 
of medicine and anatomy was profound, 
and he possessed a very unusual share of 
those personal and ornamental accomplish- 
ments which are so highly valued in the 
intercourse of society.—BREWSTER, SIR 
Davin, 1855, Dr. Peacock’s Life of Dr. 
Thomas Young, North British Review, vol. 
23, p, 481. 

The most clear-thinking and far-seeing 
mechanical philosopher of the nineteenth 
century, and one of its most accomplished 
and profound scholars. Some 
of the merits of his works have already 
been mentioned; but it may be added that 
they are remarkable above all for their 
highly philosophical spirit, and in partic- 
ular by the constancy with which they keep 
in view the distinction between beings and 
actions, —a distinction so often lost sight 
of in crude theories of physics. —RANKINE, 
W. J. M., 1866, Imperial Dictionary of 
Universal Biography, vol. v1, p. 1409. 

He was, in short, one of those rare 
phenomena that disturb from time to time 
the speculations of theorists upon the lim- 
ited range of the human intellect. —Hart, 
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JOHN S., 1872, A Manual of English Lit- 
erature, p. 563. 

Young lectured for two years at the 
Royal Institution, and he afterwards threw 
the lectures into a permanent form ina 
quarto volume of 750 pages, with 40 
plates, and nearly 600 figures and maps. 
He also produced at the same time a sec- 
ond volume of the same magnitude, em- 
bracing his optical and other memoirs, 
and a most elaborate classed catalogue of 
works and papers, accompanied by notes, 
extracts, and calculations. For this co- 
lossal work Young was to receive 1,000l. 
His publisher however became bankrupt, 
and he never touched the money. His 
lectures constitute a monument of Young’s 
power almost equal to that of his original 
memoirs. They are replete with profound 
reflections and suggestions. In his eighth 
lecture, on ‘‘Collision,’’ the term energy, 
now in such constant use, was first intro- 
duced and defined. By it he was able to 
avoid, and enable us to avoid, the confu- 
sion which had crept into scientific litera- 
ture by the incautious employment of the 
word force. Further, the theory now 
known as the Young-Helmholtz theory, 
which refers all the sensations of colour 
to three primary sensations—red, green, 
and violet—was clearly enunciated by 
Young in. his thirty-seventh lecture, on 
““Physical Optics.’’ His views of the 
nature of heat were original and correct. 

faa Young’ s essay on the ‘‘Cohesion 
of Fluids’’ is to be ranked amongst the 
most important and difficult of his labours. 
—TYNDALL, JOHN, 1886, New Fragments, 
pp. 277, 278. 

May be styled, without exaggeration, 
the most learned, profound, variously ac- 
complished scholar and man of science 
that has appeared in our age—perhaps in 
any age. As a physician, a lin- 
guist, an archeologist, a mathematician, 
scholar, and philosopher in their most diffi- 
cult and abstruse investigations, Thomas 
Young has added to almost every depart- 
ment of human knowledge that which will 
be remembered to after-times. —MILBURN, 
WILLIAM Henry, 1890, Thomas Young, 
Harper’s Magazine, vol. 80, pp. 670, 679. 

The remarkable fact that Young, of 
whom Helmholtz says(Vortrage und Reden, 
vol. i, p. 279) that he came a generation 
too soon, remained scientifically unrecog- 
nised and popularly almost unknown to his 


countrymen, has been explained by his 
unfortunate manner of expression and the 
peculiar channels through which his 
labours were announced to the world. 
His frequently unintelligible style, his ob- 
scure and inelegant mathematics, the 
habitual incognito which he preserved, his 
modesty in replying to attacks, and his 
general want of method in enunciating his 
ideas, contrast very markedly with the 
writings of some of his rivals, especially 
in France, where the qualities of style, 
method, and elegance were highly devel- 
oped, and where recognised organs existed 
for the publication of works of genius. 
The historian of thought, however, must 
not omit to state that several great names 
contributed, by the authority they com- 
manded, to oppose Young’s claims to orig- 
inality and renown.—MkrRz, JOHN THEO- 
DORE, 1896, A History of European 
Thought in the Nineteenth Century, vol. 1. 


Young has been justly called ‘‘the 
founder of physiological optics.’”’ He was 
the first to prove conclusively that the ac- 
commodation of the eye for vision at dif- 
ferent distances was due to change of cur- 
vature of the crystalline lens. His opinion 
that the lens itself was muscular has, 
however, not been confirmed by more re- 
cent work. His memoir ‘‘On the Mech- 
anism of the Kye’’ contained the first de- 
scription and measurement of astigma- 
tism, and a table of optical constants of 
the eye in close agreement with modern 
determinations. He first explained colour 
sensation as due to the presence in the 
retina of structures which respond to the 
three colours, red, green, and violet re- 
spectively, and colour blindness as due to 
the inability of one or more of these 
structures to respond normally to stimu- 
lus. Young’s theory has been supported 
and extended by Helmholtz; and although a 
rival theory due to Hering is regarded 
with favour by many physiologists, there 
are phenomena unfavourable to the theory. 
Of other contributions connected with his 
profession two of the most noteworthy are 
the Croonian lecture to the Royal Society 
“‘On the Functions of the Heart and Ar- 
teries,’’ in which the laws regulating the 
flow of blood through the body are clearly 
stated, and its predecessor, ‘‘Hydraulic 
Investigations,’? on which it depends. — 
Less, C. H., 1900, Dictionary of National 
Biography, vol. LX, p. 395. 
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Sir Humphry Davy 
1778-1829 


Born at Penzance, Cornwall, England, Dec. 17, 1778; died at Geneva, May 29, 
1829. A celebrated English chemist. He was the son of a woodcarver at Penzance, 
studied at the Penzance grammar-school, and finished his education under the Rev. 
Dr. Cardew at Truro. In 1795 he was apprenticed to John Bingham Borlase, a prom- 
inent surgeon at Penzance. He was appointed an assistant in the laboratory of 
Beddoe’s Pneumatic Institution at Bristol in 1798; became assistant lecturer in 
chemistry at the Royal Institution, London, in 1801; was promoted professor in 1802; 
was made director of the laboratory in 1805; discovered the decomposition of the fixed 
alkalis in 1807; was knighted in 1812; resigned his professorship at the Royal Insti- 
tution in 1813; invented the safety-lamp in 1815; was created a baronet in 1818; 
and was elected as president of the Royal Society in 1820. His chief works are 
“‘Blements of Chemical Philosophy’’ (1812), and ‘‘ Elements of Agricultural Chemistry”’ 
(1813).—Smitu, BENJAMIN E., ed., 1894-97, The Century Cyclopedia of Names, p. 312. 


PERSONAL 


I have been once to the Royal Institu- 
tion, and heard Davy lecture on animal 
substances to a mixed and large assembly 
of both sexes to the number, perhaps, of 
three hundred or more. It is a curious 
scene; the reflections it excites are of an 
ambiguous nature; for the prospect of 
possible good is mingled with the observa- 
tion of much actual folly. The audience 
is assembled by the influence of fashion 
merely; and fashion and chemistry form 
a very incongruous union. At the same 
time, it is a trophy to the sciences; one 
great advance is made towards the asso- 
ciation of female with masculine minds in 
the pursuit of useful knowledge; and 
another domain of pleasing and liberal in- 
quiry is included within the range of pol- 
ished conversation. Davy’s style of lec- 
turing is much in favour of himself, though 
not, perhaps, entirely suited to the place; 
it has rather a little awkwardness, but it 
is that air which bespeaks real modesty 
and good sense; he is only awkward be- 
cause he cannot condescend to assume 
that theatrical quackery of manner, which 
might have a moreimposing effect. This 
was my impression from his lecture. I 
have since (April 2nd) met Davy in com- 
pany, and was much pleased with him; a 
great softness and propriety of manner, 
which might be cultivated into elegance; 
his physiognomy struck me as being supe- 
rior to what the science of chemistry, on 
its present plan, can afford exercise for; 
I fancied to discover in it the lineaments 
of poetical feeling.—HorNER, FRANCIS, 
1802, Journal; Memoirs and Correspond- 
ence, vol. I, p. 182. 


I breakfasted this morning with Sir 


Humphry Davy, of whom we have heard 
so much in America. He is now about 
thirty-three, but with all the freshness 
and bloom of five-and-twenty, and one of 
the handsomest men I have seen in Eng- 
land. He has a great deal of vivacity, — 
talks rapidly, though with great precision, 
—and is so much interested in conversa- 
tion, that his excitement amcunts to ner- 
vous impatience, and keeps him in con- 
stant motion. He has just returned from 
Italy, and delights to talk of it,—thinks 
it, next to England, the finest country in 
the world, and the society of Rome sur- 
passed only by that of London, and says 
he should not die contented without going 
there again. It seemed singular that his 
taste in this should be so acute, when his 
professional eminence is in a province so 
different and remote; but I was much more 
surprised when I found that the first 
chemist of his time was a_ professed 
angler; and that he thinks, if he were 
obliged to renounce fishing or philosophy, 
that he should find the struggle of his 
choice pretty severe. —TICKNOR, GEORGE, 
1815, Journal, June 13; Life, Letters and 
Journals, vol. 1, p. 57. 


After having introduced your safety 
lamp into general use in all the collieries 
under my direction, where inflammable air 
prevails, and after using them daily in 
every variety of explosive mixture, for 
upwards of three months, I feel the high- 
est possible gratification in stating to you 
that they have answered to my entire sat- 
isfaction. The safety of the lamps is so 
easily proved by taking them into any part 
of a mine charged with fire-damp, and all 
the explosive gradations of that danger- 
ous element are so easily and satisfactorily 
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ascertained by their application, as to 
strike the minds of the most prejudiced 
with the strongest conviction of their 
high utility; and our colliers have adopted 
them with the greatest eagerness. Be- 
sides the facilities afforded by this inven- 
tion to the working of coal mines abound- 
ing in fire-damp, it has enabled the direct- 
ors and superintendents to ascertain, 
with the utmost precision and expedition, 
both the presence, the quantity, and the 
correct situation of the gas. Instead of 
creeping inch by inch with a candle, as is 
usual, along the galleries of a mine sus- 
pected to contain fire-damp, in order to 
ascertain its presence, we walk firmly in 
with the safe lamps, and with the utmost 
confidence prove the actual state of the 
mine. By observing attentively the sev- 
eral appearances upon the flame of the 
lamp, in an examination of this kind, the 
cause of accidents which have happened 
to the most experienced and cautious 
miners is completely developed; and this 
has been, in a great measure, matter of 
mere conjecture.—BUDDLE, JOHN, 1816, 
Report of Superintendent of Walls End 
Colliery, June 1. 

Dr. Paris gave us the history of Sir 
Humphry Davy. His father, a carver of 
wooden chimney-pieces: Davy put ap- 
prentice to an apothecary; sent away be- 
cause he blew the apothecary’s garret 
window out with a clyster pipe that he 
had charged with gas. Davy’s discovery 
of the decomposition of alkalis ought, he 
said, to immortalise him. Had broached 
the theory a year before, and people cav- 
illed at it; but, at last, he applied it to 
this great discovery.—MoorE, THOMas, 
1828, Diary, Feb. 15; Memoirs, Journal 
and Correspondence, ed. Fussell, vol. V, 
p. 263. 

Hic jacet 
HUMPHRY DAVY 

Eques Magne Britanniz Baronetus 

Olim Regize Societ, Londin Przeses 
Summus Arcanorum Nature Indagator 

Natus Penzantize Cornubiensum XVII 
Decemb. MDCCLXXVIIL 
Obiit Genevee Helvetiorum XXIX Mai 
MDCCCXXIX 
—IJNSCRIPTION ON MONUMENT, 1829, Plain 
Palais Cemetery, Geneva. 

A long discussion after breakfast about 

the necessity of one’s husband being 


clever. Ma foi je n’en vois pas la néces- 
sité. People don’t want to be entertain- 
ing each other all day long; very clever 
men don’t grow on every bush, and mid- 
dling clever men don’t amount to any- 
thing. I think I should like to have mar- 
ried Sir Humphry Davy. —KeEmBLgE, FRAN- 
CES ANN, 1882, Records of a Girlood, p.498. 


He was of middle stature, about five 
feet seven inches high; but appeared 
shorter, perhaps from the just proportions 
and symmetry of his make. His hands 
and feet were small, and his bones in gen- 
eral small; but his muscles were compara- 
tively large, especially of the lower ex- 
tremities, in consequence of which he was 
well adapted for those exercises and sports 
of the field and river in which he delighted. 
He could walk well and bear fatigue for 
a long time; his armsand shoulders were, 
he used to say, less able than his legs; yet 
their strength was perfectly adequate to 
the management of the salmon rod, and 
the laborious amusement of salmon fishing ; 
and there were few anglers who could 
throw the fly further on the water, or with 
greater steadiness and delicate precision; 
and he was quick in the use of his gun, 
and amongst good shots a very tolerable 
one, especially in that kind of shooting 
which requires an active hand and eye, as 
snipe shooting. His neck was 
rather long and slender: his head was 
rather small, its surface smooth and 
rounded, without any striking protuber- 
ances; the occipital part was small, the 
forehead ample and elevated, and very 
beautifully rising, wide and gently arched. 
His face was oval and rather small; but, 
owing to the expansion of forehead, not 
apparently so. His features were not per- 
fectly regular; the nose aquiline, and 
broad at its base; the mouth rather large, 
the under lip prominent and full; the teeth 
not large, but irregular; his eyes were 
light hazel, and well formed; his hair and 
evebrows were also light brown; the latter 
were scanty, the former abundant, and 
very fine and glossy, with a tendency to 
curl. [remember once a gentleman speak- 
ing to me about it, and expressing his 
admiration of its quality, very much in the 
manner he might use in speaking of a 
lady’s hair. His skin was delicate, and 
his complexion fair, with a good deal of 
colour. His countenance was very express- 
ive, and responsive to the feelings of his 
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mind; and when these were agreeable, it 
was eminently pleasing, I might say beauti- 
ful, for his smile was so; and his eyes 
were wonderfully bright, and seemed 
almost to emit a soft light when animated. 
His voice was full-toned and melodious, 
with something in it which impressed his 
hearers, and made it remembered. 

His temperament was what is commonly 
called the sanguine, in which there is a 
tendency to excess of sensibility and 
irritability, and of vital action, combined 
with corresponding activity of mind, and 
a certain warmth and impetuosity of 
temper.—Davy, JOHN, 1836, Memoirs of 
the Life of Sir Humphry Davy, vol. U, 
pp. 385, 386, 388. 

I was much struck with the intellectual 
character of his face. His eye was pierc- 
ing, and when not engaged in converse, 
was remarkably introverted, amounting to 
absence, as though his mind had been 
pursuing some severe trains of thought 
scarcely to be interrupted by external 
objects; and, from the first interview 
also, his ingenuousness impressed me as 
much as his mental superiority.—CorTtLe, 
Amos, 1837, Reminiscences of Coleridge and 
Southey, p. 198. 


Of all eminent persons whom I have 
ever seen even by a casual glimpse—was 
the most agreeable to know on the terms 
of a slight acquaintance. 
must say that nowhere, before or since, 
have I seen a man who had so felicitously 
caught the fascinating tone of high-bred 
urbanity which distinguishes the best part 
of the British nobility. Davy was 
not a favorite with Coleridge; and yet 
Coleridge, who grasped the whole phi- 
losophy of Chemistry perhaps better than 
any man except Schelling, admired him, 
and praised him much; and often he went 
so far as to say that he might have been 
a great poet, which perhaps few people 
will be disposed to think, from the speci- 
mens he has left in the Bristol Anthology. 

. Davy was then supposed to be 
making a fortune by some manufactory 
of gunpowder, from which he drew a 
large share of profit, not for capital con- 
tributed, or not for that originally, but 
for chemical secrets communicated. Soon 
afterwards, he married a widow with a 
very large income (as much as £4000 a 
year by common report) ; was made a bar- 
onet; was crowned with the laureateship 


of science, viz., the President’s chair in the 
London Royal Society ; withdrew in con- 
sequence from further lecturing in kid 
gloves of any color; drank moderately, as 
a man of elegant ‘tastes, of the cup of 
human enjoyment; throve into a prosper- 
ous leader of acircle; sickened; travelled 
for health, unavailingly for himself, not 
altogether for others; died; and left a 
name which, from the necessity of things, 
must grow fainter in its impression under 
each revolving sun, but which, at one 
time, was by much the most resounding 
name—the most splendid in the estimate 
of the laity, if not of the clerus in science 
—which has arisen since the days of New- 
ton.—DE QUINCEY, THOMAS, 1853, Liter- 
ary Reminiscences, vol. 1, ch. ii, pp. 39, 
48, 50 

The care with which Faraday has pre- 
served every note-book and manuscript of 
Davy’s at the Royal Institution, the re- 
marks regarding Davy, in his letters, the 
earnestness of his praise of Davy’s scien- 
tific work, show that he fully acknowl- 
edged all the debt which he owed to his 
master. But, with all his genius, Davy 
was hurt by his own great success. He 
had very little self-control, and but little 
method and order. He gave Faraday 
every opportunity of studying the exam- 
ple which was set before him during the 
journey abroad, and during their constant 
intercourse in the laboratory of the Royal 
Institution; and Faraday has been known 
to say that the greatest of all his great ad- 
vantages was that he had a model to teach 
him what he should avoid.—JoNEs, BENCE, 
1869, The Life and Letters of Faraday, 
vol. I, p. 210. 

Personally he was a somewhat vain and 
irritable man, whom early success had 
made haughty to his inferiors. Indeed, 
in the recollections of Faraday, who asa 
young man attended upon him in his trav- 
els, we have a rather disagreeable picture 
of the savant who had forgotten the ‘‘pit 
out of which he was digged.’’ He was 
not very popular among his colleagues, as 
he was regardless of minor etiquette, and 
had in consequence to bear the chagrin of 
frequent snubs, such as the refusal of the 
ribbon of the bath, which he fully ex- 
pected. Yet those who knew him best 
have attributed his haughty consciousness 
of superiority not so much to his arro- 
gance as to his timidity, his dread of being 
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patronised as a parvenu.—BROWN, ROBERT, 
1887, Celebrities of the Century, ed. San- 
ders, p. 324. 

The love of angling amounted to a pas- 
sion with him; and he told Ticknor that 
he thought ifthe were obliged to renounce 
either fishing or philosophy he should find 
the struggle of his choice pretty severe. 
Whenever he could escape from town he 
would hie him to some favorite stream 
and spend the day in the practice of his 
beloved art. He was known to have posted 
a couple of hundred miles for the sake of 
a day’s fishing, and to have returned con- 
tented, although he had never a rise. 
When confined to Albermarle Street, and 
chafing at his inability to get away, he 
would sometimes turn over the leaves of 
his fly-book and derive much consolation 
from the sight of his hackles and harles, 
his green-tails, dun cuts, red spinners, 
and all the rest of the deadly parapher- 
nalia associated in his mind with the 
memories of pleasant days and exciting 
combats. -He greatly prided himself on 
his skill, and his friends were often 
secretly amused to notice his ill-concealed 
chagrin when a brother-angler outvied him 
in the day’s catch or in the narration of 
some piscatorial triumph. They were 
amused, too, at the costume which he was 
wont to don on such occasions—his broad- 
brimmed, low-crowned hat, lined with 
green and garnished with flies; his grey- 
green jacket, with a multitude of pockets 
for the various articles of his angling 
gear ; his wading-boots and knee-caps—all 
made up an attire as original as it was 
picturesque. In these fishing expeditions 
he enjoyed some of the happiest hours of 
his life; at such times he threw off his 
eares and annoyances; he was cheerful 
even to hilarity, and never was his conver- 
sation more sprightly or more entertain- 
ing.—THorPE, T. E., 1896, Humphry 
Davy, Poet and Philosopher, p. 229. 

GENERAL 

Yet how very few are there whom I es- 
teem and (pardon me for this seeming 
deviation from the language of friendship) 
admire equally with yourself. It is in- 
deed, and has long been, my settled per- 
suasion, that of all men known tome I 
could not justly equal any one to you, 
combining in one view powers of intellect, 
and the steady moral exertion of them to 
the production of direct and indirect 


good. —-COLERIDGE, SAMUEL TAYLOR, 1807, 
To Sir H. Davy, Sept. 11; Letters, ed. Cole- 
ridge, vol. I, p. 514. 

This is a book [‘‘Salmonia’’] on a very 
delightful subject, by a very distinguished 
man. But although it is occasionally 
rather a pleasant book than otherwise, it 
is not by any means worthy either of the 
subject or the man—the one being Ang- 
ling, and the other Sir Humphry Davy. 
—WILSON, JOHN, 1828, Salmonia, Black- 
wood’s Magazine, vol. 24, p. 248. 

We are informed in the preface, that 
many months of severe and dangerous ill- 
ness have been partially occupied and 
amused by the present treatise, when the 
author was incapable of attending to more 
useful or more serious pursuits. While 
we regret that the current of scientific 
investigation, which has led to such bril- 
liant results, should be, for a moment, in- 
terrupted, we have here an example, and 
a pleasing one, that the lightest pursuits 
of such a man as our angler—nay, the 
productions of those languid hours, in 
which lassitude succeeds to pain, are 
more interesting and instructive than the 
exertion of the talents of others whose 
mind and body are in the fullest vigour— 
illustrating the scriptural expression that 
the gleaning of the grapes of Ephraim are 
better than the vintage of Abiezer.— 
Scott, Sir WALTER, 1828, Salmonia, 
Quarterly Review, vol. 38, p. 508. 

Davy was imbued with the spirit, and 
was a master of the practice, of the in- 
ductive logic; and he has left us some of 
the noblest examples of the efficacy of 
that great instrument of human reason in 
the discovery of truth. He applied it not 
only to connect classes of facts of more 
limited extent and importance but to de- 
velop great and comprehensive laws, 
which embrace phenomena that are almost 
universal to the natural world. In ex- 
plaining these laws, he cast upon them 
the illuminations of his own clear and 
vivid conceptions ;—he felt an intense ad- 
miration of the beauty, order and har- 
mony which are conspicuous in the perfect 
chemistry of Nature:—and he expressed 
these feelings with a force of eloquence 
which could issue only from a mind of the 
highest powers and of the finest sensibili- 
ties. HENRY, WILLIAM, 1830? Elements 
of Chemistry, Preface. 

I was by no means in the same relation 
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as to scientific communication with Sir 
Humphry Davy after I became a Fel- 
low of the Royal Society as before that 
period; but whenever I have ventured to 
follow in the path which Sir Humphry 
Davy has trod, I have done ‘so with respect 
and with the highest admiration of his 
talents; and nothing gave me more pleas- 
ure, inrelation to my last published paper, 
the eighth series (of ‘‘Experimental Re- 
searches’’), than the thought that, whilst 
I was helping to elucidate a still obscure 
branch of science, I was able to support 
the views advanced twenty-eight years 
ago, and for the first time, by our great 
philosopher.—FARADAY, MICHAEL, 1835, 
Life and Letters, ed. Jones, vol. 1, p. 353. 


The book [‘‘Hlements of Agricultural 
Chemistry’’] enjoyed some little popular- 
ity; but scarcely added anything to our 
previous stock of knowledge. It was 
hailed as a grand beginning; but nearly 
half a century has not shown any advance- 
ment. And this deficiency may not be 
owing to any lack of exertion, or remiss- 
ness in using and connecting the knowl- 
edge that exists on both sides; but from 
the impossible nature of the enjoyment 
that has been projected. Agriculture and 
chemistry are connected in the single 
article of manures only; the other uses 
are very widely different.—DONALDSON, 
JOHN, 1854, Agricultural Biography. 

Of Davy, it has been said that he was 
born a poet and became a chemist by acci- 
dent. It was indeed a happy accident 
which gave to the sciences a man who 
united so many qualifications to adorn them 
—great skill and promptitude in perform- 
ing, varying and devising, experiments; 
great speculative boldness tempered by 
the true spirit of inductive philosophy, and 
united to a power of exposition both as a 
lecturer and a writer which has rarely been 
equalled, unless by the eminent chemist, 
who, once his pupil, has since succeeded 
to his office and his honours.—PEACOCK, 


GEORGE, 1855, Life of Thomas Young, 
gy 470. 

Whoever has perused the history of his 
great exploits in science, with a due 
knowledge of the subject, has already dis- 
cerned his place, highest among all the 
great discoverers of his time. Even he 
who has little acquaintance with the sub- 
jects of his labours may easily perceive 
how brilliant a reputation he must have 
enjoyed, and how justly ; while he who can 
draw no such inference from the facts 
would fail to obtain any knowledge of 
Davy’s excellence from all the panegyrics 
with which general description could en- 
circle his name.—BROUGHAM, HENRY 
LorbD, 1855, Lives of Philosophers of the 
Time of George III, p. 122. 

Much has been said of Davy as a poet, 
and Paris somewhat hastily says that his 
verses ‘‘bear the stamp of lofty genius.’’ 
His first production preserved bears the 
date 1795. It is entitled ‘‘The Sons of 
Gehius,’’ and is marked by the usual im- 
maturity of youth. The poems, produced 
in the following years, especially those 
“‘On the Mount’s Bay’’ and ‘‘St. Michael’s 
Mount,’’ are pleasingly descriptive verses, 
showing sensibility, but no true poetic 
imagination.—HuNT, ROBERT, 1888, Dic- 
tionary of National Biography, vol. xiv, 
p. 187. 

On the whole, however, Davy is most 
interesting as a member of the school of 
scientific writers who came between those 
of the eighteenth century proper, and those 
wholly of the nineteenth—the former, men 
of letters whose subject was ‘‘natural 
philosophy,’’ the latter, men of science 
who only in rare instances pay deliberate 
attention to literary cultivation and form. 
His own attention to and achievement in 
these were more than respectable, and he 
added to these good taste, and a pleasant, 
if rather thin, humour.—SAINTSBURY, 
GEORGE, 1896, English Prose, ed. Craik, 
vol. V, p. 156. 


John Jay 
1745-1829 


American statesman and jurist, born in New York, was admitted to the bar in 1768. 
Klected to the Continental gongress in 1774 and 1775, he drafted the constitution of 
New York state in 1777, of which he was appointed Chief-justice ; was elected presi- 
dent of congress in 1778; and in 1779 was sent as minister to Spain. From 1782 he was 
one of the most influential of the peace commissioners. In 1784-89 he was Secretary 
for Foreign Affairs, and ere long became Chief-justice of the supreme court. In 
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1794 he concluded with Lord Grenville the convention known as ‘‘Jay’s treaty,’’ which, 
though favourable to the United States, was denounced by the Democrats as a betrayal 


of France. 


_Jay was governor of New York from 1795 to 1801. 
(1833) by his son, William Jay (1789-1858), a notable anti-slavery leader. 


There is a Life 
See also 


his “Writings and Correspondence,’’ ed. by Prof. Johnston (4 vols. 1890-98,) and 
Lives by Whitlock (1887) and Pellew (1890).—Patrick AND GRooME, eds., 1897, 


Chambers’s Biographical Dictionary, p. 530. 


PERSONAL 

The venerable, the patriotic, the vir- 
tuous John Jay, died on Tuesday last, at 
his seat, Bedford, Westchester County, in 
the eighty-fourth year of hisage. The 
Supreme Court (which is now in session) 
adjourned at its hour of opening, as did the 
other courts now sitting. This delicate 
mark of respect was alike honourable to 
the feelings of the gentlemen constituting 
the several courts, as reverential to the 
memory of the illustrious deceased.— 
Hone, Puiuip, 1829, Diary, May 19, ed. 
Tuckerman, vol.1, p. 10. 


The general learning and ability, and 
especially the prudence, the mildness, and 
the firmness of his character, eminently 
fitted Mr. Jay to be the head of such a 
court. When the spotless ermine of the 
judicial robe fell on John Jay, it touched 
nothing less spotless than itself.—WrEb- 
STER, DANIEL, 1831, Speech at Public Din- 
ner at New York, March 10. 


A distinguishing trait in Mr. Jay’s char- 
acter was modesty; not an affectation of 
inferiority to others, or a distrust of his 
own powers, but ‘a total absence of all 
endeavour to attract admiration. He 
assumed no importance, claimed no defer- 
ence, and boasted of nomerit. Extraordi- 
nary as it may seem, a stranger might have 
resided with him for months together, 
without discovering from his conversation 
that he had ever been emvloyed in the ser- 
vice of his country. _Whenever the im- 
portant scenes in which he had been en- 
gaged were alluded to, he changed the con- 
yersation as quickly as politeness would 
permit. It was with difficulty that even 
his own children could occasionally induce 
him to converse on theseinteresting topics. 
Yet he cheerfully took his part in general 
conversation, enlivening it with anecdotes, 
anda wit which amused without wounding. 
He was fond of conversing on religious sub- 
jects, and particularly on biblical criticism, 
but it was the expression of opinions, not 
of feelings,in which heindulged. He had 
had full experience of the pleasures and 


the pains of public life, and his advice to 
his sons was, never to accept an office, ex- 
cept from a conviction of duty.—Jay, 
WILLIAM, 1833, The Life of John Jay, vol. 
I, p. 462. 


Jay was decidedly an able man—a man 
of extensive attainments and erudition— 
a vigorous writer, and a sound thinker. 
Hewas more—he had a healthy, temperate, 
and well-balanced mind—a clear, sound, 
and comprehensive judgment—an admir- 
able prudence and caution. And withal 
he was a conscientious and a just man— 
just to his neighbours, as well as to his 
family, just to his political opponents, as 
wellas tohisfriends. The caution of Jay 
was a quality not resulting from timidity 
or irresolution. Few men were capable of 
acting a bolder or more determined part, 
when occasion demanded.—VAN SANT- 
VOORD, GEORGE, 1854, Sketches of the 
Lives and Judicial Services of the Chief- 
Justices of the Supreme Court of the Uniled 
States, p. 86. 


He was seeking reinforcement from 
hope, not resolution from despair. He was 
eminently a man of prudence and caution. 
He was not sagacious of the future. His 
watch, unlike Talleyrand, did not go faster 
than his neighbour’s. He seldom placed 
himself in the van of events. No fiery, 
burning zeal dwelt in his bosom. But when 
he assumed a position, the solid ground 
was not more immovable. He performed 
his duty under all circumstances, with 
steadiness, resolution, and undiverted at- 
tention. But neither his opinions nor con- 
duct were in the smallest degree the result 
of impulse or enthusiasm. His perceptions 
were strong rather than quick. He was 
more remarkable for logic than intuition. 
Thus constituted, we might naturally infer 
that he would embrace the views of the 
moderate party, rather than those of more 
eager and impetuous character.—FLAND- 
ERS, Henry, 1855, The Lives and Times 
of the Chief Justices of the Supreme Court 
of the United States, vol. 1, p. 50. 

Governor Jay, one of our purest and 
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most illustrious statesmen. — IRVING, 
WASHINGTON, 1855-59, Life of George 
Washington. 

The mind of the first chief justice was 
vigorous, well balanced, and governed by 
enlightened moral faculties: hence his 
judgment was exact, logical, and discrimi- 
nating. His deficiencfes were, perhaps, a 
want of imagination, —the efficient hand- 
maid to reason, —and a lack of that humour 
which gives zest to the driest logic. In 
the correspondence and other papers ema- 
nating from his pen, we seldom find a figure 
of speech employed to illustrate his mean- 
ing, and discover no trace of wit to enliven 
his familiar discourse. His great charac- 
teristic was superior wisdom in seeing 
clearly the right as distinguished from the 
expedient, and following it firmly and 
patiently. He was not a full man, in the 
sense of Lord Bacon, his knowledge having 
been mainly acquired from intercourse 
with others: neither was it deepened by 
study, nor broadened by culture. He was 
thoroughly imbued with the spirit of truth 
and loyalty to duty, as was manifested in 
all his public positions and privaterelations. 
Without guile, he could yet hide what 
should be concealed ; but what was revealed 
carried with it, to truthful men, the con- 
viction of truth. This straightforwardness 
baffled the jugglery of the Spanish and 
French diplomats, won Oswald and Shel- 
burne to his views, and led sturdy John 
Adams to exclaim, ‘‘When my confidence 
in Mr. Jay shall cease, I must give up the 
cause of confidence, and renounce it in all 
men.’’—WHITELOCK, WILLIAM, 1887, The 
Life and Times of John Jay, p. 387. 

Jay’s principles of conduct were so un- 
varying, and his actions so consistent with 
them and with one another, that the most 
careless reader of his life, if it has been 
fairly presented, must be already familiar 
with the dignified and simple character of 
the man. Hverything he did seems to have 
been inspired by a keen sense of impersonal 
moral duty. He might for a time be un- 
certain as to what this duty was, but the 
moment it was clear to him, he acted ac- 
cordingly, promptly, fearlessly, without 
regard to personal considerations, unde- 
terred by the consequences to his friends 
or his family. It was this singleness and 
uprightness of purpose, and the firmness 
with which he adhered to it, that made 
Adams call him ‘‘a Roman.’’—PELLEW, 
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GEoRGE, 1890, John Jay (American States- | 


men), p. 354. 
GENERAL 


The literary reputation of Jay is inci- tl 


dental to his political career, and attaches 
to the national state papers which he sent 
forth from the Continental Congress, which 
did much to prepare the way for American 
liberty, and to his contributions to the 


Federalist, by which he assisted in per- || 


manently securing that liberty which he 
was one of the first to promote. His “‘ Ad- 
dress to the people of Great Britain,’’ in 
1774, called forth the admiration of Jeffer- 
son. 


his address to the inhabitants of Canada 
and the people of Ireland. The appeal of 
the Convention of the State of New York 
to the people in 1776, and the address of 
Congress to the country in 1799, meeting 


the financial condition of the times, and | 


his Address to the people of the State of 
New York, in support of the adoption of 


It is marked by moral earnestness | 
and patriotic fervor, qualities shared by | 


the Constitution, are his other chief pro- | 
ductions of this kind. He wrote five papers | 
of the Federalist ; the second, third, fourth, | 


and fifth, on Dangers from foreign force 


and influence, and the sixty-fourth on the | 


treaty-making power of the senate. 
would have furnished others had he not 
received an injury in the interim, in his 
vindication of the law in the Doctors’ mob 
of the city of New York.—DuyckINck, 
Evert A. AND GeorGE L., 1855-65-75, 


He | 


Cyclopedia of American Literature, ed. | 


Simons, vol. 1, p. 278. 


As Chief-Justice, both of his own State | 


and of the United States, he impressed 
grand juries and all concerned with the 
necessity of encouraging a profound re- 
spect for law and constitutions in the new 
order of things, and at the outset, through 
his own personal dignity and integrity, 
gave character to our highest courts since 
traditionally preserved. And again, in his 
native State ef New York, he proved him- 
self invaluable as a member of Provincial 
bodies and committees in providing the 
sinewsof war, in suppressing conspiracies, 
in drafting Jaws, in organizing the ma- 
chinery of the new State, in urging, 
through the ‘‘Federalist’’ and in the New 
York Convention, the adoption of our com- 
mon Constitution, and finally, in twice 
filling the office of Governor. As Con- 
gressman, diplomatist, jurist, and State 
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leader, seeking in each sphere of action to 
secure substantial results without display 
or effect, he was pre-eminently a man for 
his times. Perhaps, also, as nearly as any 
one in our civil history, he filled the ideal 
of a public servant.—JoHNSTON, HENRY 
P., 1890, The Correspondence and Public 
Papers of John Jay, Preface, vol. 1, p. v. 
Jay, whose short and terse sentences, 
straightforward and clear as crystal, with 
scanty illustration, manifest the lucidity 
of his mind and the sincerity of his 


convictions.-—WHITE, GREENOUGH, 1890, 
Sketch of the Philosophy of American Lit- 
erature, p. 38. 


He was the third and last of the eminent 
trio who contributed to the ‘‘Federalist, ’’ 
five of the essays in which are from his 
pen. Though his mind was not properly 
imaginative, the intensity of his sentiments 
sometimes gave to his compositions a 
quality of lofty imagery.—HawTHORNE, 
JULIAN AND LEMMON, LEONARD, 1891, 
American Literature, p. 33. 


William Hazlitt 
1778-1830 


1778, Born, April 10th, at Maidstone, Kent. 
1786, returns to England. 1798, a scholar in the Unitarian 


America by his parents. 
College, Hackney. 
Principles of Human Action.’’ 
1808, marries Miss Sarah Stoddart. 
sell Institue, London. 
of the Morning Chronicle. 
Leigh Hunt and himself. 


lectures upon the English poets, before the Surrey Institute, London. 
1819, lectures upon the English comic writers, 
1820, lectures upon the dramatic literature of 


“*A View of the English Stage.’’ 
before the Surrey Institute, London. 


the age of Elizabeth, before the Surrey Institute, London. 
1828, publishes ‘‘Liber Amoris.’’ 


wife. Writes for The Liberal. 


Mrs. Bridgewater, a widow, and goes abroad with her. 
Publishes ‘‘The Spirit of the Age.’’ 
1830, publishes the ‘‘Life of Napoleon,’’ 


vife. Returns to England. 
ihe ‘‘Life of Napoleon,’’ vols. 1 and 2. 


vols. 3 and 4, and ‘‘Conversations of James Northcote.’’ 


1802, an art student in Paris. 
1806, publishes ‘‘Free Thoughts on Public Affairs.’’ 
1812, lectures upon philosophy, before the Rus- 
1814, contributes to the Edinburgh Review. 
1817, ‘‘The Round Table’’ published, the joint work of 
Publishes ‘‘Characters of Shakespeare’s Plays.’’ 


1783, taken to the United States of 
1805, publishes ‘‘Hssay on the 


Theatrical critic 


1818, 
Publishes 


1822, divorced from his 
1824, marries 
1825, separated from his 
1828, publishes 


Dies, September 18th.— 


Mason, Epwarp T., 1885, ed., Personal Traits of British Authors, p. 178. 


PERSONAL 


Heard Hazlitt’s first lecture on the ‘‘ His- 
tory of English Philosophy.’? He seems 
to have no conception of the’ difference 
between a lecture and a book. What he 
said was sensible and excellent, but he de- 
livered himself in a low, monotonous voice, 
with his eyes fixed on his MS., not once 
daring to look at his audience; and he read 
so rapidly that no one could possibly give 
to the matter the attention it required. 
. . . The cause of his reading so rapidly 
was, that he was told to limit himself to 
an hour, and what he had prepared would 
have taken three hours, if it had been read 
slowly. —RoBINSON, Henry CRABB, 1812, 
Diary, Jan. 14, 15, vol. 1, p. 236. 

I found Hazlitt living in Milton’s house, 
the very one where he dictated his 
“‘Paradise Lost,’’ and occupying the room 
where, tradition says, he kept the organ 
on which he loved to play. Ishould rather 


say Hazlitt sat in it, for, excepting his 
table, three chairs, and an old picture, this 
enormous room was empty and wnoccupied. 
It was white-washed, and all over the walls 
he had written in pencil short scraps of 
brilliant thoughts and phrases, half-lines 
of poetry, references, etc., in the nature 
of acommonplace-book. His conversation 
was much of the same kind, generally in 
short sentences, quick and pointed, deal- 
ing much in allusions, and relying a good 
deal on them for success; as, when he said, 
with apparent satisfaction, that Curran 
was the Homer of blackguards, and after- 
wards, when the political state of the world 
came up, said of the Emperor Alexander, 
that ‘‘he is the Sir Charles Grandison of 
Europe.’’? On the whole, he was mure 
amusing than interesting, and his nervous 
manner shows that this must be his char- 
acter. He is now nearly forty, and when 
quite young lived several years in America, 
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chiefly in Virginia, but a little while at our 
Dorchester. TICKNOR, GEORGE, 1819, 
Journal ; Life, Letters and Journals, vol. 1, 
Dp: 293: 

I really believe Hazlitt to be a disinter- 
ested and suffering man, who feels public 
calamities as other men do private ones; 
and this is perpetually redeeming him in 
my eyes. I know that Hazlitt 
does pocket up wrongs in this way, to draw 
them out again some day or other. He 
says it is the only comfort which the 
friends of his own cause leave him.— 
Hunt, Leicu, 1821, Correspondence, vol. 
I, p. 166. 

I stood well with him for fifteen years 
(the proudest of my life), and have ever 
spoken my full mind of him to some, to 
whom his panegyric must naturally be least 
tasteful. I never in thought swerved from 
him, I never betrayed him, I never slack- 
ened in my admiration of him; I was the 
same to him (neither better nor worse), 
though he could not see it, as in the days 
when he thought fit to trust me. At this 
instant, he may be preparing for me some 
compliment, above my deserts, as he has 
sprinkled many such among his admirable 
books, for which] rest his debtor; or, for 
anything I know, or can guess to the con- 
trary, he may be about to read a Jecture 
on my weaknesses. He is welcome to them 
(as he was to my humble hearth), if they 
can divert a spleen, or ventilate a fit of 
sullenness. I wish he would not quarrel 
with the world at the rate he does; but 
the reconciliation must be affected by him- 
self, and I despair of living to see that 
day. But, protesting against much that 
he has written, and some things which he 
chooses to do; judging him by his con- 
versation which I enjoyed so long, and 
relished so deeply; or by his books, in 
those places where no clouding passion 
intervenes—I should belie my own con- 
science, if I said less, than that I think 
W. H. to be, in his natural and healthy 
state, one of the wisest and finest spirits 
breathing. So far from being ashamed of 
that intimacy, which was betwixtus, it is 
my boast that I was able for so many years 
to have preserved it entire; and I think I 
shall go to my grave without finding or 
expecting to find, such another companion. 
—LAMB, CHARLES, 1828, The Tombs in 
the Abbey. 


Poor Hazlitt! He, too, is one of the 
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victims to the Moloch Spirit of this Time. 

. . In Hazlitt, as in Byron and Burns 
and so many others in their degree, there 
lay some tone of the ‘‘eternal melodies,” 
which he could not fashion into terrestrial 
music, but which uttered itself only in 
harsh jarrings and inarticulate cries of 
pain. Poor Hazlitt. There is one star 
less in the heavens, though a twinkling, 
dimmed one; while the street-lamps and 
horn lanterns are all burning, with their 
whale-oil or coal gas, as before !—CAR- 
LYLE, THOMAS, 1830, Leiter, Life by Con- 
way, p. 251. 

Near This Spot 
Rests 
William Hazlitt 
Born April 10th, 1778. Died Sept. 18th, 1830. 
He lived to see his deepest wishes gratified 
As he expressed them in his Essay 
“On The Fear of Death”’ 
viz: 

‘“*To see the downfall of the Bourbons, 
And some prospect of good in mankind.’’ 
(Charles X 
Was driven from France 29th July, 1830) 
‘¢To leave some sterling work to the World’’ 
He lived to complete his ‘‘Life of Napoleon,"’ 
His desire 
That some friendly hand should 
consign him to the grave, was accomplished 
toalimited but profound extent; on these 
conditions 
He was ready to depart, and to have inscribed 
on his tomb, 

Grateful and Contented. 

He was 
The first (unanswered) Metaphysician of the 

ge; 

A despiser of the merely Rich and Great, 
A lover of the People, Poor or Oppressed ; 
A hater of the Pride and Power of the Few 
As opposed to the happiness of the Many. 
A man of true Moral Courage 
To Principles, 

And a yearning for the good of Human 
Nature. 

Who was a burning wound to an Aristocracy 
That could not answer before men, 

And who may confront him before their 
Maker. 

He lived and died 
The unconquered Champion 
of 
Truth, Liberty and Humanity 
“Dubitantes opera legite.’’ 

This Stone 
is raised by one whose heart 
is with him in the grave. 
—INSCRIPTION ON Toms, 1830, Cemetery 
of St. Anne’s Church, Wardour and Dean 

Streets, Soho. 
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In person, Mr. Hazlitt was of the middle 
size, with a handsome and eager counte- 
nance, worn by sickness and thought; and 
dark hair, which had curled stiffly over the 
temples, and was only of late years 
sprinkled with gray. His gait was slouch- 
ing and awkward, and his dress neglected ; 
but when he began to talk he could not be 
mistaken for a common man. In the com- 
pany of persons with whom he was not 
familiar his bashfulness was painful; but 
when he became entirely at ease, and en- 
tered on a favourite topic, no one’s con- 
versation was ever more delightful. He 
did not talk for effect, to dazzle, or sur- 
prise, or annoy, but with the most simple 
and honest desire to make his view of the 
subject entirely apprehended by his hearer. 
—TALFOURD, THOMAS Noon, 1842, Critical 
and Miscellaneous Writings, p. 349. 


A friend of his it was, —a friend wishing 
to love him, and admiring him almost to 
extravagance, —who told me, in illustra- 
tion of the dark sinister gloom which sate 
forever upon Hazlitt’s countenance and 
gestures, that involuntarily, when Hazlitt 
put his hand within his waistcoat (as a 
mere unconscious trick of habit), he him- 
self felt a sudden recoil of fear,as from one 
who was searching for a hidden dagger. 
Like ‘‘a Moor of Malabar,’’ as described 
in the ‘‘Faery Queen,’’ at intervals Hazlitt 
threw up his angry eyes and dark locks, 
as if wishing to affront the sun, or to search 
the air for hostility. And the same friend, 
on another occasion, described the sort of 
feudal fidelity to his beligerent duties 
which in company seemed to animate 
Hazlitt, as though he were mounting guard 
on all the citadels of malignity, under some 
sacramentum militare, by the following 
trait, —that, if it happened to Hazlitt to 
be called out of the room, or to be with- 
drawn for a moment from the current of 
the general conversation by a fit of ab- 
straction, or by a private whisper to him- 
self from some person sitting at his elbow, 
always, on resuming his place as a party 
to what might be called the public business 
of the company, he looked round him with 
a mixed air of suspicion and defiance, such 
as seemed to challenge everybody by some 
stern adjuration into revealing whether, 
during his own absence or inattention, 
anything had been said demanding condign 
punishment at his hands. ‘‘Has any man 
uttered or presumed to insinuate,’’ he 


seemed to insist upon knowing, ‘‘during 
this interregnum, things that I ought to pro- 
ceed against as treasonable to the interests 
which I defend?’’—Dr QuINCEY, THOMAS, 
1845-59, Gilfillan’s Literary Portraits. 
On knocking at the door [No. 19 York 
Street, Westminster], it was, after a long 
interval, opened by a sufficiently ‘‘neat- 
handed’”’ domestic. The outer door led im- 
mediately from the street (down a step) 
into an empty apartment, indicating an 
uninhabited house, and I supposed I had 
mistaken the number; but on asking for 
the object of my search, I was shown to a 
door, which opened (a step from the 
ground) on to a ladder-like staircase, bare 
like the rest, which led to a dark, bare 
landing-place and thence to a large square 
wainscoted apartment. The great curtain- 
less windows of this room looked upon 
some dingy trees; the whole of the wall 
over and about the chimney-piece was en- 
tirely covered, up to the ceiling, by names 
written in pencil, of all sizes and charac- 
ters, and in all directions, commemorative 
of visits of curiosity ‘‘to the home of 
Pindarus’’ (John Milton). There was,near 
to the empty fireplace a table with break- 
fast things upon it (though it was two 
o’clock in the afternoon). Three chairs 
and a sofa were standing about the room, 
and one unbound book lay on the mantle- 
piece. At the table sat Hazlitt, and on the 
sofa, a lady whom I found to be his wife. 
—PATMORE, PETER GEORGE, 1854, My 
Friends and Acquaintances, vol. i, p.261. 
Mr. Hazlitt’s life was particularly an in- 
tellectual one. His personal and 
moral infirmities were the result of several 
combining circumstances ; and his life dis- 
played a continual conflict between a 
magnificent intellect and morbid, miserly 
physical influences. . . . On his behalf, 
if any new plea were capable of being 
urged,it would be this: that his irrepress- 
ible love of truth, and abhorrence of dis- 
guise in any shape or under any circum- 
stances, have been the means of laying 
bare before us much that other men would 
have shrunk instinctively from divulging. 
We are bound to recollect that he has 
opened his whole heart to us; and allow- 
ances are to be made for that confessed ad- 
diction to taking the extreme view, and 
sailing over-closely to the wind.—Haz- 
LITT, W. CAREW, 1867, Memoirs of Wil- 
liam Hazlitt, vol. 1, Preface, pp. vii, xiii. 
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Hazlitt was of the middle size, with 
eager, expressive eyes; near which his 
black hair, sprinkled sparely with gray, 
curled round in a wiry, resolute manner. 
His gray eyes, not remarkable in color, 
expanded into great expression when occa- 
gion demanded it. Being very shy, how- 
ever, they often evaded your steadfast 
look. They never (as has been asserted 
by some one) hada sinister expression ; but 
they sometimes flamed with indignant 
glances, when their owner was moved to 
anger; like the eyes of other angry men. 
At home, his style of dress (or undress) 
was perhaps slovenly, because there was 
no one to please; but he always presented 
a very clean and neat appearance when he 
went abroad. His mode of walking was 
loose, weak and unsteady; although his 
arms displayed strength, which he used to 
put forth when he played at rackets with 
Martin Burney and others. — PROCTER, 
BRYAN WALLER, 1874? Recollections of 
Men of Letters, p. 179. 

I do not propose to write even a sketch 
of Hazlitt’s life, for apart from its matri- 
monial infelicities, it was uneventful. 
What interest it had was literary, for ex- 
cept when he labored under the delusion 
that he was a painter, a delusion which 
Thackeray shared when young, he was a 
man of letters, and nothing else. His in- 
clination was towards metaphysics, his 
forte was criticism. He was an admirable 
critic, though rather intolerant to the 
moderns, and the most brilliant and elo- 
quent essayist that ever committed his 
thoughts to paper. A vein of autobiog- 
raphy runs through his writings, which 
is not the least of their charms. We share 
his tastes, his sympathies, his prejudices 
even,and are inspired by a warm personal 
feeling. We do not love him, as we do 
Lamb, but we respect him as the profounder 
‘thinker. His life was a warfare, and his 
death, which occurred in his fifty-third 
year, wasa release. His last words were, 
“Well, I’ve had a happy life.’’—Srop- 
DARD, RICHARD HENRY, 1875, ed., Per- 
sonal Recollections of Lamb, Hazlitt and 
Others, Preface, p. Xx. 


Under that straightforward, hard-hit- 
ting, direct-telling manner of his, both in 
writing and speaking, Hazlitt had a depth 
of gentleness —even tenderness—of feeling 
on certain subjects; manly friendship, 
womanly sympathy, touched him to the 
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core; and any token of either would 
bring a sudden expression into his eyes 
very beautiful as well as very heart-stir- 
ring tolook upon. We have seen this ex- 
pression more than once, and can recall its 
appealing charm, its wonderful irradiation 
of the strong features and squarely-cut, 
rugged under-portion of the face.— 
CLARKE, CHARLES COWDEN, 1878, Recol- 
lections of Writers, p. 63. 
I did not like Hazlitt: nobody did. He 
was out of place at the genial gatherings 
at Highgate; though he was often there: 
for genial he certainly was not. He wrote 
with a pen dipped in gall, and had asingu- 
larly harsh and ungentle look; seeming 
indeed as if his sole business in life was to 
seek for faults. He wasa leading literary 
and art critic of his time; but he has left 
to posterity little either to guide or in- 
struct. I recall him as a small, mean- 
looking, unprepossessing man; but I do 
not quite accept Haydon’s estimate of him 
—‘‘a singular compound of malice, candor, 
cowardice, genius, purity, vice, democ- 
racy, and conceit.’’ Lamb said of him, 
that he was, ‘‘in his natural state, one of 
the wisest and finest spirits breathing.’’ 
I prefer the portrait of DeQuincey: ‘‘He 
smiled upon no man!’’ He was a demo- 
crat, a devout admirer of the first Napo- 
leon; and (I again quote DeQuincey) 
“hated even more than enemies those 
whom custom obliged him to call friends. ’’ 
His was the common lot of critics—few 
friends, many foes. His son, a very esti- 
mable gentleman, is one of the Judges in 
the Court of Bankruptcy.—HAL., S. C., 
1888, Retrospect of a Long Life, p. 318. 
Between the wet trees and the sorry steeple, 
Keep, Time, in dark Soho, what once was 
Hazlitt, 

Seeker of Truth, and finder oft of Beauty; 

get a sinking light, ah, none too faith- 

ul; 

But Truth, who leaves so here her spent 
pursuer, 

Forgets not her great pawn: herself shall 
claim it. 

Therefore sleep safe, thou dear and battling 
spirit, 

Safe also on our earth, begetting ever 

Some one love worth the ages and the nations! 

Nothing falls under to thine eyes eternal. 

Sleep safe in dark Soho: the stars are shining, 

Titian and Wordsworth live; the People 
marches. 

—GuINEY, LOUISE IMOGEN, 1891-98, W. 

H., 1778-1830, A Roadside Harp. 
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He was not a safe man to confide in. He 
had a forked crest which he sometimes 
lifted. —BIRRELL, AUGUSTINE, 1892, Res 
Judicate, p. 224. 

Our evenings at the theatres brought 
us frequently into companionship with that 
super-excellent critic, William Hazlitt, 
who was likewise occupied in writing 
theatrical notices, —those for the ‘‘Times’’ 
newspaper. It was always a treat to sit 
beside him, when he talked delightfully; 
and once, on going to his own lodging, he 
showed us a copy he had made of Titian’s 
“*Tppolito dei Medici,’’ and conversed finely 
upon Titian’s genius. Hazlitt’s gift in 
painting was remarkable. A portrait he 
took of his old nurse, —a mere head, —the 
upper part of the face in strong shadow 
from an over-pending black silk bonnet 
edged with black lace, while the wrinkled 
cheeks, the lines about the mouth, with 
the touches of actual and reflected light, 
were given with such vigour, truth, as well 
might recall the style of the renowned 
Flemish master, and actually did cause a 
good judge of the art to say to Hazlitt, — 
“‘Where did you get that Rembrandt ?’’— 
CLARKE, MARY COWDEN, 1896, My Long 
Infe, p. 89. 

Like so many another fierce combatant 
with the pen, he was a shy, timid, and 
morbidly, horribly sensitive creature. But 
shy, self-absorbed, diffident before others, 
he was at bottom proud, scornful, brim- 
ming over with every form of stirring and 
tumultuous passion. He himself spoke of 
himself as ‘‘the king of good haters’’— 
which, indeed, he was not; for your real 
hater doth never unpack his heart with 
words ; and our poor Hazlitt was constantly 
assailing some literary or political antip- 
athy as a little blacker than Satan, and 
more destructive than sin. His strong 
personality can be read between every line 
that he wrote.—O’Connor, T. P., 1895, 
Some Old Love Stories, p. 150. 


LIBER AMORIS 
1823 

Hazlitt at present gives me great pain 
by the folly with which he is conducting 
himself. He has fallen in love to a pitch 
of insanity, with a lodging-house hussy, 
who will be his death. He has been to 
Scotland and divorced his wife, although 
he has a fine little boy by her; and after 
doing this, to marry this girl, he comes 
back and finds she has been making a fool 
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of him in order to get presents, and in 
reality has been admitting a lover more 
favored. Hazlitt’s torture is beyond ex- 
pression; you may imagine it. The girl 
really excited in him a pure, devoted, and 
intense love. His imagination clothed her 
with that virtue which her affected 
modesty induced him to believe in, and he 
is really downright in love with an ideal 
perfection, which has no existence but in 
his own head! He talks of nothing else 
day and night. He has written down all 
the conversations without color, literal as 
they happened; he has preserved all the 
love-letters, many of which are equal to 
anything of the sort, and really affecting ; 
and I believe, in order to ease his soul of 
this burden, means, with certain arrange- 
ments, to publish it as a tale of character. 
He will sink into idiotcy if he does not get 
rid of it. Poor Hazlitt! He who makes 
so free with the follies of his friends, is 
of all mortals the most open to ridicule. 
To hear him repeat in a solemn tone and 
with agitated mouth the things of love he 
said to her (to convince you that he made 
love in the true gallant way), to feel the 
beauty of the sentiment, and then look up 
and see his old, hard, weather-beaten, 
saturnine, metaphysical face—the very 
antidote of the sentiment—twitching all 
sorts of ways, is really enough to provoke 
a saint tolaughter. He has anotion that 
women have never liked him. Since this 
affair he has dressed in the fashion, and 
keeps insinuating his improved appear- 
ance. He springs up to show you his 
pantaloons! What a being it is! His 
conversation is now a mixture of dis- 
appointed revenge, passionate remem- 
brances, fiendish hopes, and melting lam- 
entations.——HAYDON, BENJAMIN R., 1822, 
Letter to Miss Mitford, Sept. 8; Life, Letters 
and Table Talk, ed. Stoddard, p. 210. 


Still, apart from its preface, the book 
is by no means to be regarded even as a 
work of fiction founded upon fact. It deals 
with truth. It relates, with an exaggera- 
tion due to excited feeling, rather than to 
the romancist’s straining after effect, a 
very remarkable episode in the life of its 
author. Nor was its publication due simply 
to a writer’s desire, born of his necessity 
very often, to capitalise his emotions, as 
it were: to throw his experiences, his sor- 
rows and his sufferings into the marketable 
form of manuscript, and to dispose of that 


102 


on the most favourable terms obtainable. 
In Hazlitt’s case publicity was a medicine 
to his condition of mind. Owing to a 
train of circumstances, and to inherent 
mental peculiarities, his imagination had 
become distinctly diseased. It wasa relief 
to him to give the history of his trials 
and troubles to the printing-press and 
the world; to deliver himself from his 
cares and pains in the ordinary way of 
literary work. Little more has 
here been set forth than a chapter in the 
story of William Hazlitt’s life as he has 
himself related it in the “New Pygmalion ;” 
not a book upon which the reader’s judg- 
ment of its author should be permanently 
founded, yet affording, nevertheless, a 
valuable clue to the character of a very 
remarkable man.—Cook, DuTTon, 1869, 
The New Pygmalion, Gentleman's Maga- 
zine, N.S., vol. 2, pp. 304, 315. 

Hazlitt paints her as a vision of rarest 
beauty, somewhat undeveloped and soul- 
less, but into whom, like Pygmalion, his 
devotion would infuse life and soul. The 
truth seems to be, that his statue was a 
vulgar young woman, accustomed to flirt 
with the lodgers who came under her 
mother’s roof, and that she could no more 
understand the feeling with which she was 
regarded by aman of genius than she could 
have returned it if it had been compre- 
hensible to her.— RICHARDSON, ABBY 
SacE, 1882, Old Love-Letters, p. 173. 

GENERAL 

He seems pretty generally, indeed, in a 
state of happy intoxication—and has 
borrowed from his great original, not in- 
deed the force and brilliancy of his fancy, 
but something of its playfulness, and a 
large share of his apparent joyousness and 
self-indulgence in its exercise. It is 
evidently a great pleasure to him to. be 
fully possessed with the beauties of his 
author, and to follow the impulse of his 
unrestrained eagerness to impress them 
upon his readers.—JEFFREY, FRANCIS 
LorpD, 1817, Hazlitt on Shakespeare, Edin- 
burgh Review, vol. 28, p. 472. 

Hazlitt had damned the bigoted and the 
blue-stockinged; how durst the man! He 
is your only good damner, and if ever lam 
damned, I should like him to damn me.— 
KEATS, JOHN,1818, To Haydon, March 21, 
Letters. 

We are not apt to imbibe half opinions, 
or to express them by halves; we shall, 
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therefore, say at once, that when Mr. 
Hazlitt’s taste and judgment are left to 
themselves, we think him among the best, 
if not the very best, living critic on our 
national literature. As we have 
not scrupled-to declare that we think Mr. 
Hazlitt is sometimes the very best living 
critic, we shall venture one step farther, 
and add, that we think he is sometimes 
the very worst. One would suppose he 
had a personal quarrel with all living 
writers, good, bad, or indifferent. In 
fact, he seems to know little about them, 
and tocareless. With him, to be alive is 
not only a fault initself, but it includes all 
other possible faults. He seems to con- 
sider life as a disease, and death as your 
only doctor. He reverses the proverb, 
and thinks a dead ass is better than a living 
lion. In his eyes, death, like charity, 
““covereth a multitude of sins.’”’ In short 
if you want his praise, you must die for 
it; and when such praise is deserved, and 
given really con amore, it is almost worth 
dying for.—WILSON, JOHN, 1818, Hazlitt’s 
Lectures on English Poetry, Blackwood’s 
Magazine, vol. 3, p. 75. 


Though Mr. Hazlitt frequently shows 
great talent and taste, he is not qualified 
for the task he has undertaken. In the 
midst of what is good in him, he mistakes 
so grossly, that we are led to suspect that 
he has often picked up his opinions as well 
as his words from others, and that when 
he fails, it is when he relies upon himself. 
He is in the midst of men of genius in 
London, where it is no hard thing with a 
good memory and some smartness, and no 
conscience about thefts, to put together 
such a book as this. Of his conduct in 
life we know nothing; nor if we did should 
we speak of it, unless we might fairly with 
praise; neither do we altogether like giv- 
ing an opinion of a man’s secret principles 
and disposition, from his writings; yet we 
must say that Mr. Hazlitt appears too loose 
in the one, and too envious and spleeny, 
where there is room for it, in the other, 
to treat with a correct understanding and 
a right delicacy and truth of feeling and 
sentiment, upon a subject like poetry which 
concerns all that is moral and refined and 
intellectual in our natures. He is much 
too full of himself to have a sincere 
love and interest for what is abstractly 
good and great, and more intent upon dis- 
playing his own fine parts, than spreading 
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before his readers the excellencies of 
others.—DANA, RICHARD Henry, 1819, 
Hazlitt’'s English Poets, North American 
Review, vol. 8, p. 320. 

He (Schlegel) is like Hazlitt, in English, 
who talks pimples—a red and white corrup- 
tion rising up (in little imitation of moun- 
tains upon maps), but containing nothing, 
and discharging nothing, except their own 


humours.—Byron, LorpD, 1821, Diary, 


Jan. 28. 


Mr. Hazlitt’s character as a writer may, 
we think, be not inaptly designated by a 
term borrowed from the vocabulary of our 
transatlantic brethren, which though ca- 
cophonous, is sufficiently expressive. We 
would venture to recommend its importa- 
tion and adoption into the language of this 
island, forthe particular use of such persons 
as we have enumerated above: they must 
be too partial to the produce of a Republi- 
can soil, to be displeased with the applica- 
tion. The word to which weallude, Slang- 
whanger, is interpreted in the American 
dictionary to be “One who makes use of 
political or other gabble,vulgarly called slang, 
that serves to amuse the rabble.” Those who 
peruse the ‘‘Table Talk’’ will determine 
how far the definition answers to the case 
in point; they will observe also the truth 
of a remark often made, that the disciples 
of the Radical School lose no opportunity 
of insinuating their poison into all sorts of 
subjects; a drama, a novel, a poem, an 
essay, or a school-book, is in their hands 
an equally convenient vehicle.— PALGRAVE, 
Sir FRANCIS, 1822, Hazlitt?s Table Talk, 
Quarterly Review, vol. 26, p. 103. 


Compare Charles Lamb’s exquisite criti- 
cisms on Shakspere with Hazlitt’s round 
and round imitations of them.—CoLE- 
RIDGE, SAMUEL TAYLOR, 1832, Table-Talk, 
Aug. 6, ed. Ashe, p. 177. 


Such was the power of beauty in 
Hazlitt’s mind ; and the interfusing faculty 
was wanting. The spirit, indeed, was 
willing, but the flesh was strong ; and when 
these contend it is not difficult to foretell 
which will obtain the mastery; for ‘‘the 
power of beauty shall sooner transform 
honesty from what it is into a bawd, than 
the power of honesty shall transform 
beauty into its likeness.’’—TALFOURD, 
Tuomas Noon, 1886, Literary Remains 
of the Late William Hazlitt, ed. Hazlitt. 

I suspect that half whichthe unobservant 


108 


have taken literally, he meant, secretly, 
in sarcasm. As Johnson in conversation, 
so Hazlitt in books, pushed his own theories 
to the extreme, partly to show his power, 
partly, perhaps, from contempt of the 
logic of hisreaders. He wrote rather for 
himself than others; and often seems to 
vent all his least assured and most uncer- 
tain thoughts—as if they troubled him by 
the doubts they inspired, and his only 
anxiety was to get rid of them. Hehada 
keen sense of the Beautiful and Subtle; 
and what is more, he was deeply imbued 
with sympathies for the Humane. He 
ranks high amongst the social writers—his 
intuitive feeling was in favour of the 
multitude ;—yet had he nothing of the 
demagogue in literature ; he did not pander 
to a single vulgar passion.—LyTrTon, Ep- 
WARD BULWER LorD, 18386, Literary Re- 
mains of the Late William Hazlitt, ed. 
Hazlitt. 

With the exception of William Hazlitt, 
England has produced no Shakespearian 
critic of any importance. SeHis 
mind was as brilliant as it was deep, a 
combination of Diderot and Borne, full of 
warm enthusiasm for the Revolution, 
coupled with an earnest love of art, always 
overflowing with verve and esprit /— HEINE, 
HEINRICH, 1838-95, Notes on Shakespeare 
Heroines, tr. Benecke, pp. 25, 26. 

An acute but somewhat bitter observer 
of life and manners, and satirized rather 
than described them. Though bold and 
arrogant in the expression of his opinions, 
and continually provoking opposition by 
the hardihood of his paradoxes, he does 
not appear to have been influenced so much 
by self-esteem as sensibility. He was 
naturally shy and despairing of his own 
powers, and his dogmatism was of that 
turbulent kind which comes from passion 
and self-distrust. He had little repose of 
mind or manner, and in his works almost 
always appears as if his faculties had been 
stung and spurred into action. —WHIPPLE, 
EpwIn P., 1845, North American Review, 
Essays and Reviews, vol. u, p. 152. 

In critical disquisitions on the leading 
characters and works of the drama, he is 
not surpassed in the whole range of Eng- 
lish literature; and what in an especial 
mauner commands admiration in their pe- 
rusal is the indication of refined taste and 
chastened reflection which they contain, 
and which aremore conspicuous in detached 
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passages than in any entire work. He 
appears greater when quoted than when 
read. Possibly, had his life been pro- 
longed, it might have been otherwise, and 
some work emanated from his gifted pen 
which would have placed his. fame on a 
durable foundation.—ALISON, Sir ARCHI- 
BALD, 1853-59, History of Hurope, 1815- 
52, ch. v. 

Hazlitt was, in many respects, the most 
natural of critics. He was born to criti- 
cise, not in a small and captious way, but 
as a just, generous, although stern and 
rigorous judge. Nature had denied him 
great constructive, or dramatic, or syn- 
thetic power—the power of the highest 
kind of poet or philosopher. But he pos- 
sessed that mixture in proper proportions 
of the acute and the imaginative, the pro- 
found and the brilliant, the cool and the 
enthusiastic, which goes to constitute the 
true critic. Hence his criticism is a fine 
compound—pleasing, on the one hand, the 
lover of analysis, who feels that its power 
can go no farther; and, on the other, the 
young and ardent votary of literature, who 
feels that Hazlitt has expressed in lan- 
guage what he only could ‘‘with the falter- 
ing tongue and the glistening eye.’’— 
GILFILLAN, GEORGE, 1855, A Third Gal- 
lery of Portraits, p. 176. 


Everything which he observed he seemed 
to observe from a certain soreness of mind: 
he looked at people because they offended 
him; he had the same vivid notion of them 
that a man has of objects which grate on 
a wound in his body.—BacEHot, WAL- 
TER, 1856, Shakespeare—The Man, Works, 
ed. Morgan, vol. 1, p. 278. 


A brilliant and refined critic. —CoLLIEr, 
WILLIAM FRANCIS, 1861, A History of 
English Literature, p. 427. 


When Hazlitt is at his best, what critic 
can excel him in eloquence and discrimina- 
tion.—CUNNINGHAM, Lt. CoL. FRANCIS, 
1870, ed., The Works of Christopher Mar- 
lowe, Introduction, p. xiii. 


Among English essayists William Hazlitt 
is distinguished for his psychological reve- 
lations. Less companionable than Steele, 
less erudite than DeQuincey, without 
Addison’s classic culture and Leigh Hunt’s 
bonhomie, he is more introspective than 
any one of these. The speculative exceeds 
the literary element in hisequipment. To 
think rather than to learn was his prevalent 
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tendency ; intuition rather than acquisition 
was his resource. The cast of his mind, 
the quality of his temperament, and the 
nature of his experience combined to make 
him thoughtful, individual, and earnest; 
more abstract than social, more intent than 
discursive, more original than accom- 
plished, he contributed ideasinstead of fan- 
tasies, and vindicated opinions instead of 
tastes. Zest was his inspiration; that 
intellectual pleasure which comes from 
idiosyncrasies, moods, convictions, he both 
felt and imparted in a rare degree; he 
thirsted for truth; he was jealous of his 
independence; he was a devotee of free- 
dom. In him the animal and intellectual 
were delicately fused. Few such volumin- 
ous writers have been such limited readers. 
—TUCKERMAN, HENRY T., 1870, William 
Hazlitt, Atlantic Monthly, vol. 25, p. 664. 

He did not criticise incold blood... . 
His criticisms of his,contemporaries seem 
to us to be, taken all in all, neither more 
nor less just than his criticisms of departed 
poets, comic writers, and dramatists. In 
all his criticisms alike he strikes us as a 
man of extravagant sentiment and hyper- 
bolical expression, widely read in philos- 
sophy and in general literature, a habitual 
and acute student of human character, 
more alive to varieties of excellence than 
any of his critical contemporaries, except- 
ing De Quincey and John Wilson, and more, 
perhaps, than even these, alive to what 
may be called varieties of mood. His 
judgment was liable to be ‘‘deflected’’ by 
intemperate feeling, generous or splentic. 
His criticisms must be taken with some 
erains of allowance on this score before 
we appreciate their substantial body of 
sound discernment. He often puts things 
graphically and incisively; but his com- 
position strikes the general taste of critics 
as wearing too much an appearance of 
effort, and straining too much at flashing 
effects. —MINTO, WILLIAM, 1872-80, Man- 
ual of English Prose Literature, pp. 538, 
539. 

A versatile and refined critic, rather 
paradoxical at times, but who always hits 
the mark.—ScueErr, J., 1874, A History 
of English Literature, tr. M. V., p. 288. 

Hazlitt held those extreme radical opin- 
ions which, fifty years since, were upheld 
by many others; and the warmth of his 
temper led him to denounce things and 
systems to which he had a strong aversion. 
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Subject to the faults arising out of this his 
warm temperament, he possessed qualities 
worthy of affection and respect. He was 
a simple, unselfish man, void of all decep- 
tion and pretence; and he had a clear, 
acute intellect, when not traversed by 
some temporary passion or confused by a 
strong prejudice. He loved the 
worker better than the idler. He hated 
pretensions supported merely by rank or 
wealth or repute, or by the clamor of 
factions. And he felt love and hatred in 
an intense degree. But he was never dis- 
honest. He never struck down the weak, 
nor trod on the prostrate. He was never 
treacherous, never tyrannical, never cruel. 
—PrRocTER, BRYAN WALLER, 1874? Rec- 
ollections of Men of Letters, pp. 168, 169. 


Hazlitt’s cynicism is the souring of a 
generous nature; and when we turn from 
the politician to the critic and the essay- 
ist, our admiration for his powers is less 
frequently jarred by annoyance at their 
wayward misuse. Hazlitt’s point 
of view was rather different, nor can we 
ascribe to him without qualification that 
exquisite appreciation of purely literary 
charm which is so rare and so often 
affected. Nobody, indeed, loved some 
authors more heartily or understood them 
better; his love is so hearty that he can- 
not preserve the true critical attitude. 
Instead of trying them on his palate, he 
swallows them greedily. His judgment 
of an author seems to depend upon two 
circumstances. Heis determined in great 
measure by his private associations, and 
in part by hissympathy for the character 
of the writer. His interest in this last 
sense is, one may say, rather psychological 
than purely critical. . . . Hazlitt harpsa 
good deal upon one string; but that string 
vibrates forcibly. His best passages are 
generally an accumulation of short, pithy 
sentences, shaped in strong feeling, and 
coloured by picturesque association; but 
repeating, rather than corroborating, each 
other. The last blow goes home, but each 
falls on the same place. He varies the 
phrase more than the thought; and some- 
times he becomes obscure, because he is 
so absorbed in his own feelings that he for- 
gets the very existence of strangers who 
require explanation. Read through Hazlitt, 
and this monotony becomes a little tire- 
some; but dip into him at intervals, and you 
will often be astonished that so vigorous 
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a writer has not left some more endur- 
ing monument of his remarkable powers. 
—STEPHEN, LESLIE, 1875, Hours in a 
Library, Second Series, vol. ul, pp. 321, 
322, 343. 


Hazlitt’s opinions of his contemporaries 
were as worthless as his strong prejudices 
could make them.—STODDARD, RICHARD 
HENRY, 1876, ed., Anecdote Biography of 
Percy Bysshe Shelley, Preface, p. xx. 


Occupied a considerable place among his 
contemporaries, though none of his works 
were of a kind tolive. He wasnot a poet 
or a philosopher, but a literary man in the 
closest sense of the word, impelled by cir- 
cumstances and a vehement and lively in- 
telligence to do such work as he was cap- 
able of in this fashion, rather than con- 
strained by a higher necessity to utter 
what was in him for the advantage of men. 
3 Hazlitt had no philosophy and no 
story; he was an essayist, a critic, a com- 
mentator upon other men’s works and 
ways, rather than an original performer. 

In his case the proverb does nct 
tell, which declares that a poet must be 
born and not madé—for he is not a poet, 
and his chances of commanding anything 
more than a present audience depend upon 
his thorough cultivation and knowledge. 
Hazlitt did not possess these qualities, and 
his books are already as oldas if they had 
been written a thousand years ago, instead 
of half a hundred.—OLIPHANT, MARGA- 
RET O. W., 1882, Literary History of 
England, XVII-XIX Century, vol. i, pp. 
246, 247. 


There never was such an epicure of his 
moods as Hazlitt. —QUILLER-Coucu, A. T., 
1898, Adventures in Criticism, p. 306. 


He stood for individualism. He wrote 
from what was, in the highest degree for 
his purpose, a full mind, and with that 
blameless conscious superiority which a 
full mind must needs feel in this empty 
world. His whole intellectual stand is 
taken on the positive and concrete side of 
things. He delivers an opinion 
with the air proper toa host who is master 
of a vineyard, and can furnish name and 
date to every flagon he unseals.—GUINEY, 
Louise IMoGEN, 1894, A Little English 
Gallery, pp. 235, 236. 

I believe it was Hazlitt whom I read 
first, and he helped me to clarify and for- 
mulate my admiration of Shakespeare as 
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no one else had yet done.—HOWELLS, 
WILLIAM DEAN, 1895, My Literary Pas- 
sions, p. 120. 

If not the greatest critic of his time, 
Hazlitt is one of the greatest; and his 
greatness consists in this—that he had 
“the courage to say as an author what he 
feltasaman.’’ With Coleridge and Lamb 
he introduced the new method. Literary 
criticism had been a scratching of the 
surface. They turned up the soil and 
showed the fresh earth; and Hazlitt was 
not the least lusty husbandman of the 
three. —DAVIDSON, JOHN, 1895, Sentences 
and Paragraphs, p. 113. 

In him, much more distinctly than in 
Hunt or Lamb, a modern spirit is apparent. 
Save for a certain exuberance of style, 
there is nothing in his essays to suggest 
even now the flavour of antiquity; he ap- 
proached his subjects with perfect origi- 
nality and freshness; his style cannot be 
definitely linked to any prototype; and, 
as critics of his own day were quick to 
observe, ‘‘his taste was not the creature 
of schools and canons, it was begotten of 
Enthusiasm by Thought.’’ It is enthus- 
jasm, indeed, that is the most obvious 
characteristic of the essays—and they are 
his best essays—which he contributed 
between 1820 and 1830 to the ‘‘ Hxaminer’’ 
and other papers. If not the 
first, he was the most influential of those 
who bent the essay to this purely literary 
purpose, and he may be regarded as stand- 
ing midway between the old essayists and 
the new. It was a fashion in his own 
time, and one that has often since been 
followed, to insist too strongly on Hazlitt’s 
limitations as a critic. Yet, after all has 
been said, his method was essentially the 
same as Sainte-Beuve’s, and his essays can- 
not even now be safely neglected by 
students of the literary developments with 
which they deal. It isimpossible to read 
them without catching something of the 
ardour of his own enthusiasm, and it says 
much for the soundness of his taste and 
judgment that the great majority of his 
criticisms emerged undistorted from the 
glowing crucible of his thought.—LoBBAn, 
J. H., 1896, Unglish Essays, Introduction, 
pp. lv, li. 

His fine critical powers were marred by 
the strain of bitterness in his nature. And 
the result is that his judgment on many 
poets, and notably the poets of his own 
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day, too often sounds like an intelligent 
version of the Edinburgh or the Quarterly. 
Or, to speak more accurately, he betrays 
some tendency to return to principles 
which, though assuredly applied in a more 
generous spirit, are at bottom hardly to 
be distinguished from the principles of 
Johnson. He too has his ‘‘indispensable 
laws,’’ or something very like them. He 
too has his bills of exclusion and his list of 
proscriptions. The poetry of earth, he 
more than suspects,is forever dead; after 
Milton, no claimant is admitted to anything 
more substantial than a courtesy title. 
This, no doubt, was in part due to his 
morose temper; butit was partly also the 
result of the imperfect method with which 
he started. The fault of his conception— 
and it was that which determined his 
method—is to be too absolute. It allows 
too much room to poetry in the abstract; 
too little to the ever-varying temperament 
of the individual poet.— VAUGHAN, C. E., 
1896, English Literary Criticism, Intro- 
duction, p. |xxxiv. 


Hazlitt was beyond all question a great, 
a very great, critic—in nota few respects 
our very greatest. All his work, or almost 
all that has much merit, is small! in indi- 
vidual bulk, though the total is very re- 
spectable. Great as Hazlitt was 
as a miscellaneous and Montaignesque 
essayist, he was greater as a literary 
critic. Literature was, though he co- 
quetted with art, his first and mest con- 
stant love; it was the subject on which, 
as far as English literature is concerned 
(and he knew little and is still less worth 
consulting about any other), he had ac- 
quired the largest and soundest knowl- 
edge; and it is that for which he had the 
most original and essential genius. His 
intense prejudices and his occasional in- 
adequacy make themselves felt here as 
they do everywhere, and even here it is 
necessary to give the caution that Hazlitt 
is never to be trusted when he shows the 
least evidence of dislike for which he gives 
no reason. But to any one who has made 
a little progress in criticism himself, to 
any one who has either read for himself or 
is capable of reading for himself, of being 
guided by what is helpful and of neg- 
lecting what is not, there is no greater 
critic than Hazlitt in any language. He 
will sometimes miss—he is never perhaps 
so certain as his friends Lamb and Hunt 
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were to find—exquisite inindividual points. 
Prejudice, accidental ignorance, or other 
causes may sometimes invalidate his ac- 
count of authors or of subjects in general. 
But still the four great collections of his 
criticism, ‘‘The Characters of Shakes- 
peare,’’ ‘‘The Hlizabethan Dramatists.”’ 
“The English Poets,’’ and ‘‘The English 
Comic Writers,’’ with not a few scattered 
things in his other writings, make what is 
on the whole the best corpus of criticism 
by a single writer in English on English. 
He is the critics’ critic as Spenser is 
the poets’ pvet; that is to say, he has, 
errors excepted and deficiencies allowed, 
the greatest proportion of the strictly 
critical excellencies—of the qualities 
which make a critic—that any English 
writer of his craft has ever possessed.— 
SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1896, A History of 
Nineteenth Century Literature, pp.185, 186. 

The four volumes [‘‘Life of Napoleon’’] 
certainly abound with magnificent pas- 
sages, and when we look at the amount of 
technical detail and the fund of informa- 
tion brought together from scattered 
sources, we can hardly fail to admire the 
literary workmanship and intellectual pen- 
etration which are conspicuous throughout, 
and the power of the book is the more im- 
pressive when we recollect that it was 
produced under immense disadvantages 
and in declining health. He had never 
attempted anything on the same scale 
before; and he happened to undertake the 
task when he was, physically speaking, 
least qualified to carry it successfully out. 
—Hazuitt, W. Carew, 1897, Four Gen- 
erations of a Literary Family, vol.1, p. 192. 

Hazlitt’s proper work was to analyse 
genius. During these apparently desultory 
years his critical power, fed by immense 
reading and incessant thought, steadily 
matured; and when, in 1814, he made his 
decisive entry into literature, it was with 
a mind not only formed but fixed. He was 
one of the men who do not develop through 
a series of phases, but after an obscure 
incubation suddenly emerge complete. He 
was fond of saying that he had done all 
his work in early manhood, and merely 
written off his mind in his books. Asa 
critic, too, he disdained the type of intel- 
lect which improves (‘‘an improving poet 
never becomes a great one’’), and was 
peculiarly lacking in the faculty which 
forsees the flower inthe seed. He had no 


107 


vestige of Coleridge’s sense for the or- 
ganic; and the ‘‘sinewy texture’’ of his 
ideas stands in sharp contrast to the 
iridescent web of Coleridge’s shifting 
creeds.—HERFORD, C. H., 1897, The Age 
of Wordsworth, p. 76. 


He never quite disabuses our mind of 
the belief that he is a paid advocate; he 
never conquers by calm; and, upon the 
whole, impresses one as a man who found 
little worth the living for in this world, and 
counted upon very little in any other.— 
MircHELL, DONALD G., 1897, English 
Lands Letters and Kings, The Later 
Georges to Victoria, p. 170. 


Gracious rills fromthe Hazlitt watershed 
have flowed in all directions, fertilising a 
dry and thirsty land. In both 
poetry and prose Hazlitt’s preferences 
were frankly avowed and his dislikes out- 
spoken. He never hesitated to say as an 
author what he felt asaman. He belonged 
to no school or coterie. His knowledge 
and taste for poetry was increased and 
purified by his friendship with Lamb; and 
he had felt the stimulus of Coleridge in 
poetry as well as in metaphysics and 
politics, but he remained his own man—a 
solitary and independent figure. He liked 
Blair’s ‘‘Grave’’ and Warton’s Sonnets, 
and he said so. Sir Philip Sidney’s 
‘‘Arcadia’’ bored him to death, and he 
said so. Sir Thomas Browne’s strained 
fancifulness and jargonised speech teased 
him, and he said so. On the other hand, 
what member of the Anglican Church has 
so bathed the name of Jeremy Taylor in 
the sunshine of eloquent appreciation as 
he has this Jacobinical son of a Socinian 
preacher? . . . We know what his point 
of view was, and can flatter ourselves upon 
our ability, real or supposed, to outline his 
judgments upon the books, pictures, and 
plays of to-day. For a critic to be alive 
eighty years after publication of his crit- 
icisms is in itself a feat. Hazlitt can say 
with the Abbé, J’at véeu. . . . Hazlitt was 
never more philosophical than when in a 
passion. He always gets a good thought- 
basis for his hatreds. . . . Hazlitt was 
unhappily, unlike Sir Joshua Reynolds, a 
vulnerable man ; and if he was hit hard and 
below the be!t, he hit back again as hard 
as he could, and sometimes I am afraid 
below the belt.— BIRRELL, AUGUSTINE, 
1902, William Hazlitt (English Men of 
Letters), pp. 129, 181, 145, 147, 169. 
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Robert Hall 
1764-1831 


Baptist preacher, born at Ansty, near Leicester, was the youngest of fourteen children. 
At the age of fifteen he was entered at the Baptist Academy at Bristol. Proceeding 
to Aberdeen University in 1781, he made the intimate acquaintance of Sir James 
Mackintosh, with whom he read and discussed philosophy and theology. He graduated 
in 1785, and became second minister in the collegiate charge of Broadmead Chapel, 
Bristol, and classical master in the Bristol Academy, which latter post, however, he 
resigned in 1790. Mr. Hall at once became a popular preacher. In 1791 he suc- 
ceeded the eccentric Dr. Robinson at Cambridge, where, by the force of his preaching, 
the influence of his reputation, and the still better influence of his persuasive life and 
character, he became one of the foremost divines of the day. In 1793 he published 
his celebrated ‘‘Apology for the Freedom of the Press,’’ and in 1801 his eloquent ser- 
mon on ‘‘Infidelity ;’’ ‘Reflections on the War’’ followed in 1802, and ‘‘Sentiments 
Proper to the Present Crisis’’ in 1803. In 1806 he was transferred to Leicester, and 
in 1825 he returned to Bristol. His argumentative treatise, ‘‘Terms of Communion,” 
which appeared in 1810, is distinguished by logical acuteness and catholicity of 


sentiment.—SANpERS, LLoyp C., ed., 1887, Celebrities of the Century, p. 529. 


PERSONAL 


We had among us [1782] some English 
dissenters, who were educated for the 
ecclesiastical offices of their sect. Robert 
Hall, now a dissenting clergyman at Cam- 
bridge, was of thisnumber. He then dis- 
played the same acuteness and brilliancy ; 
the same extraordinary vigour, both of 
understanding and imagination, which have 
since distinguished him, and which would 
have secured to him much more of the ad- 
miration of the learned and the elegant, if 
he had not consecrated his genius to the 
far nobler office of instructing and reform- 
ing the poor. His society and conversa- 
tion had a great influence on my mind. Our 
controversies were almost unceasing. We 
lived in the same house, and we were both 
very disputatious. — MACKINTOSH, SIR 
JAMES, 1805, Autobiography, Memoirs of 
Mackintosh, ed., his Son, vol. 1, p. 18. 

From the commencement of his dis- 
course an almost breathless silence pre- 
vailed, deeply impressive and solemnizing 
from its singular intenseness. Not a 
sound was heard but that of the preacher’s 
voice—scarcely an eye but was fixed upon 
him—not a countenance that he did not 
watch, and read, and interpret, as he sur- 
veyed them again and again with his rapid 
ever-excursive glance. As he advanced 
and increased in animation, five or six of 
the auditors would be seen to rise and lean 
forward over the front of their pews still 
keeping their eyes upon him. Some new or 
striking sentiment or expression would, in 
a few minutes, cause others to rise in 
like manner : shortly afterwards still more, 


and so on, until, long before the close of 
the sermon, it often happened that a con- 
siderable portion of the congregation were 
seen standing, —every eye directed to the 
preacher, yet now and then for a moment 
glancing from one to the other, thus trans- 
mitting and reciprocating thought and 
feeling :—Mr. Hall himself, though mani- 
festly absorbed in his subject, conscious 
of the whole,receiving new animation from 
what he thus witnessed, reflecting it back 
upon those who were already alive to the 
inspiration, until all that were susceptible 
of thought and emotion seemed wound up 
to the utmost limit of elevation on earth, 
when he would close, and they reluctantly 
and slowly resume their seats. GREGORY, 
OLINTHUS, 1831, Miscellaneous Works and 
Remains of the Rev. Robert Hall, Memoir, 
p. 87. 

He displayed, in a most eminent degree, 
the rare excellence of a perfect concep- 
tion and expression of every thought, how- 
ever rapid the succession. There were no 
half-formed ideas, no misty semblances of 
meaning, no momentary lapses of intellect 
into an utterance at hazard, no sentences 
without a distinct object, and serving 
merely for the continuity of speaking; 
every sentiment had at once a palpable 
shape, and an appropriateness to the im: 
mediate purpose. If now and then, which 
was seldom, a word, or a part of a sen- 
tence, slightly failed to denote precisely 
the thing he intended, it was curious to 
observe how perfectly he was aware of it, 
and how he would instantly throw in an 
additional clause, which did signify it 
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precisely. . . . Under that excitement, 
when it was the greatest, he did uncon- 
scious'y acquire a corresponding elation of 
attitude and expression; would turn, 
though not with frequent change, toward 
the different parts of the assembly, and, as 
almost his only peculiarity of action, would 
make one step back from his position 
(which, however, was instantly resumed) 
at the last word of a climax; an action 
which inevitably suggested the idea of the 
recoil of heavy ordnance. —FostEr, JOHN, 
1831, Mr. Hall’s Character as a Preacher, 
Miscellaneous Works and Remains of the 
Rev. Robert Hall, pp. T7, 83. 

His religious character had nothing 
peculiar init. He had fine taste and great 
eloquence, but after all was not first-rate, 
—that is, not equal to Jeremy Taylor or 
Burke. But he was facile princeps of all 
the Dissenting preachers of the day.— 
RoBINsON, HENRY CRABB, 1834, Diary, 
Dec. 27; Reminiscences, ed. Sadler, vol. ul, 
p. 2038. 

Robert Hall did not lose his power of 
retort even in madness. A hypocritical 
condoler with his misfortunes once visited 
him in the mad-house, and said, in a whin- 
ing tone, ‘‘What brought you here Mr. 
Hall?’ Hall significantly touched his 
brow with his finger, and replied, ‘‘ What’ll 
never bring you, sir—too much brain !’’— 
WHIPPLE, EDWIN P., 1846, The Ludicrous 
Side of Life, Literature and Life, p. 149. 

There was not the semblance of parade, 
nothing that betrayed the least thought of 
being eloquent; but there was a power of 
thought, a grace and beauty, and yet force 
of expression, a facility of commanding 
the best language, without apparently 
thinking of the language at all, combined 
with a countenance all glowing from the 
fire within, which constituted a fascination 
that was to me perfectly irresistible.— 
SPRAGUE, WILLIAM B., 1855, Visits to 
European Celebrities. 

His face was far from being a handsome 
one. Indeed, it reminded some people of 
an exaggerated frog’s. But the amplitude 
of his forehead, the brilliance of his eye, 
and the strength and breadth of his chest, 
marked him out always from the roll of 
common men, and added greatly to the 
momentum both of his conversation and his 
preaching. We have heard his 
later mode of preaching often described 
by eye-witnesses. He began in a low tone 
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of voice; as he proceeded his voice rose 
and his rapidity increased; the two first 
thirds of his sermon consisted of state- 
ment or argument; when he neared the 
close, he commenced a strain of appeal 
and then, and not till then, was there any 
eloquence; then his stature erected itself, 
his voice swelled to its utmost compass, 
his rapidity became prodigious, and his 
practical questions—poured out in thick 
succession—seemed to sound the very 
souls of hisaudience. Next to the impres- 
siveness of the conclusion, what struck a 
stranger most was the exquisite beauty 
and balance of hissentences; every one of 
which seemed quite worthy of, and ready 
for, the press. Sometimes, indeed, he was 
the tamest and most commonplace of 
preachers, and men left the church wonder- 
ing if this were actually the illustrious 
man.—GILFILLAN, GEORGE, 1855, A Third 
Gallery of Portraits, pp. 80, 81. 


For forty years he had no rival in the 
English pulpit. During this long time men 
of all sects and parties, men of the highest 
intellect and culture, the leaders of the 
Church, the Bar, and the Senate, sat with 
rapt attention under the spell of his 
speech. What was the secret of this at- 
traction? Wasit in his personal magnet- 
ism, —the majesty of his mien, his gestures, 
or the musical intonations of his voice? 
Or was it in his rhetorical skill, the ex- 
quisite arrangement and rhythmical flow 
of his periods, and the dazzling imagery 
in which his affluent imagination clothed 
his ideas? In many of these oratorical 
gifts he was wanting. He had a large- 
built, robust figure, and a countenance 
‘‘formed, as if on purpose, for the most 
declared manifestation of power;’’ but 
all his life he was a sufferer from acute 
physical pains, necessitating the use of 
large doses of stimulants and narcotics; 
his voice was weak, his action heavy and 
ungraceful, and in all the tricks of the 
rhetorician, the pomp and circumstance of 
oratory, he was lacking altogether. His 
style, while it has great vigor and impres- 
siveness, is too highly Latinized to be 
popular; it abounds in technica] phrases 
and abstract forms of expression, and, 
except in certain highly-wrought passages, 
is quite devoid of pictorial embellishment! 
It was, apparently, in no one predominant 
quality that his power lay, but in the 
harmony and momentum in action of all 
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his faculties,—faculties which, whether 
of mind or heart, have rarely been so ad- 
mirably adjusted and finely proportioned 
in any other human being.—MATHEWS, 
WILLIAM, 1878, Oratory and Orators, 
p. 395. 

The private manners of Hall were re- 
markably simple and unaffected; and if 
his method of expressing his opinions was 
frequently impetuous, and occasionally 
somewhat brusque and imperious, this was 
owing rather to his constitutional energy 
and straightforward impulsive honesty 
than to an overbearing and dogmatic tem- 
per. ‘Though exercising his sarcastic 
powers with great unconstraint, he re- 
served his severity chiefly for errors which 
implied some kind of moral culpability,and 
he was always careful to be respectful to 
true worth even when concealed or de- 
formed by many superficial defects, or 
conjoined with humble rank or weak mental 
capacity. In reality few were more un- 
assuming or unselfish or more continuously 
actuated by feelings truly charitable and 
benevolent. His mental absorption led to 
the contraction of many minor eccentrici- 
ties, one of which was a frequent oblivious- 
ness to the flight of time and a consequent 
inability to remember his engagements. 
Towards the close of his Cambridge 
ministry he acquired the habit of smoking, 
and from that time his pipe was his almost 
constant companion and one of his princi- 
pal solaces in his bodily suffering. Indeed 
talk and tobacco may be said to have sup- 
plied his chief means of recreation. In 
his conversation the calibre and idiosyn- 
crasies of his genius were better displayed 
than in any of the writings he has left us; 
and it is said to have exercised an even 
more captivating charm than did his finest 
orations. Its most striking characteristics 
were keen, biting, and original wit, and 
wild and daring imaginative flights.— 
HENDERSON, T. F., 1880, Encyclopedia 
Britannica, Ninth ed., vol. x1, p. 350. 

So long ago as 1828, I knew the re- 
nowned Baptist minister, the Rev. Robert 
Hall. J heard him preach at Bristol, and 
more than once visited him there. Though 
he lived to be an old man—born in 1764, 
and dying in 1831—he was a sad sufferer 
all his life, from some internal ailment, and 
his eloquent sermons were often delivered 
while the speaker was struggling with 
bodily anguish. I think I never 
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heard a pulpit orator so effective as Robert 
Hall; yet his eloquence flowed without 
effort, and was totally devoid of ostenta- 
tion. Heimpressed on all who heard him 
the conviction that he spoke for his Master 
and not for himself.—Ha LL, SAMUEL 


CARTER, 1888, Retrospect of a Long Life, } 


p. 415. 


Think of Demosthenes, and, as there is 


but one Demosthenes and one Robert Hall, 
think of Hall! It is quite certain that 
Hall was a far greater man than Demos- 
thenes in the order of his mind, in his 
elevation of sentiment; and, in his tastes 
and studies,he much more nearly resembled 
Cicero, most perfect of pagans and nearest 


approximation to the Christian philoso- | 


pher ; but Cicero was much more of arhet- 
orician than either Demosthenes or Hall, 
aimed more at producing superficial effect, 
and appears to have cared more about the 
posing of the body and retaining an un- 
rumpled. and uncreased robe. On the other 
hand, we would not degrade Hall’s. charac- 
ter to the level of the Billingsgate of 
Demosthenes.—Hoop, E. PAXTON, 1885, 
The Throne of Eloquence, p. 177. 


Hall’s fame rests mainly on the tradition 
of his pulpit oratory, which fascinated 
many minds of a high order. His elo- 
quence recommended evangelical religion 
to persons of taste. Dugald Stewart com- 
mends his writings as exhibiting ‘‘the 
English language in its perfection, ’’ which 
is certainly extravagant praise. His con- 
versation, of which some fragments are 
preserved, was brilliant when his powers 
were roused by intellectual society.— 
GORDON, ALEXANDER, 1890, Dictionary 
of National Biography, vol. Xxiv, p. 86. 


GENERAL 


Please to present one of each of my 
pamphlets to Mr. Hall. I wish I could 
reach the perfection of hisstyle. I think 
his style the best in the English language; 
if he have a rival, it is Mrs. Barbauld.— 
COLERIDGE, SAMUEL TAYLOR, 1796, Letter 
to B. Flower, April 1; Biographia Liter- 
aria, Biographical Supplement. 

The works of this great preacher are,in 
the highest sense of the term, imaginative, 
as distinguished not only from the didactic, 
but the fanciful. He possesses the ‘‘vision 
and faculty divine,’’ in as high a degree as 
any of our writers in prose. His noblest 
passages do but make truth visible in the 
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form of beauty, and ‘‘clothe upon’’ ab- 
stract ideas, till they become palpable in 
exquisite shapes. The dullest writer 
would not convey the same meaning in so 
few words, as he has done in the most sub- 
lime of his illustrations.—TALFouRD, 
| Taomas Noon, 1821, On Pulpit Oratory, 
| London Magazine, Critical and Miscella- 

neous Writings, p. 231. 

_ With no one prejudice like Johnson, he 
stillreminds us of him—he is what Johnson 
would have been (if it be possible to con- 
ceive him such) had he been a whig anda 
dissenter. He has something of his dog- 
matism —something of his superstition— 
something of his melancholy—something 
of the same proneness to erect himself 
before man, and prostrate himself to the 
_ earth before God; a mixture of pride and 
of humility—of domination and self- 
abasement ; he has much too of Johnson’s 
love for common-sense and home-spun 
philosophy, combined, however, with an 
imagination far more vivid and excursive, 
for which the former qualities did not 
always serve as an adequate corrective. 
His learning is not on the same scale as 
his mother-wit—it is enough, however, 
to add stamina to his speculations, and for 
more perhaps he did not greatly care. His 
knowledge of metaphysical and deistical 
writers appears to have been that in which 
he chiefly excelled ;his allusions to classical 
authors are few, and his quotations from 
them (a practice which he somewhere gives 
us to understand he held cheap) in general 
trite and unscholar-like—but he was too 
affluent to borrow, and too independent to 
be a slave to authorities.—BLuntT, J. J., 
1832, The Works of the Rev. Robert Hall, 
The Quarterly Review, vol. 48, p. 131. 

Robert Hall’s might be called a great 
mind, —large in all its capacities, and wide 
in the extent of its sphere of perception 
and action. In every such mind it is easy 
to discern two characters, always oppos- 
ing, limiting, and balancing each other. 
It will not narrow itself to the service of 
a single idea, it will not blind itself to the 
majesty of nature by gazing on one truth 
till all others disappear. It will not live 
in extremes, —it is not fanatical, —it re- 
fuses to submit to any narrow rule of 
belief or of duty, —it is conscious to itself 
of expanding capacities which no rule can 
measure, nosystembound. This is great- 
ness of mind, —such greatness had Robert 


1a 


Hall. Had the circumstances which sur- 
rounded him been more favorable, his mind 
might have expanded into as perfect and 
complete humanity as our age has wit- 
nessed. This was not granted him; on 
some sides he was undeveloped; on others 
limited; yet he was, and will always re- 
main, one of the great men of our day.— 
CLARKE, J. F., 1838, Robert Hall, The 
Christian Examiner, vol. 15, p. 2. 


Hall, the most distinguished ornament 
of the Calvinistic dissenters, has long been 
justly ranked with the highest of our 
classics. His sermons are admirable speci- 
mens of pulpit eloquence, not to be sur- 
passed in the whole compass of British the- 
ology. Those which received the author’s 
own imprimatur are vastly superior to any 
that are either taken from his MSS., or 
supplied from the notes of Short-hand 
Writers.—LOWNDES, WILLIAM THOMAS, 
1839, British Librarian. 

The most striking trait in the character 
of Hall’s mind is its entire lack of striking 


traits,—the evenness, harmony, and 
breadth of its development. He never 
astonishes, and never disappoints. His 


wisdom and learning are never obstrusive, 
and never at fault. In argument and 
illustration, we trace no redundancy, and 
complain of no omission. His eloquence 
is never quickened into a torrent-like flow, 
but is never dry or languid. He is majestic 
without pretension, and sensible without 
dullness. The spirits all come at his 
bidding, and vanish when they are no 
longer needed. His quick wit never en- 
croaches on his reverence, and his scorch- 
ing sarcasm is kept in check by conscien- 
tious justice. . Hall’s style is rich, 
but chaste,—highly rhetorical, but never 
gaudy. He has no sentences penned for 
show or sound; but solid thought always 
underlies his ornament and points his 
metaphors.—PEABODY, ANDREW PRESTON, 
1847, Robert Hall’s Character and Writ- 
ings, North American Review, vol. 64, pp. 
390, 391. 

Hall is, even in print,much more of the 
orator; although his language with all its 
richness, betrays, in his published writings, 
symptoms of anxious elaboration. Prob- 
ably there could not be cited from him any 
thing equal in force or originality to some 
passages of Foster’s; but it would still 
more certainly be impossible to detect him 
indulging in feeble commonplaces.— 
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SPALDING, WILLIAM, 1852, History of Eng- 
lish Literature, p. 393. 


His command of language is sufficiently 
copious, though not by any means of the 
first order. This is perhaps due in no 
small measure to the course of his read- 
ing. He spent comparatively little time 
upon the masters of the English language. 
, Hall’s diction is not suited for a 
popular style. Not only does it want 
pictorial embellishments, except in the 
more highly wrought passages; it is posi- 
tively dry; he has a preference for heavy 
Latin derivatives, and for abstract forms 
of expression—the result,as we have said, 
in some measure, of his favourite studies. 

. Hall’s mind had a natural craving 
for broad comprehensive views, and he 
usually states his case with great per- 
spicuity. . . . The distinguishing excel- 
lence of Hall’s style consists in general 
vigour and elevation of language. His 
astonishing popularity was probably due to 
the occasional bursts of splendid eloquence. 
—MINTO, WILLIAM, 1872-80, Manual of 
English Prose Literature, pp. 503, 504. 


It is scarcely possible, however, to set 
him in the history of literature in a place 
at all proportioned to that which he 
occupied in his generation. The sermons 
which live, save in the humble habitual 
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reading of those classes of the community 
who read sermons for duty and not with 
any critical perception—are very few,and 
Robert Hall’s style is of a more formal 
description—in print—than that of the 
orators who have outlived their day. But 
the appreciation of those who heard and 


‘knew him was so thorough and enthusias- 


tic, that its warmth still lingers with 
a genial glow about his name.— OLIPHANT, 
MARGARET O. W., 1882, Literary His- 
tory of England, X VIII-XIX Century, vol. 
Ill, p. 319. 


Nonconformity, rich as it was in works 
of philanthropy and evangelical earnest- 
ness, did not originate any new lines of 
Christian thought. Robert Hall was per- 
haps its greatest name in the first quarter 
of the century; in massive and brilliant 
intellectuality he was unequalled; and the 
fame of his preaching sti]] survives; but 
he propagated no new ideas, nor can he be 
said to have been a new force in religious 
literature. —TULLOCH, JOHN, 1885, Move- 
ments of Religious Thought in Britain 
During the Nineteenth Century, p. 108. 


Robert Hall perhaps came nearer than 
any of his contemporaries to the political 
and prophetic Milton, whom Wordsworth 
longed to recall.—HeERForD, C. H., 1897, 
The Age of Wordsworth, p. 30. 


Henry Mackenzie 
1745-1831 


Henry Mackenzie was born in Edinburgh, Scotland, July 28, 1745. He was educated 
at the University of Edinburgh, studied law, and became attorney for the crown. In 
1804 he was appointed comptroller of taxes for Scotland. In 1771 he published anony- 
mously a novel entitled ‘‘The Man of Feeling,’’ which at once became very popular. 
A young clergyman named Hecles, of Bath, laid claim to it, and to establish his claim 
transcribed with his own hand the entire book, making numerous corrections and inter- 
lineations. The question of authorship was settled by the formal declaration of the 
publishers. Mackenzie published ‘‘The Man of the World’’ in 1788; [1773] and after- 
ward ‘‘Julia de Roubigné,’’ a tale in a series of letters. In 1779-80 he edited ‘‘The 
Mirror,’’ a semi-weekly modelled after Addison’s ‘‘Spectator,’’ to which he contributed 
forty-two papers. Among these was the ‘‘Story of La Roche,’’ which appeared in the 
“‘Mirror’’ for June 19, 22, and 26, 1779. In 1785-86 he edited a similar periodical 
called ‘‘The Lounger,’’ to which he contributed fifty-seven papers. Among these was an 
appreciative criticism on the poetry of Burns, which gave him the reputation of having 
first called attention to its merits. He wrote ‘‘The White Hypocrite, ’’ a comedy, which 
was performed at Covent Garden, London; and two tragedies, ‘‘The Spanish Father, ”’ 
and ‘‘The Prince of Tunis.’’ The latter was brought out with great success in Edin- 
burgh. Mackenzie’s other works include biographies of Home and Dr. Blacklock, 
essays on dramatic poetry, and numerous Tory tracts. He married in 1776, and had 
a large family. He died in Edinburgh, January 14, 1831.—Jounson, RossITER, 1875, 
Inttle Classics, Authors, p. 168. 
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PERSONAL 


A rare thing this literature, or love of 
fame or notoriety which accompanies it. 
Here is Mr. Henry Mackenzie on the very 
brink of human dissolution, as actively 
anxious about it as if the curtain must not 
soon be closed on that and everything else. 
He calls me his literary confessor ; and I 
' am sure lam glad to return the kindnesses 
which he showed me long since in George 
| Square. No man is less known from his 
writings. You would suppose a retired, 
modest, somewhat affected man, with a 
white handkerchief, and a sign ready for 
every sentiment. No such thing: H. M. 
is alert as a contracting tailor’s needle in 
every sortof business—a politician and a 
_ sportsman—shoots and fishes in a sort even 
to this day—and is the life of company 
with anecdotes and fun. Sometimes his 
daughter tells me he is in low spirits at 
home, but really I never see anything of it 
in society.—Scott, Sir WALTER, 1825, 
Diary, Dec. 6; Life by Lockhart, ch. \xv. 

Henry Mackenzie’s excellent conversa- 

tion, agreeable family, good evening 
parties, and the interest attached to united 
age and reputation, made his house one of 
the pleasantest. One of the Arbitri 
EHlegantiarum of Old Edinburgh, he sur- 
vived to flourish in a newscene. . 
The title of ‘‘The Man of Feeling’’ adhered 
to him ever after the publication of that 
novel; and it was a good example of the 
difference there sometimes is between a 
man and his work. Strangers used to 
fancy that he must bea pensive sentimental 
Harley; whereas he was far better,—a 
hard-headed practical man, as full of 
wordly wisdom as most of his fictitious 
characters are devoid of it; and this with- 
out in the least impairing the affectionate 
softness of his heart. —CocKBURN, HENRY 
Lorp, 1830-54, Memorials of His Time, 
ch. v. 

I never saw a form and face so instinct 
with goodness, so attractive of affection. 
The tenderness poured forth in all his 
works seemed diffused around his person; 
and I defy any man that has a soul to ad- 
mire the former more than he shall feel 
inclined at once to love the latter.— 
GRIFFIN, EpMuND D., 1831, Remains. 


He lies under a plain mural tablet in the , 


Greyfriars’ Churchyard, on the north side 
of the terrace. He is described thereon 
as ‘‘an author who for no short time and 
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in no small part supported the literary 
reputation of his country;’’ and yet the 
custodian of the little city cemetery, an 
enthusiastic lover of the spot and of its 
associations, said, in a regretful way, to 
an Amercan visitor not very long ago, that 
Mackenzie was entirely forgotten by the 
men of the present day, and that no one 
had asked to see his resting place in many 
years. Such graves as his should be 
pilgrim shrines.— Hutton, LAURENCE, 
1891, Literary Landmarks of Edinburgh, 


pee: 
THE MAN OF FEELING 


1771 

His ‘‘Man of Feeling’’ is the offspring 
of the‘‘Sentimental Journey’’ and Werter 
schools: it is better regulated than the 
first, and less frantic than the second: the 
hero is possessed with a passion which he 
has too much modesty to utter, and dies, 
of true love and decline, when all wish him 
tolive. The scene in the madhouse should 
be learned by heart.—CuNNINGHAM, AL- 
LAN, 1833, Biographical and Critical His- 
tory of the Literature of the Last Fifty 
Years. 

The tender pleasure which ‘‘The Man of 
Feeling’’ excites is wholly without alloy. 
Its hero is the most beautiful personifica- 
tion of gentleness, patience, and meek 
sufferings which the heart can conceive. 
—TALFouRD, THOMAS Noon, 1842, Lon- 
don New Monthly Magazine, Critical and 
Miscellaneous Writings, p. 21. 

The best writer of his school is supposed 
to be Mackenzie, the ‘‘Man of Feeling;’’ 
but the ‘‘Man of Feeling,’’ from which he 
took his title, has passed from amongst the 
living. It is almost as much duller than 
Sterne as it is more virtuous. Thesickly 
tone of feeling is relieved by no humour, 
and but slightly relieved by rather feeble 
satire. —STEPHEN, LESLIE, 1876, History 
of English Thought in the Highteenth Cen- 
tury, vol. I, p. 442. 

The novels of Henry Mackenzie have a 
charm of their own, which may be largely 
attributed to the fact that their author 
was a gentleman. Whoever has read, to 
any extent, the works of fiction of the 
eighteenth century, must have observed 
how perpetually he was kept in low com- 
pany, how rarely he met with a character 
who had the instincts as well as the social 
position of agentleman. A tone of refined 
sentiment and dignity pervades ‘‘The Man 
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of Feeling,’’ which recalls the ‘‘Vicar of 
Wakefield,’’ and introduces the reader to 
better company and moreelevated thoughts 
than the novels of the time usually afford. 
“<The Man of Feeling’’ is hardly a narra- 
tive. Harley, the chief character, is a 
sensitive, retiring man, with feelings too 
fine for his surroundings. The author 
places him in various scenes, and traces 
the effect which each produces upon his 
character. The effect of the work is 
agreeable, though melancholy, and the 
early death of Harley contemplates the 
delineation of a man too gentle and too 
sensitive to battle with life.—TucKER- 
MAN, BAYARD, 1882, A History of English 
Prose Fiction, p. 241. 


It is so fragmentary and so sketchy that 
only by courtesy can it be called a novel. 
—SIMONDS, WILLIAM EDWARD, 1894, An 
Introduction to the Study of English Fic- 
tion, p. 56. 


Written in a style alternating between 
the whims of Sterne and a winning plain- 
tiveness, enjoys the distinction of being 
the most sentimental of all English novels. 
One scene of it, in which the frail hero 
dies from the shock he receives when a 
Scotch maiden of pensive face and mild 
hazel eyes acknowledges that she can 
return his love for her, deserves to be re- 
membered.—Cross, WILBUR L., 1899, The 
Development of the English Novel, p. 83. 


The ‘‘Man of Feeling’’ is nothing but a 
study in emotion and simply describes a 
few scenes in the life of a hero whose 
facile tears are constantly evoked by 
accidents obviously devised for that pur- 
pose. His visit to London in search of a 
government appointment, his brief stay 
there, his disappointment and death, com- 
pose all the story; there is no character- 
drawing, uo humour, no plot; everything 
that we are accustomed to look for ina 
work of fiction is devoured and swallowed 
up by this leviathan of sentimentality.— 
THOMSON, CLARA LINKLATER, 1900, Sam- 
uel Richardson, A Biographical and Crit- 
ical Study, p. 268. 


THE MAN OF THE WORLD 
1773 
The attempt to attain intricacy of plot 
disturbs the emotion which in the other 
works of the author is so harmoniously 
excited. A tale of sentiment should be 
most simple. Its whole effect depends on 
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its keeping the tenor of its predominan 
feeling unbroken. Another defect in thisi 
story is, the length of time over which iti 
spreads its narrative. . . . Still there aret 
in this tale scenes of pathos delicious ash 
any which, even the author himself, hash 
drawn.—TALFOuRD, THOMAS Noon, 1842, 
London New Monthly Magazine, Critica 
and Miscellaneous Writings, p. 21. | 
“«The Man of the World’’ is a regularly-; 
constructed novel, and is much more in- 
teresting than the desultory sketches 07) 
“<The Man of Feeling,’’ although the chier |: 
incidents are robbery, seduction, and at-, 
tempted incest. —ForsyTH, WILLIAM, 1871, | 
The Novels and Novelists of the Eighteenth : 
Century, p. 311. | 
The ‘‘Man of the World’’ which followed, 
and which is equally fine, but much more : 
objectionable, has a mixture of Richardsor 
in his worst peculiarities, the hairbreadth | 
escapes of Pamela, over and over repeated | 
—and not always escapes: with an absence } 
both of wit and nature which takes all | 
possible right of existing from such detest- | 
able complications.—OLIPHANT, MARGA- | 
RET O. W., 1882, The Literary History of 
England, X VUI-XIX Century, vol.1, p.148. 


JULIA DE ROUBIGNE 
1777 

I have a sneaking kindness for Macken- 
zie’s ‘‘Julia de Roubigné’’—for the de- 
serted mansion, and straggling gilliflowers 
on the mouldering garden-wall; and still 
more for his ‘‘Man of Feeling;’’ not that 
it is better, nor so good; but at the time 
Tread it, I sometimes thought of the hero- 
ine, Miss Walton, and of Miss —— 
together, and ‘‘that ligament, fine as it 
was, was never broken !’’—Hazuitt, WIL- 
LIAM, 1826, The Plain Speaker, p. 318. 


The accumulation of woes in ‘‘Julia de 
Roubigné’”’ makes it too melancholy to 
read: it is more like the revelation made 
in confession than a fine work of fancy and 
feeling. It is not a difficult thing to heap 
woe on woe.— CUNNINGHAM, ALLAN, 
1838, Biographical and Critical History 
of the Literature of the Last Fifty Years. 

The real skill and subtlety he shows in 
painting small delicacies of feeling and 
etiquette are ill suited with a tragic 
catastrophe involving strong passions. 
And the device of telling the story by 
means of letters, with its apparatus of con- 
fidants and witnesses, lays a heavy burden 
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of improbability upon a feeble tragedy.— 
RALEIGH, WALTER, 1894, The English 
Novel, p. 202. 

GENERAL 

To whom we owe (in my opinion) the 
most exquisite pathetic fictions in our lan- 
guage.—MACKINTOSH, SIR JAMES, 1805, 
Autobiography, Memoirs of Mackintosh, ed., 
his Son, vol. 1, p. 21. 

Few modern writers have been more 
fortunate than Mr. Mackenzie, in their ap- 
peals to the heart; and his fictions in the 
Mirror hold a conspicuous rank among the 
best efforts in pathetic composition. — 
DRAKE, NATHAN, 1810, Lssays Illustra- 
tive of the Rambler, Adventurer and Idler, 
vol. I, p. 369. 

The universal and permanent popularity 
of his writings entitles us to rank him 
amongst the most distinguished of his 
class. His works possess the rare and 
invaluable property of originality, to which 
all other qualities are as dust in the 
balance; and the sources to which he 
resorts to excite our interest, are rendered 
accessible by a path peculiarly his own. 
. . . The Northern Addison. oh 
Variety of character he has introduced 
sparingly, and has seldom recourse to any 
peculiarity of incident, availing himself 
generally of those which may be considered 
as common property to all writers of ro- 
mance. His sense of the beauties of 
nature, and power of describing them, are 
carefully kept down, to use the expression 
of the artist; and like the single strag- 
gling bough, which shades the face of his 
sleeping veteran, just introduced to relieve 
his principal object, but not to eclipse it.— 
Scorr, Sir WauTER, 1821, Henry Mackenzie. 

I consider old M. to be the greatest 
nuisance that ever infested any Magazine. 
His review of Galt’s ‘‘Annals’’ was poor 
and worthless: that of ‘‘Adam Blair’’ still 
worse: and this of ‘‘Lights and Shadows’’ 
the most despicable and foolish of all. His 
remarks on ‘‘ Adam Blair’’ did the book no 
good, but much harm with dull stupid 
people, and this wretched article cannot 
fail to do the same to a greater degree. I 
cannot express my disgust with it.—WIL- 
Son, JOHN, 1822, Letter to W. Blackwood, 
William Blackwood and his Sons, vol. 1, 
p. 270. 

Henry Mackenzie, Sir, is one of the most 
original in thought, and splendid in fancy, 
and chaste in expression, that can be found 


115 


in the whole line of our worthies. He 
will live as long as our tongue, or longer. 
—WiisON, JOHN, 1822, Noctes Ambrosiane, 
Blackwood’s Magazine, vol. 11, p. 477. 

The quiet and unpresuming beauties 
of these works depend not on the fashion 
of the world. They cannot be out of date 
till the dreams of young imagination shall 
vanish, and the deepest sympathies of love 
and hope be stilled forever. While other 
works are extolled, admired, and reviewed, 
these will be loved and wept over.— 
TALFOURD, THOMAS Noon, 1842, London 
Monthly Magazine, Critical and New Mis- 
celluneous Writings. 

“The Man of Feeling,’’ published anony- 
mously in 1771, ‘‘The Man of the World,’’ 
1778, and ‘‘Julia de Roubigné,’’ 1777, 
novels after the manner of Sterne, which 
are still universally read, and which have 
much of the grace and delicacy of style 
as well as of the pathos of that great 
master, although without any of his rich 
and peculiar humor.—CRAIK, GEORGE L., 
1861, A Compendious History of English 
Literature and of the English Language, 
vol. Il, p. 318. 

Although wedded to the following of 
Sterne, Mackenzie affected the moral ear- 
nestness of Richardson also, and the char- 
acters in his three principal fictions, move, 
meekly robed in gentle virtue, through a 
succession of heartrending misfortunes. 
There is no observation of life, no knowl- 
edge of the world, in Mackenzie’s long- 
drawn lachrymose novels of feeling. The 
personal affection of Sir Walter Scott for 
this amiable man has done muchto preserve 
Mackenzie’s memory.—Gossk, EpMUND, 
1888, A History of Highteenth Century 
Literature, p. 361. 

“‘The Man of Feeling’’ had nothing of 
Sterne’s subtle humour, which plays round 
his pathos like a lambent flame; he ‘‘re- 
solved,’’ like Steele, ‘‘to be sorrowful ;’” 
but he nurses his grief so carefully, and 
toys with it so long, that true pathos is at 
last insulted by the mummery. Crambe 
repetita is not an appetizing dish, and 
Simon Softly, and Tom Sanguine, and Mary 
Muslin, and Mary Plain are names that 
strike cruelly on the jaded ear. His 
characters are, indeed, for the most part 
anachromisms, and are as ‘‘cruel, dull and 
dry’’ as the piping swains in a third-rate 
pastoral.—LosBBAN, J. H., 1896, English 
Essays, Introduction, p. liii. 


William Roscoe 
1753-1831 
William Roscoe, historian, born at Liverpool, 8th March 1753, in 1769 was articled 


to an attorney, and began to practice in 1774. 


In 1773 he published a poem, ‘*Mount 


Pleasant,’? and in 1787-88 ‘‘Wrongs of Africa,’’ a protest against the slave-trade. 
But it was his ‘‘Life of Lorenzo de’ Medici ’’ (1796) that established his literary reputa- 


tion. 
German, French, and Italian. 


His second great book, ‘‘Life of Leo X’’ (1805) like the former appeared in 
He had retired from business in 1796, but in 1799 


became partner in a Liverpool Bank, which involved him (1816-20) in pecuniary em- 


barrassment. 


fily’s Ball’’ (1807); an editon of Pope; and a monograph on Monandrian plants. 


died 30th June 18381. 


From his pen also came poems, of which the best known is the ‘‘Butter- 


He 


See Life by his son, Henry (1833),and Espinasse’s ‘‘Lancashire 


Worthies’’ (2nd series, 1877).—PATRICK AND GROOME, eds., 1897, Chambers’s Bio- 


graphical Dictionary, p. 802. 

PERSONAL 
He isa benevolent, cheerful, gentleman- 
like old man; tall, neither thin nor fat, 
thick gray hair. He is very like the prints 
you have seen of him; his bow courteous, 
not courtly; his manner frank and pre- 
possessing, without pretension of any kind. 
He enters into conversation readily, and 
immediately tells something entertaining 
or interesting, seeming to follow the 
natural course of his own thoughts, or of 
yours, without effort. Mrs. Roscoe seems 


to adore her husband, andto beso fond of © 


her children, and has such a good under- 
standing and such a warm heart, it is im- 
possible not to like her.—EDGEWORTH, 
Maria, 1813, Letters, vol. 1, p. 193. 

I desired to see nobody but Mr. Roscoe, 
and with him [had the pleasure of passing 
an evening, and finally met him at dinner 
the last day I spent in Europe. His circum- 
stances have changed entirely since I 
passed a day with him at Allerton, on my 
first arrival from America, four years ago. 
He now lives in a small house, simply and 
even sparely, but I was delighted to find 
that poverty had not chilled the warmth 
of his affections, or diminished his interest 
in the world and the studies that formerly 
occupied him. He spoke of his misfortunes 
incidentally, of the loss of his library, with 
a blush which was only of regret; but still 
he was employed in historical and critical 
researches, and talked of a new edition of 
his ‘“‘Lorenzo,*’ in which he should reply 
to what Sismondi has said of him in his 
“‘History of the Republics of Italy.’?— 
TICKNOR, GEORGE, 1819, Journal; Life, 
Letters and Journals, vol. 1, p. 297. 

He was advanced in life, tall, and o. a 
form that might once have been command- 
ing, but it was a little bowed by time— 


perhaps by care. He had a noble Roman 
style of countenance; a head that would 
have pleased a painter; and though some 
slight furrows on his brow showed that 
wasting thought had been busy there, yet 
his eye still beamed with the fire of a poetic 
soul. There was something in his whole 
appearance that indicated a being of a 
different order from the bustling race 
around him. . Born in a place 
apparently ungenial to the growth of liter- 
ary talent; in the very market-place of 
trade; without fortune, family connec- 
tions, or patronage; self-prompted, self- 
sustained, and almost self-taught, he has 
conquered every obstacle, achieved his 
way to eminence, and, having become one 
of the ornaments of the nation, has turned 
the whole force of his talents and influence 
to advance and embellish his native town. 
. . . Hehasshown how much may be done 
for a place in hours of leisure by one mas- 
ter spirit, and howcompletelyit can giveits 
own impress to surrounding objects. Like 
his own Lorenzo de’Medici, on whom he 
seems to have fixed his eye as on a pure 
model of antiquity, he has interwoven the 
history of his life with the history of his 
native town, and has made the foundations 
of its fame the monuments of his virtues. 
Wherever you go in Liverpool, you per- 
ceive traces of his footsteps in all that is 
elegant and liberal.—IRvING, WASHING- 
TON, 1819-48, Sketch-Book, pp. 25, 26, 28. 

In his habits Mr. Roscoe was temperate, 
and was attentive to the regular observ- 
ance of domestic arrangements. He did 
not rise unusually early, and the periods 
he devoted to study were those which re- 
mained after concluding the more serious 
labors of theday. He had no stated times 
set apart for his studies, which were often 
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carried on in the midst of his family. He 
was seldom in the habit of entrenching 
upon the hours devoted tosleep. Even to 
the latest period of life he usually enjoyed 
undisturbed repose. Though never in the 
possession of robust health he very seldom 
suffered from severe illness, and few per- 
sons during a long life have been more 
exempt from pain. He was accustomed 
to take exercise frequently both on foot 
and on horseback, and felt a particular en- 
joyment in country occupations. He had 
few amusements beyond those which his 
usual employments afforded, or which he 
derived from the cultivation of his garden, 
and the contemplation of his prints and 
drawings. He took no pleasure in field 
sports and other similar pursuits. In his 
youth he had a taste for theatrical per- 
formances, but in after life he seldom 
entered into public amusements. From 
music he derived but little pleasure, al- 
though he was a great admirer of the 
works of Handel. To the latest period of 
his life Mr. Roscoe never disregarded the 
proprieties of dress and of manners.— 
Roscoz, Henry, 1833, The Life of Wil- 
liam Roscoe, vol. I, p. 358. 

I quite agree as to Roscoe. But mark 
the reason. Worth and merit of a moral 
kind are the main topics, and above all, 
his raising himself. He was a pot-boy at 
a very low skittle-ground when he was six- 
teen or seventeen! Did any one ever rise 
before from such a depth to be an elegant 
Italian scholar? If Mackintosh had been 
of this kind, I should have certainly said 
more. —BROUGHAM, HENRY LorD, 1838, 
Letter to Napier, June 8; Selections from 
the Correspondence of the late Macvey 
Napier, ed., his Son, p. 251. 

To us there is a new scene of meditative 
enjoyment in our fatherland. Before we 
reach the sacred precincts of Westminster, 
or stroll along the green banks of the 
Avon, we shall linger with respectful and 
moving interest beside the monument to 
the memory of William Roscoe, in the 
churchyard of Liverpool.—TUCKERMAN, 
Henry T., 1849, Characteristics of Liter- 
ature, p. 129. 

LIFE OF LORENZO DE MEDICI 
1795 

The complete volume has ‘more than an- 
swered the expectations which the sample 
had raised. The Grecian simplicity of the 
style is preserved throughout; the same 
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judicious candour reigns in every page; 
and, without allowing yourself that liberty 
of indulging your own bias towards good 
or against criminal characters, which 
over-rigid critics prohibit, your artful can- 
dour compels your readers to think with 
you without seeming to take a part your- 
self. You have shown from his own 
virtues, abilities, and heroic spirit, why 
Lorenzo deserved to have Mr. Roscoe for 
his biographer. Several of his 
translations of Lorenzo are superior to the 
originals, and the verses more poetic.— 
WALPOLE, Horace, 1795, To Roscoe, Aprit 


‘4; Letters, ed. Cunningham, vol. Ix, pp. 


454, 455. 

You will pardon my zeal, Sir, and you 
may confide in my sincerity, when I declare 
to you, that the contents of your book far 
surpassed my expectation, and amply re- 
warded the attention with which I perused 
them. You have thrown the clearest and 
fullest light upon a period most interesting 
to every scholar. You have produced 
much that was unknown, and, to that 
which was known, you have given per- 
spicuity, order, and grace. You have 
shown the greatest dilligence in your re- 
searches, and the purest taste in your 
selection; and, upon the characters and 
events which passed in review before your 
inquisitive and discriminating mind, you 
have united sagacity of observation, with 
correctness, elegance, and vigour of style. 
—Parr, SAMUEL, 1795, Letter to William 
Roscoe, Life by Son, vol. 1, p. 138, 

I cannot but congratulate the publick 
upon this great and important addition to 
Classical History, which I regard as a 
phenomenon in Literature, in every point 
of view. It is pleasant to consider a 
gentleman, not under the auspices of an 
university, or beneath the shelter of aca- 
demick bowers, but in the practice of the 
law and business of great extent, and 
resident in a remote commercial town, 
(where nothing is heard of but Guinea 
ships, slaves, blacks, and merchandise, in 
the town of Liverpool,) investigating and 
describing the rise and progress of every 
polite art in Italy at the revival of learn- 
ing with acuteness, depth, and precision; 
with the spirit of the poet, and the solidity 
of the historian. It is pleasant to consider 
this. For my own part, I have not terms 
sufficient to express my admiration of his 
genius and erudition, or my gratitude for 
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the amusement and information I have re- 
ceived. I may add, that the manner in 
which Mr. Roscoe procured, from the 
libraries at Florence, and many of the 
various inedited manuscripts with which 
he has enriched the appendix to his his- 
tory, was singularly curious; not from a 
Fellow or Traveller of the Dilettanti, but 
froma commercial man in the intervals of 
his employment. I shall not violate the 
dignity of the work by slight objections to 
some modes of expression, or to a few 
words,or to some occasional sentiments in 
the Historian of a Republick. But I recom- 
mend it to our country asa work of un- 
questionable genius, and of uncommon 
merit. It adds the name of Roscoe to 
the very first rank of English classical 
Historians.—MATHIAS, THOMAS JAMES, 
1798, The Pursuits of Literature, Highth 
ed., p. 228. 


He writes in an easier style (though not 
without affectation) and is more decent in 
his narrative than Gibbon; still he is of 
that school, and appears to have taken him 
for his model, so fine a thing it seems to 
our present compilers of history to have 
no religion.—HurD, RICHARD, 1808? 
Commonplace Book, ed. Kilvert, p. 251. 


The style is pure and elegant; the facts 
are interesting and instructive; and the 
moral or application is (if I may so speak) 
of anincomparable tendency. These facts 
were new to the greater part of English 
readers: fresh fountain heads of pleasing 
intelligence were explored; and a stream 
of knowledge flowed forth, at once bright, 
pure, and nourishing. I hardly know a 
work, of its kind, which evinces through- 
out a more delicate taste, exercised upon 
a more felicitious subject. Roscoe is 
almost the regenerator, among Englishmen, 
of a love of Italian literature.—Dinpin, 
THoMAS FROGNALL, 1824, The Library 
Companion, p. 525. 

EDITION OF POPE 
1824 


In the year 1824, Mr. Roscoe appeared 
as the editor and biographer of Pope, an 
office which he executed with his wonted 
ability, and with the zeal of a disciple. 
Had Pope been his own bosom friend, he 
could not have dilated his virtues more 
fondly, or touched his failings with greater 
tenderness. In the court of fame Roscoe 
was always counsel for the panel, and has 
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pleaded in mitigation of sentence for some 
very desperate reputations, such as Pope 
Alexander VI., Lucretia Borgia, and Bona- 
parte. It must therefore have been a ji 
delightful employment to him to vindicate 
the memory of a poet whose style of ex- |} 
cellence was highly congenial to his sym- | 
pathies, whose literary merit he thought } 
unjustly depreciated, and whose moral | 
character had been most ungently handled. | 
—COLERIDGE, HARTLEY, 1833, Biographia 
Borealis, p. 541. 


He barely contributed a single illustra- 
tive note, his criticisms are platitudes, 
and his vindications of Pope a tissue of 
blunders. He wasmisled by his credulous 
faith in his hero, by the rashness with 
which he imposed his own guesses for facts, 
and above all by his want of penetration and 
research. His half-knowledge was worse 
thanignorance. A few of his multitudinous 
errors were exposed by Bowles whom he 
had attacked. Roscoerepliedin a feeble, 
disingenuous pamphlet, which drew from 
Bowles his taunting and crushing retort, 
“‘Lessons in Criticism to William Roscoe, 
Esq.’’ This ended the Pope controversy. 
—ELWIN, WHITWELL, 1871, ed., The Works 
of Alexander Pope, Introduction, vol. 1, 
p. Xxiv. 

Of the disgraceful bookseller’s job 
called ‘‘Roscoe’s Pope,’’ nothing need be 
said. The booksellers could not have 
pitched upon a worse editor. For Roscoe, 
though well versed in the Italian writers 
of the renaissance, knew nothing of the 
eighteenth century. He was not a classi- 
calscholar. And though his English style 
is easy and elegant, and his ‘‘Life of 
Pope”’ very pleasant reading, his command 
of the facts is so slight, that Roscoe’s 
memoir of the poet is entirely superseded 
by Mr. Carruthers’ more correct, though 
less elegant biography.— PATTISON, MARK, 
1872-89, Pope and His Editors, Essays, 
ed. Nettleship, vol. 0, p. 874. 


GENERAL 


In the present age of intellectual activ- 
ity, attention is so generally bestowed on 
all modern languages, which are ennobled 
by a literature, that it is not singular an 
acquaintance with the Italian in particular, 
should be widely diffused. Great praise, 
however, is due to the labours of Mr. 
Roscoe. There can be little’ doubt that 
his elaborate biographies of the Medici, 


jwhich contain as much literary criticism 
Jas historical narrative, have mainly con- 
(tributed to the promotion of these studies 
‘among his countrymen. These works have 
jof late met with much flippant criticism in 
some of their leading journals. In Italy 
they have been translated, are now cited as 
authorities, and have received the most 
encomiastic notices from several eminent 
scholars. These facts afford conclusive 
testimony of their merits.—PRESCOTT, 
WILLIAM HICKLING, 1824, Italian Narra- 
tive Poetry, North American Review, vol. 
| 19, p. 340. 

_ The poetical talents of Roscoe have been 
praised by no mean judges. His verses 
are very fair specimens of that kind of 
poetry the excellence of which consists less 
‘in strength of wing than in beauty of 
plume and lightness of movement. His 
song is flowing and harmonius rather than 
energetic.—CUNNINGHAM, ALLAN, 1833, 
Biographical and Critical History of the 
Literature of the Last Fifty Years. 

Mr. Roscoe was simple and manly in his 
demeanor; but there was the feebleness 
of a mere belle-lettrist, a mere man of 
virti, in the style of his sentiments on 
most subjects. Yet he was a politician, 
and took an ardent interest in politics, and 
wrote upon politics—all which are facts 
usually presuming some vigour of mind. 
And he wrote, moreover, on the popular 
side,and with a boldness which, in that day, 
when such politics were absolutely disrep- 
utable, seemed undeniably to argue great 
moral courage. . Mr. Fox (himself 
the very feeblest of party writers) was 
probably sincere in his admiration of Mr. 
Roscoe’s pamphlets; and did seriously 
think him, as I know that he is described 
in private letters, an antagonist well 
matched against Burke; and that he after- 
wards became in form. The rest of the 
world wondered at his presumption, or at 
his gross miscalculation of his own pecul- 
jar powers. An eminent person, in after 
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years (about 1815), speaking to me of Mr. 
Roscoe’s political writings, especially 
those which had connected his name with 
Burke, declared that he always felt of him 
in that relation not so much asof a feeble 
man, but absolutely as of a Sporus (that 
was his very expression), or aman emascu- 
lated. Right or wrong in his views, he 
showed the most painful defect of good 
sense and prudence in confronting his own 
understanding, so plain and homely, with 
the Machiavelian Briareus of a hundred 
arms—the Titan whom he found in Burke; 
all the advantages of a living antagonist 
over a dead one could not compensate odds 
so fearful in original power.—DE QUINCEY, 
THOMAS, 1887, Literary and Lake Remi- 
niscences, Works, ed. Masson, vol. 1, p. 127. 


Allow me to say that you have hardly 
done justice to Mackintosh, while you 
have done something more than justice to 
Roscoe. Both are good in their way, but 
there is an apparent fondness in the 
latter, and coldness in the former that 
will, I think, be generally perceived. I 
could produce passages from Mackintosh 
pregnant with more thought than it would 
be possible to find in all the volumes of 
Roscoe, whom you have assuredly over- 
praised as a literary historian.—NAPIER, 
Macvey, 1888, Letter to Lord Brougham, 
June 6; Selections from the Correspond- 
ence of the late Macvey Napier, ed., his Son, 
p. 250. 

He still moves with accomplished ease 
among the scholars and artists, and handles 
with critical discernment masses of new 
material from the Italian archives. But he 
is too typical an example of the highly 
cultured Unitarianism of his time to enter 
as sympathetically into religious passions 
and fanaticisms as he does into art and 
learning; and while he draws Luther 
with tolerable skill from the outside, 
Savonarola is to him somewhat as Mo- 
hammed to Voltaire.—HeERFoRD, C. H., 
1897, The Age of Wordsworth, p. 41. 


John Trumbull 
1750-1831 


A noted jurist of Hartford, famous in his day as a satirical poet. 


With Barlow and 


others he published ‘‘The Anarchiad,’’ a series of satirical essays, and he was the 
author of the ‘‘Progress of Dulness’’; but ‘‘Mac Fingal,’’ a Hudibrastic poem, the first 


canto of which appeared in 1775, is his best title to remembrance. 


It bristles with 


sharp points of satire, and quite deserved the extensive popularity it for a time enjoyed. 
—Apams, Oscar Fay, 1897, A Dictionary of American Authors, p. 389. 
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PERSONAL 


Judge Trumbull maintained through life 
an honourable and upright character. The 
powers of satire, which formed a striking 
trait of his character, while they gave a 
pointedness and piquancy to his common 
conversation, he endeavored to restrain 
within the bounds of courteousness and 
kindness. As a scholar, a wit, and gentle- 
man, he was greatly admired; and he left 
a name which must always sustain a con- 
spicuous place in the early history of 
American letters.—}VEREST, CHARLES 
W., 1848, The Poets of Connecticut, p. 40. 


Should John Trumbull cease to be re- 
membered among us for his achievements 
as a grown-up man, it may be safe to say 
that he will still deserve some sort of re- 
nown for the prodigies he wrought while 
yet in his babyhood, and immediately after 
that brilliant epochin his career. In the 
records of intellectual precocity, scarcely 
anything can be cited more remarkable 
than some of the things that are recorded 
of this amazing little creature at a period 
of life when ordinary mortals are suffi- 
ciently employed in absorbing and digest- 
ing a lacteal diet and in getting forward 
with their primary set of teeth.—TyYLEr, 
Mosss Coit, 1897, The Literary History 
of the American Revolution, 1763-1783, 
vol. I, p. 189. 


PROGRESS OF DULLNESS 
1772 

The ‘‘Progress of Dulness’’ was pub- 
lished in 1772. It is the most finished of 
Trumbull’s poems, and was hardly less 
serviceable to the cause of education than 
‘*McFingal’’ was to that of liberty.— 
GRISWOLD, RuFus W., 1842-46, The Poets 
and Poetry of America, p. 6. 


No wonder that a notable stir was made 
by these three satires, so fresh and ruddy 
with the tints of real life, so fearless in 
their local tone and color,so pungent with 
contemporary and local criticism, and 
coming as they did in so rapid succession 
from the academic solitude of that por- 
tentous young tutor. They seemed to an- 
nounce the arrival of a rather uncomfort- 
able inhabitant,—a satirist from whose 
glance no folly or obliquity would be likely 
to hide itself. And even yet, and for us, 
the whole work has a masterful aspect. 
Though far less subtle than his later and 
greater satire, ‘‘M’Fingal,’’ it deals with 
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subjects more universal and more perma- 
nent. Moreover, like all of Trumbull’s 
work, it shows the training of the scholar, 
the technical precision of the literary 
artist. Each poem hasa unity of its own, 
and holds up to laughter the despicable 
or the detestable traits of asingle type of 
character. To all three poems an artistic 
unity is given, by a correlation, not only 
of topics, but of incidents, the latter of 
which just sufficiently entangle their chief 
personages at the end. Here, also, one 
finds ample facility and variety of literary 
allusion, unblinking observation of the 
follies and vices of society, an eye for 
every sort of personal foible, a quick sense 
of the ludicrous, a sure command of the 
vocabulary of ridicule and invective. 
Then, too, the genuine power of these 
satires was shown by evidence that could 
not be contradicted, —the outcry of punc- 
tured vanity with which they were greeted, 
—an outcry so vociferous, so sibilant, 
from so many quarters, as to prove 
how well each arrow had found its 
mark.—TYLeR, Mosges Coit, 1897, The 
Interary History of the American Revolu- 
tion, 17638-1783, vol. 1, p. 220. 


M’FINGAL 
1782 

In a poetic manner, a general account 
of the American contest, with a particular 
description of the character and manners 
of the times, interspersed with anecdotes, 
which no history could probably record or 
display, and, with as much impartiality as 
possible, satirize the follies and extrava- 
gances of my countrymen as well as of 
their enemies.—TRUMBULL, JOHN, 1785, 
Letter to the Marquis de Chastellux. 


A poem which will live as long as 
“Hudibras.’’ If I speak freely of this 
Piece, I can truly say, that altho’ it is not 
equal to itself throughout (and where is 
the Poem that is so?) yet there are many 
parts of it equal to anything in that kind 
of Poetry that ever was written. —ADAMs, 
JOHN, 1785, Letter to Trumbull, April 28. 


A Hudibrastic poem of great merit—for 
doggerel—rich, bold, and happy.—NEAL, 
JOHN, 1825, American Writers, Black- 
wood’s Magazine, vol. 17, p. 202. 


His “‘McFingal’’ owes its decadence, not 
to a deficiency in genuine wit and humor 
of the Hudibrastic school, but to the lack 
of picturesqueness in the story, and of all 
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elements of permanent interest in its 
heroes. —PEABOoDY, A. P., 1856, American 
Poetry, North American Review, vol. 82, 
p. 241 

There is no contemporaneous record 
which supplies so vivid a representation of 
the manners of the age, and the habits and 
modes of thinking that then prevailed. — 
Botta, ANNE C. LyncH, 1860, Hand- 
Book of Universal Literature, p. 530. 


It is everywhere lauded for its thorough 
American spirit. . . . This once famous 
and still remarkable production. —NIcHOL, 
JOHN, 1880-85, American Literature, 
p. 90. 


It may still be read for its scholarship 
and learning. —LAWRENCE, EUGENE, 1880, 
A Primer of American Literature, p. 44. 


Trumbull’s ‘‘M’Fingal”’ is a work that 
will not go quite out of repute. It still 
speaks well for the character, wit, and 
facility of the staunch and acute author, 
and shows genuine originality although 
written after a model. Not even ‘‘Hudi- 
bras’’ more aptly seizes upon the ludicrous 
phases of a turbulent epoch.—STEDMAN, 
EDMUND CLARENCE, 1885, Poets of Amer- 
ica, p. 30. 

The immense popularity of the poem is 
unprecedented in American literary his- 


tory. The first canto rapidly ran through. 


thirty editions. Longfellow’s ‘‘Evange- 
line’’ attained about the same circulation 
when the population of the country was 
thirty millions. ‘‘McFingal’? was pub- 
lished when our population was only three 
millions. The poem, indeed, is to he con- 
sidered as one of the forces of the Revolu- 
tion, because a3 a satire on the Tories it 
penetrated into every farm-house, and sent 
the rustic volunteers laughing into the 
ranks of Washington and Greene. The 
vigor of mind and feeling displayed 
throughout the poem gives an impetus to 
its incidents which ‘‘Hudibras,’’ with all 
its wonderful flashes of wit, comparatively 
lacks. —WHIPPLE, EDWIN Percy, 1886, 
American Literature and Other Papers, 
ed. Whittier, p. 23. 


There’s no dreaming in it; there’s no 
swashy sentiment; it does not stay to 
moralize; it goes on its rhythmic and 
satiric beat as steady and sure and effect- 
ive as a patent threshing-machine. A 
capital thing it must have been for a town 
hero, or patriotic spouter, to read aloud 
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in atavern with the flip-maker keeping 
beat with his toddy-stick !—M1TCHELL, 
DONALD G., 1897, American Lands and 
Letters; The Mayflower to Rip-Van-Win- 
kle, p. 158. 


Butler died, poor and neglected, in 
1680 ; Trumbull was prosperously alive one 
hundred and fifty years later; and yet an 
intelligent reader might easily mistake 
many verses of the latter for verses of the 
former. Trumbull’sare less clever, more 
decent, and doubtless distinguishable in 
various more profound ways; but the 
two poems are so much alike as to indicate 
in the cleverest American satirist of the 
closing eighteenth century, a temper 
essentially like that of the cleverest Eng- 
lish satirist of a century before.—WEN- 
DELL, BARRETT, 1900, A Literary History 
of America, p. 126. 


GENERAL 


*““McFingal,’’ the most popular of the 
writings of the former of these poets, first 
appeared in the year 1782. This pleasant 
satire on the adherents of Britain in those 
times may be pronounced a tolerably suc- 
cessful imitation of the great work of 
Butler, though, like every other imitation 
of that author, it wants that varied and 
inexhaustible fertility of allusion which 
made all subjects of thought, the lightest 
and most abstruse parts of learning— 
everything in the physical and moral world, 
in art and nature the playthings of his wit. 
The work of Trumbull cannot be much 
praised for the purity of itsdiction. Yet, 
perhaps, great scrupulousness in this 
particular was not consistent with the plan 
of the author, and, to give the scenes of 
this poem their full effect, it might have 
been thought necessary to adopt the 
familiar dialect of the country and the 
times. We think his ‘‘Progress of Dull- 
ness’’ a more pleasing poem, more finished 
and more perfect in its kind, and, though 
written in the same manner, more free 
from the constraint and servility of imita- 
tion. The graver poems of Trumbull con- 
tain more vigorous and animated declama- 
tion. —BrYANT, WILLIAM CULLEN, 1818- 
84, Early American Verse, Prose Writ- 
ings, ed. Godwin, vol. 1, p. 49. 


Paid him a thousand dollars, and a 
hundred copies of the work [‘‘Poetical 
Works’’]for the copyright. . . . It 
did not come up to the public expectation, 
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or the patriotic zeal had cooled, and more 
than half the subscribers declined taking 
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my first serious adventure in patronizing 
American literature.—Goopricu, S. G., 


1856, Recollections of a Lifetime, vol. 0, 


the work. I quietly pocketed a 
pp. 111, 112. 


loss of about a thousand dollars. This was 


James Monroe 
1758-1831 


Anative of Westmoreland county, Virginia, graduated at William and Mary College, 
1776, joined the American Revolutionary z army, rose to the rank of major, and acquired 
great distinction by his important services. After the war he studied law with Thomas 
Jefferson; was elected to the Legislature of Virginia, 1782, and to the National Con- 
gress, 1783, and also from 1790 to ’94; served abroad as ambassador to France and 
also to England; Governor of Virginia, 1799—and 1802 and 1808-11; Secretary of | 
State of the United States, 1811, of War, 1814; President of the United States, 
1817-25. 1. “View of the Conduct of the Executive in the Foreign Affairs of the | 
United States,’’ &c., Philadelphia, 1798, 8vo.; London, 1798, 8vo. . . 2. ‘es 
Tour of Observation through the North- ‘Eastern and North-Western States i in 1817,” 
Philadelphia, 1818, 8vo.—ALLIBONE, S. AUSTIN, 1870, A Critical Dictionary of Eng- 


lish Literature, vol. 1, p. 1339. 
PERSONAL 


In his stature he is about the middle 
height of men, rather firmly set, with 
nothing further remarkable in his person, 
except his muscular compactness and ap- 
parent ability to endure labor. His counte- 
nance, when grave, has rather the expres- 
sion of sternness and irascibility ; asmile, 
however (and a smile is not unusual with 
him in a social circle), lights it up to very 
high advantage, and gives it a most im- 
pressive and engaging air of suavity and 
benevolence. His dress and personal ap- 
pearance are those of a plain and modest 
gentleman. He is aman of soft, polite, 
and even assiduous attentions; but these, 
although they are always well-timed, 
judicious, and evidently the offspring of an 
obliging and philanthropic temper, are 
never performed with the striking and 
captivating graces of a Marlborough or a 
Bolingbroke. To be plain, there is often 
in his manner an inartificial and even an 
awkward simplicity, which, while it pro- 
vokes the smile of a more polished person, 
forces him to the opinion that Mr. Monroe 
is a man of a most sincere and artless 
soul.—WIrT, WILLIAM, 1803, Letters of a 
British Spy. 


The old notions of republican simplicity 
are fast wearing away, and the public taste 
becomes more and more gratified with 
public amusements and parade. Mr. 
Monroe, however, still retains his plain 
and gentlemanly manners, and is in every 
respect a very estimable man.—STory, 


JOSEPH, 1818, To Hon. Ezekiel Bacon, 
March 12; Life and Letters, vol. 1, p. 311. 


In the midst of the festivities of the 
celebration of independence yesterday, 
the death of James Monroe was announced. 
He died at the house of his son-in-law, Mr. 
Samuel L. Gouverneur, inthiscity. This 
venerable patriot has been ill and his life 
despaired of for some months past, and he 
seems to have lingered until this time to 
add to the number of the Revolutionary 
patriots whose deaths have occurred on 
this memorable anniversary. — Hong, 
PuHILip, 1831, Diary, July 5; ed. Tucker- 
man, vol. I, p. 82. 

Such, my fellow citizens, was James 
Monroe. Such was the man who presents 
the only example of one whose public life 
commenced with the War of Independence 
and is identified with all the important 
events of your history from that day forth 
for a full half-century.—ApDAms, JoHN 
Quincy, 1831, Hulogy on the Death of 
James Monroe, Delivered before the Corpo- 
ration of Boston. 

In person Mr. Monroe was about six feet 
high, perhaps rather more; broad and 
square shouldered and raw-boned. When 
I knew him he was an old man (more than 
seventy years of age), and he looked per- 
haps even older than he was, his face being 
strongly marked with the lines of anxiety 
and care. His mouth was rather large, 
his nose of medium size and well-shaped, 
his forehead broad, and his eyes blue ap- 
proaching gray. Altogether his face was 
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a little rugged; and I do not suppose he 
was ever handsome, but in his younger 
days he must have been a man of fine 
physique, and capable of great endurance. 

There was no grace about Mr. 


Monroe, either in appearance or manner. 
He was, in fact, rather an awkward man, 
and, even in his old age, a diffident one. 
| Nevertheless, there was a calm and quiet 


dignity about him with which no one in his 
presence could fail to be impressed, and 
he was one of the most polite men I ever 
saw to all ranks and classes. It was his 
habit, in his ride of a morning or evening, 


to bow and speak to the humblest slave . 


whom he passed as respectfully as if he 
had been the first gentleman in the neigh- 
borhood.—WartTson, E. R., 1888, Recol- 


_ lections of James Monroe; James Monroe 


(American Statesmen), by Daniel C. Gil- 
man, p. 186. 

There was nothing peculiarly striking or 
impressive in the personal appearance of 
Monroe. He was not so tallas Jefferson, 
but taller than Madison. His face was not 
so shrunken as the former’s, nor so full 
as that of the latter. His countenance 
indicated the possession of the highest re- 
flective faculties and perfect candor and 
sincerity—wholly without dissimulation. 
For these qualities he was universally 
esteemed, and it wasimpossible to observe 
him closely and hear him converse, with- 
out concluding that, in this respect, his 
reputation was well deserved. I had been 
always taught thus to regard him, and 
this estimate of him became fixed in my 
mind by personal observation. He was a 
fine specimen of what, in my boyhood, 
was called an ‘‘old Virginia gentleman,’’ 
—gincere in manner, simple in tastes, 
courteous in deportment,and manly in in- 
tercourse with all.—THOMPSON, RICHARD 
W., 1894, Recollections of Sixteen Presidents 
from Washington to Lincoln, vol.1, p. 87. 

GENERAL 

In December, 1817, Mr. Monroe met the 
first Congress that was assembled under 
his administration. Never, since the im- 
mortalized and sainted Washington first 
appeared at the head of that august body, 
has any President been received ‘with more 
marked tokens of sincere respect, and de- 
served admiration. The great counsellors 
of the nation reposed in him a confidence 
almost unlimited. . . . His first message 
is in the hands of all, and by all admired. 


"to remain in manuscript. 
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It evinces a familiar knowledge of the 
great principles of our admirable Constitu- 
tion, and of the great interests of our ex- 
panding Republic.—Watpo, S. Putnam, 
1815, The Tour of James Monroe, p. 36. 


His knowledge of the history and the 
men of our first constitutional age must 
have been extensive, minute, and accurate. 
His memory was a storehouse of valuable 
facts, a gallery lined with the most valu- 
able pictures and portraits. Had he been 
content to write of what he knew, and 
part of which he was, he might have. pro- 
duced a work that would have been unri- 
valled in its kind. But it never seems to 
have occurred to him that he had a story 
to tell that could have secured for him the 
nation as an audience, and he allowed his 
real knowledge and rich experience to 
die with him, instead of adding’ them to 
the intellectual treasures of the world. 
He devoted his time and attention to the 
composition of a work in which a com- 
parison was instituted between the govern- 
ment of the United States and the govern- 
ments of the ancient republics. But when 
aman enters upon an elaborate political 
andliterary work at sixty-seven, hischances 
of having health enough and life enough 
to complete it are not of an encourag- 
ing character. Mr.Monroe’s treatise is 
a fragment. ; We cannot express 
much regret that this treatise was not 
completed, nor do we think the world 
would have lost much had it been allowed 
It is a literary 
curiosity, and nothing more—and it has 
not much value even as acuriosity. As 
the work of a practised and practical 
statesman, treating of the higher politics, 
it has a sort of attraction that is not com- 
mon,—but things that are not common 
are not always valuable. They may be 
rare, and yet not rich.—HAZEWELL,C. C., 
1867, Monroe’s The People are Sovereign, 
North American I[teview, vol. 105, pp. 
687, 638. 

His numerous state papers are not re- 
markable in style or in thought, but his 
views were generally sound, the position 
which he took in later life on public ques- 
tions was approved by the public voice, 
and his administration is known as the 
“era of good feeling.’’ His attention does 
not seem to have been called in any special 
manner to the significance of slavery as an 
element of political discord, or as an evil 


124 


in itself. If he foresaw, he did not fore- 
tell the great conflict. He does not seem 
expert in the principles of national finance, 
though his views are often expressed on 
such matters. The one idea which he 
represents consistently from the beginning 
to the end of his career is this, that 
America is for Americans. He resists 
the British sovereignty in his early youth; 
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he insists on the importance of freenaviga- 
tion in the Mississippi, he negotiates the 
purchase of Louisiana and Florida; he 
gives a vigorous impulse to the prosecu- 
tion of the second war with Great Britain, 
when neutral rights were endangered; 
finally he announces the ‘‘Monroe doc- 
trine.’’—GILMAN, DANIEL C., 1883, James 
Monroe (American Statesmen), p. 215. 


Hannah Adams 
1755-1832 


The first woman in the United States to make a profession of literature was born in 
Medfield, Mass., in 1755, and died in Brookline, Mass., 15th November, 1832. Her 
father was a well-to-do farmer of considerable education and culture. Hannah was a 
delicate child, fond of reading and study. In childhood she memorized most of the 
poetical works of Milton, Pope, Thomson, Young and others. Her studies were varied, 
including Greek and Latin, in which she was instructed by the divinity students who 
made their home with her family. In 1772 her father lost his property, and the children 
were forced to provide for themselves. Hannah supported herself during the Revolu- 
tionary War by making lace and by teaching school. After the war she opened a school 
to prepare young men for college, in which she was very successful. Her principal 
work, a volume entitled ‘‘A View of Religious Opinions,’’ appearedin 1784. The labor 
necessary for so great a work resulted in a serious illness that threatened her with 
mental derangement. That book passed through several editions in the United States 
and wasrepublishedin England. It is awork of greatresearch and erudition. When 
the fourth edition was published, she changed the title to ‘‘A Dictionary of Religions.’’ 
It was long a standard volume. Her second work, ‘‘A History of New England,’’ ap- 
peared in 1799, and her third, ‘‘Evidences of Christianity,’’ in 1801. Her income 
from these successful works was meager, as she did not understand the art of making 
money so well as she knew the art of making books. Her reputation extended to Kurope 
and won her many friends, among whom was Abbé Grégoire, who was then laboring to 
secure the emancipation of the Jews in France. With him she corresponded, and from 
him she received valuable aid in preparing her ‘‘History of the Jews,’’ which appeared 
in 1812. Her next book, ‘‘A Controversy with Dr. Morse,’’ appeared in 1814, and 
her ‘‘Letters on the Gospels,’’ in 1826. All her books passed through many editions. 
—MouLTON, CHARLES WELLS, 1898, A Woman of the Century, eds. Willard and 


Livermore, p. 6 
PERSONAL 


Mount Auburn wants a century to hallow 
it, but it is beginning to soften with time 
a little. Many of us remember it as yet 
unbroken by the spade, before Miss Hannah 
Adams went and lay down there under 
the turf, alone,—‘‘first tenant of Mount 
Auburn.’’ The thunder-storms do not 
frighten the poor little woman now as they 
used to in those early days when I re- 
member her among the living.—HoLMEs, 
OLIVER WENDELL, 1881, The Seasons, Pages 
from an old Volume of Life, p. 167. 

When the Atheneum was in Tremont 
Street, occupying the stuccoed building of 
two stories which stood on part of the 
land now occupied by the Probate Office, 
one solitary female ventured to claim the 


freedom of its alcoves and to endure the 
raising of the masculine eyebrows, pro- 
voked by the unaccustomed sight. And 
this ‘‘woman who dared’’ was the famous 
American authoress, Miss Hannah Adams. 
It was years before any sister authoress 
came to follow herexample; but, nothing 
daunted, the little lady browsed among the 
books, content to look as singular and as 
much out of place as a woman of to-day 
would look who frequented a fashionable 
club designed for the exclusive accom- 
modation of males. I was well 
acquainted with Miss Hannah Adams, who 
was as intimate in my father’s family asa 
person so modest and retiring could be 
anywhere. She often stayed with us at 
Quincy, where she was held in awe by the 
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self. 
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servants, from her habit of talking to her- 
This seemed to them a very weird 
and uncanny proceeding; but our guest 
had penetrated a world where they could 
not follow her, and her lips unconsciously 
uttered the thoughts that it suggested. 
—QUINCY, JOSIAH, 1883, Figures of the 
Past from the Leaves of old Journals, pp. 
828, 329. 

When Hannah Adams’s last book was 
published she was about seventy years of 
age. To her small apartment in Boston, 
friends, young and old, came to read and 
talk with her. They heard her repeat the 
poetry learned in youth; for, as she said, 
she could repeat ‘‘for three months to- 
gether” the verses then learned, though she 
was ‘‘troubled continually by forgetting 
where she had laid a pencil or a pen.” ... 
Her young friends knew this when they 
decorated her room with flowers. Her 
older friends realized this when they made 
arrangements for her to exchange her 
small city room, in the last months of her 
life, for a home in the old Croft house at 
Brookline. Her love for the beautiful 
around her made her say almost at the 
close of life, ‘‘How can anybody be im- 
patient to quit such a beautiful world?’ 
Such testimony from one who had felt the 
trials and vicissitudes of a long life ina 
peculiarly personal manner is a precious 
inheritance for American women.—GOULD, 
ELIZABETH PoRTER, 1893, Hannah Adams, 
New England Magazine, vol. 16, p. 369. 

GENERAL 

The author of this work [‘‘Dictionary 
of Religions’’?] is in such full posses- 
sion of publick regard, from the benefit 
conferred by her writings, and the merits 
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of her several productions are so gen- 
erally known, that we do not deem it 
necessary to enter into an elaborate in- 
vestigation of the manner in which she 
has executed this new edition of a very 
useful book. All her works have been the 
fruit of great labor and extensive research. 
It could not be otherwise, where so many 
facts were to be sought among the scat- 
tered and voluminous documents, which she 
was obliged to examine, and where many 
of these facts were to be ascertained 
from the variant testimony, which she was 
compelled to adjudge or to reconcile. It 
was by her industry, that the history of 
New England was first embodied. —WIL- 
LARD, S., 1818, Adams’ Religions, North 
American Review, vol. 7, p. 86. 


Her principal work was a ‘‘View of 
Religions,” in which she gave a comprehen- 
sive survey of the various religions of the 
world. The work was well received, and 
had an extensive circulation, but is now 
little known. She wrote also a ‘‘History 
of New England,’’ a ‘“‘History of the 
Jews,’’ and ‘‘Evidences of Christianity.’’ 
She was a woman of varied learning and 
indomitable perseverance.— HART, JOHN 
8.,1872, AManual of American Literature. 


Hannah Adams, who wrote as many 
religious books as if she was an orthodox 
Congregational minister of the day, pre- 
pared a ‘‘ History of New England,’’ which, 
in its way, though not an original author- 
ity, was as useful as Dr. Holmes’ more 
ambitious work; its place in the develop- 
ment of woman’s intellectual opportunities 
is obvious.—RICHARDSON, CHARLES F., 
1887, American Literature, 1607-1885, 
vol. 1, p. 452. 


Sir Walter Scott 
1771-1832. 


1771—Born August 15. 


Appointed sheriff of Selkirkshire. 
lichingen.’’ 
the Scottish Border. ”’ 
of Ercildoune. 
Clerk of the Sessions. 


1786—Began to study law. 
1796—Published translation of Buerger’s ‘‘Ballads.’’ 
1799—Translated Goethe’s 
1800—‘‘The Eve of St. John: a Border Ballad.”’ 
1804—Hdited ‘‘Sir Tristrem,’’ a Metrical Romance by Thomas 
1805—‘‘The Lay of the Last Minstrel: a Poem.’’ 
1806—KEdited ‘‘Memoirs,”’ etc. 


1792—Called to the bar. 
1797—Marriage. 1799— 
‘“Goetz von Ber- 
1802—‘‘Minstrelsy of 


1806—Appointed 
1808—‘‘Marmion: a Tale of 


Flodden Field ;’’ Edited the Works of Dryden, 18 vols., and Life; Strutt’s ‘‘Queenhoo 


Hall: a Romance.’’ 
1809-15. 


1811—‘‘The Vision of Don Roderick: a Poem.”’ 
1813—‘‘Rokeby: a Poem;’’ ‘‘The Bridal of Triermain’’ 


1809—Kdited State Papers and Somers’ Collection of Tracts, 
1810—‘‘The Lady of the Lake: a Poem;’’ Edited ‘‘English Minstrelsy.”’ 


1812—Came to live at Abbotsford. 
1814—‘‘ Waverley ;’’ Edited 
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The Works of Swift, 19 vols. and Life; ‘‘The Border Antiquities,’’—1814-17. 
1815—‘‘Guy Mannering;’’ ‘‘The Lord of the Isles: a Poem;’’ “‘The Field of Water- 
loo: aPoem.’’ Edited Memoirs of the Somervilles. 1816—‘‘The Antiquary ;’’ ‘‘Tales 
of My Landlord,” first series (‘‘The Black Dwarf,’’ ‘‘Old Mortality’’). 1817—‘‘Harold 
the Dauntless: a Poem.’? 1818—‘‘Rob Roy;’’ ‘‘Tales of My Landlord,’’ second series 
(‘The Heart of Midlothian’). 1819—‘‘Tales of My Landlord,’ third series (‘The 
Bride of Lammermoor,’”? ‘‘The Legend of Montrose’’); ‘‘Ivanhoe.’? 1820— 
Knighted ; ‘‘The Monastry ;’’ ‘‘The Abbot.’? 1821—‘‘Kenilworth;’’ Kdited the Noy- 
elists’ Library, 1821-24. 1822—‘‘The Pirate ;’’ ‘‘The Fortunes of Nigel;’’ ‘‘Halidon 
Hill: a Dramatic Sketch;’’ Much editing. 1823—‘‘Peveril of the Peak;’’ ‘‘Quentin 
Durward.’’? 1824—‘‘St. Ronan’s Well;’’ ‘‘Redgauntlet.’? 1825—‘‘Tales of the 
Crusaders (‘‘The Betrothed,’’ ‘‘The Talisman’’). 1826—Failure of the Ballantynes and 
Scott’s financial distress; death of his wife; ‘‘Woodstock.’’ 1827—‘‘Life of Napo- 
leon Buonaparte,’’ 9 vols. ; ‘‘Chronicles of the Canongate,” first series (‘‘The Two 
Drovers,’’ ‘‘The Highland Widow,”’ ‘‘The Surgeon’s Daughter’’) ; ‘Tales of a Grand- 
father,’’—1827-30, 1828—Miscellaneous Works Collected, 6 vols. ; ‘‘Chronicles of 
the Canongate,’’ second series (‘‘The Fair Maid of Perth’’). 1829—‘‘Anne of Geier- 
stein;’’ ‘‘History of Scotland,’’—1829-80. 1830—‘‘Letters on Demonology and 
Witchcraft.’’ 1831—Journey to Italy ; ‘‘Tales of My Landlord,” fourth series (‘‘Count 
Robert of Paris,’’ ‘‘Castle Dangerous’’). 1832—Died September 21.—MAcCLINTOCK, 


PortER LANDER, 1900, ed. Ivanhoe, Introduction, p. vii. 


PERSONAL 


On our mentioning Mr. Scott’s name 
the woman of the house showed us all 
possible civility, but her slowness was 
really amusing. I should suppose it isa 
house little frequented, for there is no 
appearance of an inn. Mr. Scott, who 
she told me was a very clever gentleman, 
“‘goes there in the fishing season;’’ but 
indeed Mr. Scott is respected everywhere: 
I believe that by favour of his name one 
might be hospitably entertained through- 
out all the borders of Scotland.—Worps- 
worTH, DorotHy, 1803, Journals, Sept. 
18, vol. u. p. 131. 

Tall, and rather robust than slender, but 
lame in the same manner as Mr. Hayley, 
and in a greater measure. Neither the 
contour of his face, nor yet his features, 
are elegant; his complexion healthy, and 
somewhat fair, without bloom. We find 
the singularity of brown hair and eye- 
lashes, with flaxen eyebrows, and a coun- 
tenance open, ingenuous, and benevolent. 
When seriously conversing or earnestly 
attentive, though his eyes are rather of a 
lightish gray, deep thought is on their 
lids. He contracts his brow, and the rays 
of genius gleam aslant from the orbs be- 
neath them. An upper lip too long pre- 
vents his mouth from being decidedly 
handsome; but the sweetest emanations of 
temper and heart play about it when he 
talks cheerfully or smiles: and in company 
he is much oftener gay than contempla- 
tive. His conversation is an overflowing 


fountain of brilliant wit, apposite allusion, 
and playful archness; while, on serious 
themes, it is nervous and eloquent; the 
accent decidedly Scotch, yet by no means 
broad. —SEWARD, ANNA, 1807, Letters. 

I truly rejoice in your success, and 
while I am entertaining in my way, acer- 
tain set of readers, for the most part, 
probably, of peculiar turn and habit, I can 
with pleasure see the effect you produce 
on all.—CRABBE, GEORGE, 1812, Letter to 
Sir Walter Scott, Oct. 18. 

He is, indeed, the lord of the ascendant 
now in Kdinburgh, and well deserves to be, 
for I look upon him to be quite as remarka- 
ble in intercourse and conversation as he is 
in any of his writings, even in his novels. 
. .- . His countenance, when at rest, is dull 
and almost heavy, and even when in common 
conversation expresses only a high degree 
of good nature; but when he is excited, 
and especially when he is reciting poetry 
that he likes, his whole expression is 
changed, and his features kindle into a 
brightness of which there were no traces 
before.—TIckNor, GEORGE, 1819, Journal, 
March ; Life, Letters and Journals, vol. 1, 
p. 280. 

He is tall and well formed, excepting 
one of his ankles and foot—I think the 
right—which is crippled, and makes him 
walk very lamely. He is neither fat nor 
thin. His face is perfectly Scotch, and 
though some people think it heavy, it 
struck me as avery agreeable one. He 
never could have been handsome. His 
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forehead is very high, his nose short, his 
upper lip long, and the lower part of his 
face rather fleshy. His complexion fresh 
and clear, his eyes very blue, shrewd, and 
penetrating. I should say the predomi- 
nant expression of his face is that of 
strong sense. His hair, which has always 
been very light (as well as his eyebrows 
and eyelashes) is now of a silvery white- 
ness, which makes him look somewhat 
older than he really is.—LmsLiz, CHARLES 
RoBert, 1820, Letter to Miss Leslie, June 
28; Autobiographical Recollections, ed. 
Taylor. 


My first impression was, that he was 
neither so large, nor so heavy in appear- 
ance as I had been jed to expect by de- 
scription, prints, bust,and picture. He is 
more lame than I expected, but not un- 
wieldy; his countenance, even by the un- 
certain light in which I first saw it, pleased 
me much, benovelent, and full of genius 
without the slightest effort at expression; 
delightfully natural, as if he did not know 
he was Walter Scott or the Great Unknown 
of the North, as if he only thought of mak- 
ing others happy. The impres- 
sion left on my mind this night was, that 
Walter Scott is one of the best bred men 
I ever saw, with all the exquisite polite- 
ness which he knows so well how to des- 
cribe, which is of no particular school or 
country, but which is of all countries, the 
politeness which arises from good and 
quick sense and feeling, which seems to 
know by instinct the characters of others, 
to see what will please, and put all his 
guests at their ease. As Isat beside him 
at supper, I could not believe he was a 
stranger, and forgot he was a great man. 
—EpDGEWoRTH, MariA, 1828, Letters, vol. 
I, pp. 98, 99. 

- An event has just been announced which 
has thrown our little world into complete 
astonishment. Constable the bookseller 
has become bankrupt for a very large 
sum,—I cannot exactly say how much, 
and Sir Walter Scott is involved in this 
misfortune. The grief I felt on this occa- 
sion was very different indeed from the 
qualified sympathy with which Rochefou- 
cault supposes us to regard the misfor- 
tunes of our friends. It was keen, deep, 
and by no means transient; every time I 
hear any allusion tohim I grieveanew. I 
do not care about Constable personally, 
yet I find room for a little corner for him, 
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for he has had by two marriages ten 
children. Next to our Scottish Shak- 
speare I lament for the kind-hearted, 
talented, and liberal-minded James Ballan- 
tyne. . . . A person,who to somany 
high endowments adds a superior portion 
of sound common sense, could not be quite 
insensible to the coming storm; but after 
the blast has passed over he will still be 
able to say, ‘‘All is lost but honour.’’— 
GRANT, ANNE, 1826, Letters, Feb. 23; 
Memoir and Correspondence, ed. Grant, vol. 
I, pp. 72, 73. 

I do not find that he has, like most other 
writers of the present day, mixed up his 
personal feelings and history with his 
poetry ; or that any fair and distinguished 
object will be so thrice fortunate as to 
share his laurelled immortality. We must 
therefore treat him like Shakspeare, 
whom alone he resembles—and claim him 
for us all.—JAmMESON, ANNA BROWNELL, 
1829, The Loves of the Poets, vol. 0, p. 350. 

Moore talked of Scott and his wonderful 
labor and power of composition, as well 
as the extent to which he has carried the 
art of book-making; besides writing this 
history of Scotland for Dr. Lardner’s 
Encyclopedia, he is working at the pref- 
aces for the republication of the ‘‘Wav- 
erley Novels,’’ the ‘‘Tales of a Grand- 
father,’? and he has still found time 
to review Tytler, which he has done out 
of the scraps and chips of his other works. 
A little while ago he had to correct some 
of the proofs of the history of Scotland, 
and being dissatisfied with what was done, 
he nearly wrote it over again, and sent it 
up to the editor. Some time after, find- 
ing another copy of the proofs, he forgot 
that he had corrected them before, and he 
rewrote these also, and sent them up, and 
the editor is at this moment engaged in 
selecting from the two corrected copies 
the best parts of each. — GREVILLE, 
CHARLES C. F., 1829, A Journal of the 
Reigns of King George IV. and King Wil- 
liam IV., Nov. 20, ed. Reeve. 

I was rather agreeably surprised by his 
appearance, after all I had heard of its 
homeliness; the predominant expression 
of countenance, is, I think, a sort of arch 
good-nature, conveying a mingled impres- 
sion of penetration and benevolence. — 
Hemans, FeLiciA DoRoTHEA, 1829, Let- 
ter, July 18; Memoirs, ed. Chorley, vol. 
Il, p. 32. 
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He is a tall man, of large but not well- 
filled frame. His shoulders are remark- 
ably sloping, giving an appearance of 
great longitude to his neck. . . . When 
he walks, one knee bends under him and 
turns inward, making his progress very 
slow, and painful to the spectator. His 
head bald upon the crown, . . . is 
certainly the highest above the ears I have 
ever seen. In court, he ordi- 
narily appears as if asleep, or retired so 
far within himself that no thought or 
motion disturbs the placidity of the ex- 
terior surface. On one occasion, 
his eye was turned on one of the specta- 
tors, and his countenance involuntarily 
became so quizzically humorous, that I 
really could not help laughing.—GRIFFIN, 
EpMuND Dorr, 1831, Remains, ed. Griffin. 

Lift up your hearts, ye Mourners! for the 

might 
Of the whole world’s good wishes with him 
goes; 
Blessings and prayers in nobler retinue 
Than sceptred king or laurell’d conqueror 
knows, 
Follow this wondrous Potentate. 
—WorDSWoRTH, WILLIAM, 1831, On the 
departure of Sir Walter Scott from Abbots- 
ford for Naples. 

Mrs. Arkwright tells me that Miss Sid- 
dons, who is at Edinburgh, saw the physi- 
cian who attended Walter Scott; he gives 
a melancholy account of his last moments. 
He died of a softening of the brain, and 
his features and countenance were so en- 
tirely changed, no one could possibly have 
recognised him. He had been for some 
time blind, and death came as a release to 
himself and his friends, who were worn out 
with watching. The anxiety to hear of 
him had been so great, that printed bulle- 
tins were posted all along the road from 
Edinburgh to Abbotsford, to prevent the 
crowds of people from coming to the 
house to inquire after him.—GREVILLE, 
Henry, 1832, Leaves from His Diary, 
Sept. 29, p. 7. 

Sir Walter was the best formed man I 
ever saw, and, laying his weak limb out 
of the question, a perfect model] of a man 
for gigantic strength. The muscles of his 
arms were prodigious. I remember of one 
day long ago, I think it was at some na- 
tional dinner in Oman’s Hotel, that at a 
certain time of the night, a number of the 
young heroes differed prodigiously in re- 
gard to their various degrees of muscular 
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strength. A general measurement took 
place around the shoulders and chest, and 
I, as a particular judge in these matters, 
was fixed on as the measurer and umpire. 
Scott, who never threw cold water on any 
fun, submitted to be measured with the 
rest. He measured most round the chest, 
and to their great chagrin, I was next to 
him, and very little short. But when I 
came to examine the arms! Sir Walter’s 
had double the muscular power of mine, 


and very nearly so of every man’s who was ~ 


there. Ideclare, that from the elbow to the 
shoulder, they felt as if he had the strength 
of an ox.—Hoae, JAMES, 1834, Familiar 
Anecdotes of Sir Walter Scott, p. 237. 


His amiable feeling, on every occasion, 
led him to assist and encourage all younger 
authors, and he seemed totally devoid of 
every spark of that littleness and jealousy 
which sometimes actuates even the most 
illustrious and established literati.— 
GELL, Sir WILLIAM, 1834, Letier to Lady 
Blessington, March 9; Literary Life and 
Correspondence of the Countess of Blessing- 
ton, ed. Madden, vol. 1, ch. xviii. 


The conversation of Scott was frank, 
hearty, picturesque and dramatic. Dur- 
ing the time of my visit he inclined to the 
comic rather than the grave, in his anec- 
dotes and stories, and such, I was told, 
was his general inclination. He relished 
a joke, or a trait of humor in social inter- 
course, and laughed with right good will. 
He talked not for effect, nor display, but 
from the flow of his spirits, the stores of 
his memory, and the vigor of his imagina- 
tion. Hehadanatural turn for narration, 
and his narratives and descriptions were 
without effort, yet wonderfully graphic. 
He placed the scene before you like a 
picture; he gave the dialogue with the 
appropriate dialect or peculiarities, and 
described the appearance and characters 
of his personages with that spirit and 
felicity evinced in his writings. Indeed, 
his conversation reminded me continually 
of his novels; and it seems to me, that 
during the whole time I was with him, he 
talked enough to fill volumes, and that 
they could not be filled more delightfully. 
He was as good a listener as talker, ap- 
preciating what others said, however 
humble might be their rank or preten- 
sions, and was quick to testify his percep- 
tion of any point in their discourse. He 
arrogated nothing to himself, but was 
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perfectly unassuming and unpretending, 
entering with heart and soul into the busi- 
ness, or pleasure, or, I had almost said, 
folly, of the hour and the company. No 
one’s concerns, no one’s thoughts, no 
one’s opinions, no one’s tastes and pleas- 
ures seemed beneath him. He made him- 
self so thoroughly the companion of those 
with whom he happened to be, that they 
forgot for a time his vast superiority, and 
only recollected and wondered, when all 
was over, that it was Scott with whom 
they had been on such familiar terms, and 
in whose society they had felt so perfectly 
at their ease. I consider it one 
of the greatest advantages that I have 
derived from my literary career, that it 
has elevated me into genial communion 
with sucha spirit.—IRVING, WASHINGTON, 
1835, Abbotsford, Crayon Miscellany. 

In stature, Sir Walter Scott was up- 
wards of six feet, bulky in the upper part 
of the body, but never inclining in the least 
to what is called corpulency. His right 
limb was shrunk from an early period of 
boyhood, and required to be supported by 
a staff, which he carried close to the toes, 
the heel turning a little inwards. The 
other limb was perfectly sound, but 
the foot was too long to bring it within 
the description of handsome. The chest, 
arms, and shoulders were those of a strong 
man; but the frame, in its general move- 
ments, must have been enfeebled by his 
lameness, which was such as to give an 
ungainly, though not inactive appearance 
to the figure. The most remarkable part 
of Sir Walter’s person was his head, which 
was so very tall and cylindrical as to be 
quite unique. The measurement of the 
part below the eyes was fully an inch and 
a half less than that above, which, both 
upon the old and the new systems of 
phrenology, must be held as a striking 
mark of the intellectuality of his character. 
—CHAMBERS, RoBeERT, 1835-71, Life of 
Sir Walter Scott, p. 97. 

About half-past one, P. M., on the 21st 
of September, 1832, Sir Walter breathed 
his last, in the presence of all his chil- 
dren. It was a beautiful day—so warm 
that every window was wide open—and 
so perfectly still that the sound of all 
others most delicious to his ear, the gentle 
ripple of the Tweed over its pebbles, was 
distinctly audible as we knelt around the 
bed, and his eldest son kissed and closed his 
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eyes. . . . The more the details of his per- 
sonal history are revealed and studied, the 
more powerfully will that be found to in- 
culeate the same great lessons with his 
works. Where else shall we be taught 
better how prosperity may be extended by 
beneficence, and adversity be confronted 
by exertion? Where can we see the 
“‘follies of the wise’’ more strikingly re- 
buked, and a character more beauti- 
fully purified and exalted in the passage 
through affliction to death? His 
character seems to belong to some elder 
and stronger period than ours; and, in- 
deed, I cannot help likening it to the 
architectural fabrics of other ages, which 
he most delighted in, where there is such 
a congregation of imagery and tracery, 
such endless indulgence of whim and 
fancy, the sublime blending here with the 
beautiful, and there contrasted with the 
grotesque—half, perhaps, seen in the clear 
daylight, and half by rays tinged with the 
blazoned forms of the past—that one may 
be apt to get bewildered among the variety 
of particular impressions, and not feel 
either the unity of the grand design, or 
the height and solidness of the structure, 
until the docr has been closed on the 
labyrinth of aisles and shrines, and you 
survey it from a distance, but still within 
its shadow.— LocKHART, JOHN GIBSON, 
1836, Memoirs of the Life of Sir Walter 
Scott, chs. \xxxiii, Ixxxiv. 


Many people are living who had a most 
intimate acquaintance with him. I know 
no more of him than I know of Dryden or 
Addison, and not a tenth part so much as 
I know of Swift, Cowper, or Johnson. 
Then again, I have not, from the little that 
I do know of him, formed so high an opinion 
of his character as most people seem to 
entertain, and as it would be expedient 
for the Ldinburgh Review to express. He 
seems to me to have been most carefully 
and successfully on his guard against the 
sins which most easily beset literary men. 
On that side he multiplied his precautions, 
and set double watch. Hardly any writer 
of note has been so free from the petty 
jealousies,and morbid irritabilities, of our 
caste. But Ido not think that he kept 
himself equally pure from the faults of a 
very different kind, from the faults of a 
man of the world. In politics, a bitter 
and unscrupulous partisan; profuse and 
ostentatious in expense: agitated by the 
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hopes and fears of a gambler; perpetually « one small inn in the place, and very few 


sacrificing the perfection of his composi- 
tions, and the durability of his fame, to 
his eagerness for money; writing with the 
slovenly haste of Dryden, in order to satisfy 
wants which were not, like those of Dry- 
den, caused by circumstances beyond his 
control, but which were produced by his 
extravagant waste or rapacious specula- 
tion; this is the way in which he appears 
to me. Iam sorry for it, for I sincerely 
admire the greater part of his works ; but 
1 cannot think him a high-minded man, or 
a man of very strict principle. —Macau- 
LAY, THOMAS BABINGTON, 1888, Letter to 
Napier, June 26; Life and Letters of Mac- 
aulay, ed. Trevelyan. 

No sounder piece of British manhood 
was put together in that eighteenth 
century of time. Alas! his fine Scotch 
face, with its shaggy honesty, sagacity and 
goodness, when we saw it latterly on the 
Edinburgh streets, was all worn with care, 
the joy all fled from it ; ploughed deep with 
labour and sorrow. Weshall never forget 
it; we shall never see it again. Adieu, 
Sir Walter, pride of all Scotchmen, take 
our proud and sad farewell.—CARLYLE, 
THOMAS, 1838, Memoirs of the Life of 
Scott, London and Westminster Review, 
vol. 28, p. 345. 


I have, somewhere else, expressed how 
greatly the landlords of Scotland are in- 
debted to Scott. It is to him that thous- 
ands of them owe not merely subsistence, 
but ample fortunes. In every part of the 
country where he has touched the earth 
with his magic wand, roads have run along 
the heretofore impassable morass, rocks 
have given way for men, and houses have 
sprung up fuil of the necessary ‘‘enter- 
tainment for man and horse.’’ Steamers 
convey troups of summer tourists to the 
farthest west and north of the Scottish 
coast; and every lake and mountain 
swarms with them. On arriving at Mel- 
rose, I was greatly struck with the growth 
of this traffic of picturesque and romantic 
travel. It was twenty years since I was 
in that village before. Scott was then 
living at Abbotsford, and drew up to the 
inn door to take post-horses on to Kelso. 
While these were got out, we had a full 
and fair view of him as he sat, without his 
hat, in the carriage reading, as we our- 
selves were breakfasting near the window 
of a room just opposite. Then, there was 


people in it ; now, there were two or three; 
and these, beside lodging-houses, all 
crammed full of guests. The inn-yards 
stood full of traveling carriages, and 
servants in livery were lounging about in 
motley throngs. The ruins of the abbey 
were like a fair for people, and the intel- 
ligent and very obliging woman who shows 
them said, that every year the numbers 
increased, and, that every year, foreigners 
seemed to arrive from more and more dis- 
tant regions. At Abbotsford it was the 
same.—HowITT, WILLIAM, 1847, Homes 
and Haunts of the Most Eminent British 
Poets, vol. U, p. 210. 

Abbotsford, a supremely melancholy 
place heretofore, will be henceforth more 
melancholy still. Those associations of 
ruined hopes and blighted prospects which 
cling to its picturesque beauty will now be 
more numerous and more striking than 
ever. The writings of Scott are the true 
monuments of his genius; while Abbots- 
ford, on which he rested so much, will 
form for the future a memorial equally 
significant of his foibles and his misfor- 
tunes,—of bright prospects suddenly 
overcast, and sanguine hopes quenched in 
the grave forever.—MILLER, Hucu, 1847, 
Essays, p. 499. 

Think of your pleasure when you read 
that ‘‘Ivanhoe’’ which was dictated in the 
intervals of agonizing cramp-spasms; 
““Bonaparte’’ and the ‘‘Chronicles of the 
Canongate,’’ composed amid the ruins of 
his fortune; ‘‘Woodstock,’’ composed 
while his wife was perishing in an adjoin- 
ing room; the ‘‘Tales,’’ that were written 
for a darling a dying grandchild, and what- 
ever else followed amid broken health, lost 
riches, with the dim eyes and trembling 
fingers and the lone heart of old age, to 
pay vast debts which he had not con- 
tracted, but to which his high sense of 
honour and his duty as a gentleman com- 
pelled him. Truly, for him, noblesse oblige 
was not an empty word.— MAcLEoD, 
DONALD, 1852, Life of Sir Walter Scott, 
10S PAS 

No one who knew Sir Walter, will fail 
to remember his admirable convivial 
powers, or the quaint good humor, utterly 
sans prétension, by which these were ani- 
mated. No sooner had he taken his place 
at table than by some naif remark, not 
addressed to any one in particular, he 
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usually effected the utter demolition of 
“starch,’’ and, without having once in all 
his life ever aimed at saying a ‘‘good 
thing,’’ produced more mirth and joviality 
than any professional wit or punster ever 
could. He was so decidedly an enemy to 
“starch,’’ or pretension of any kind, that 
it became invariably decomposed in his 
presence, and he cared not of what plati- 


_ tudes or ‘‘merry-andradas’’ he served him- 


self to effect that purpose.—GILLIES, 
Ropert PEARCE, 1854, Memoirs of a Lit- 
erary Veteran. 


I never saw any man who looked the 
man of genius he was, but Professor Wil- 
son. Next to him was Sir Walter Scott. 
Him I first saw, in his fifty-seventh year, 
when I was at college in Edinburgh, and 
had wandered one day, in, I think, the 
month of June, into one of the law courts 
to hear Mr. Jeffrey plead. I had 
been standing for some time in the Court 
of Session, in which Sir Walter Scott was 
one of the principal clerks, who sate at a 
table below the judges, when my eye fell 
upon an elderly man, one of those sitting at 
the table, wearing a rusty-looking old stuff 
gown. His chin rested on his left hand, 
and his right hung by his side with a pen 
in it. Without having an idea who he 
was, my attention was soon arrested by 
his lofty forehead, and a pair of eyes that 
seemed gazing dreamily into a distant 
world unseen by any one but himself. The 
more I looked at those eyes, the more re- 
markable appeared their character and 
expression: not bright, or penetrating, 
but invested with a grand, rapt, profound 
air. He sate motionless as a statue, ap- 
parently lost to all that was passing around 
him. A sudden suspicion arose within 
me, that I was looking on the mighty 
Northern novelist, who had publicly avowed 
himself the author of Waverly in the pre- 
ceding February. To make assurance 
doubly sure, I asked a person standing 
beside me, who that was, indicating him. 
‘‘Whaur d’ye come frae?’’ said he, looking 
at me rather contemptuously; ‘‘d’ye no 
ken that’s Sir Walter?’’ Almost while 
this was being said, Sir Walter seemed to 
rouse himself from a reverie, and soon 
afterwards wrote rapidly on several sheets 
of paper, and then quitted the court, lean- 
ing on his stick, and walking very lame. 
—WARREN, SAMUEL, 1854, Miscellanies, 
p. 498. 
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We were not long in reaching Abbots- 
ford. The house, whichis more compact, 
and of considerably less extent than I 
anticipated, stands in full view from the 
road, and at only a short distance from it, 
lower down towards the river. Its aspect 
disapnointed me; but so does everything. 
It is but a villa, after all; no castle, nor 
even a large manor-house, and very un- 
satisfactory when you consider it in that 
light. Indeed, it impressed me, not as a 
real house, intended for the home of human 
beings,—a house to die in or to be born 
in, —but as a plaything, —something in the 
same category as Horace Walpole’s Straw- 
berry Hill. The present owner seems to 
have found it insufficient for the actual 
purposes of life; for he is adding a wing, 
which promises to be as extensive as the 
original structure. . . On the whole, 
there is no simple and great impression 
left by Abbotsford; and I felt angry and 
dissatisfied with myself for not feeling 
something which J did not and could not 
feel. But itis just like going to a museum, 
if you look into particulars ; and one learns 
from it, too, that Scott could not have 
been really a wise man, nor an earnest 
one, nor one that grasped the truth of 
life; he did but play, and the play grew 
very sad towards its close. Ina certain 
way, however, I understand his romances 
the better for having seen his house; and 
his house the better for having read his 
romances. They throw light on one 
another. HAWTHORNE, NATHANIEL, 1856, 
English Note-Books, vol. u, pp. 46, 52. 

He the first gentleman of Europe (George 
IV)! There is no stronger satire on the 
proud English society of that day than 
that they admire George. No thank 
God, we can tell of better gentlemen. 
ee I will take men of my own 
profession of letters. I will take Walter 
Scott, who loved the king, and who was 
his sword and buckler, and championed 
him like that brave highlander in his 
own story, who fights round his craven 
chief. What a good gentleman! What 
a friendly soul, what a generous hand, 
what an amiable life, was that of the 
noble Sir Walter !—THACKERAY, WILLIAM 
MAKEPEACE, 1861, George the Fourth, The 
Four Georges. 

Few persons who heard him speak could 
have doubted Scott’s nationality ; it could 
not have been said with justice that Scott 
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‘Hung on the soft phrase of Southern 
tongue.’ His accent, on the contrary, 
was so broad that Mr. Harness said he 
sometimes could not understand him with- 
out difficulty. One day when they had been 
talking of ‘‘ Lucia di Lammermoor,’”’ which 
had lately appeared, he changed the sub- 
ject by observing, ‘‘Weel! I think we’ve 
a’most had enow of that chiel.’’—L’Ks- 
TRANGE, A. G., 1870, The Literary Life 
of the Rev. William Harness. 

His traveling costume [in 1825] . . . con- 
sisted of a green cut-away coat, or rather 
jacket, with short skirts and brass but- 
tons; drab trousers, vest, and gaiters; a 
single seal and watch-key, attached to a 
watered black ribbon, dangling from his 
fob; a loose, and not very stiff, linen col- 
lar; a black silk neck-kerchief; and a 
low-crowned, deep-brimmed hat. He had 
no gloves; and his ungloved hands, large 
and almost clumsy, were thickly covered 
with red bristles. His feet were scarcely 
so large as one would have expected, his 
height being six feet. He was muscular, 
but not stout; and the breadth across his 
chest was very great. He walked very 
lame, using a stout staff, with a crooked 
handle, even in the room; but he was 
active and rapid in his movements. As 
he stood, —just as Maclise drew him in the 
Fraserian sketch, —only the toes and ball 
of his right foot touched the ground. It 
appeared as if the posterior tendons had 
shrunk; at any rate, his heel was raised 
when he stood.— MACKENZIE, ROBERT 
SHELTON, 1871, Sir Walter Scott, The 
Story of His Life, p. 361. 

Lockhart has cleverly left an impression 
on his readers that Scott was first a victim 
to the foolish schemes of these two 
brothers, and then of the sanguine follies 
of Constable, the publisher. Whereas, in 
truth, no sharper or keener Scotsman ever 
lived than the great novelist himself, nor 
had ever any man more trusty allies than 
had Scott in Constable and the Ballantynes. 
—ConsTABLE, A. G., 1874, Archibald 
Constable and His Friends, Harper’s Maga- 
zine, vol. 48, p. 511. 

Generous, large-hearted and magnani- 
mous as Scott was, there was something 
in the days of his prosperity that fell short 
of what men need for their highest ideal 
of a strong man.—HUTTON, RICHARD 
Hout, 1879, Sir Walter Scott (English 
Men of Letters), p. 175. 
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I remember him about that time [1821]: 
he used to walk up and down Princes 
Street, as we boys were coming from the 
High School, generally with some friend, 
and every now and then he stopped, and 
resting his lame leg against his stick, 
laughed right out at some—joke of his 
friend’s or his own: he said a good laugh 
was worth standing for, and besides re- 
quired it for its completion. How we re- 
joiced when we took off our bonnets, to get 
a smile and a nod from him, thinking him 
as great as Julius Cesar or Philopceemen, 
Hector or Agricola, any day.—Brown, 
JOHN, 1882, Hore Subsecive, Third Series. 

The great charm of his conversation, 
being a man of such eminence, was its 
perfect simplicity, and the entire absence 
of vanity and love of display.—ALISON, 
Sir ARCHIBALD, 1883, Some account of my 
Life and Writings, an Autobiography, vol. 
ifs Casts = 

I wil] endeavour briefly to give some idea 
of the impression he made on me, in this 
the only interview [1819], lever had with 
him. He looked like a country gentleman, 
florid and healthy ; his countenance was of 
a good-natured and open character, the 
brow very fine, and strongly marked, the eye 
particularly clear and bright; altogether 
he was a man with whom [should not have 
been in the least afraid to converse, had I 
met him in a less crowded circle.—BRray, 
ANNA ELIZA, 1883, Autobiography, ed. 
Kempe, p. 146. 

Passing Storr’s Hall, the mind wandered 
back to the meeting there of Wordsworth, 
Southey, Coleridge, Christopher North, 
and greater than all, our own Walter 
Scott; and surely not in all the earth 
could a fitter spot than this have been 
found for their gathering. How much the 
world of to-day owes to the few names 
who spent days together here! Not often 
can you say of one little house, ‘‘Here had 
we our country’s honor roofed’’ to so 
great an extent as it would be quite allow- 
able to say in this instance. But behold 
the vanity of human aspirations! If there 
was one wish dearer than another to the 
greatest of these men, it was that Abbots- 
ford should remain from generation to 
generation the home of hisrace. This very 
hour, while sailing on the lake, a news- 
paper was handed to me, and my eye caught 
the advertisment, ‘‘Abbotsford to let,’’ 
followed by the stereotyped description, 
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so many reception-rooms, nursery, out- 
buildings, and offices, suitable for a gentle- 
man’s establishment. Shade of the mighty 
Wizard of the North, has it come to this! 
Oh, the pity of it! the pity of it! Well 
for your fame that you built for mankind 
other than this stately home of your pride. 
It will crumble and pass utterly away long 
before the humble cot of Jeannie Deans 
shall fade from the memory of man. The 
time will come when the largest son of 
time, who wandering sang to a listening 
world, shall be as much forgot 

“As the canoe that crossed a lonely lake 

A thousand years ago.”’ 

But even the New Zealander who stands on 
the ruins of London Bridge will know 
something of Walter Scott if he knows 
much worth knowing. ‘‘Abbotsford to 
let!’ This to come to us just as we were 
passing one of the haunts of Scott, than 
whom no greater Scott ever lived save one. 
Fortunately no such blow is possible for 
the memory of Burns.—CARNEGIE, AN- 
DREW, 1883, An American Four-in-Hand 
in Britain, p. 228. 

Sir,—In your biography it is recorded 
that you not only won the favour of all 
men and women; but that a domestic fowl 
conceived an affection for you, and that a 
pig, by his will, had never been severed 
from your company. If some Circe had 
repeated in my case her favourite miracle 
of turning mortals into swine, and had 
given me achoice, into that fortunate pig, 
blessed among his race, would I have been 
converted! You, almost alone among men 
of letters, still, like a living friend, win 
and charm us out of the past; and if one 
might call upa poet, as the scholiast tried 
to call Homer, from the shades, who would 
not, out of all the rest, demand some hours 
of your society? Who that ever meddled 
with letters, what child of the irritable 
race, possessed even a tithe of your simple 
manliness, of the heart that never knew a 
touch of jealousy, that envied no man his 
laurels, that took honour and wealth as 
they came, but never would have deplored 
them had you missed both and remained 
but the Border sportsman and the Border 
antiquary ?—LANG, ANDREW, 1885, To Sir 
Walter Scott, Letters to Dead Authors. 

Scott’s library still remains at Abbots- 
ford, and no one who has ever entered that 
embodiment of the great man’s soul can 
ever forget it. The library, with the 
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entire contents of the house, were restored 
to Scott in 1830 by his trustees and 
creditors, ‘‘ As the best means the creditors 
have of expressing their very high sense 
of his most honourable conduct, and in 
grateful acknowledgment of the unparal- 
leled and most successful exertions he has 
made, and continues to make for them.”’ 
The library is rich in the subjects which 
the great author loved, such as Demon- 
ology and Witchcraft. — WHEATLEY, 
ete B., 1886, How to Form a Library, 
p. 62. 


‘Alan Fairford,’’ ‘‘The Ariosto of the 
North,’’ ‘‘A Bard of Martial Lay,’’ ‘The 
Black Hussar of Literature,’’ ‘‘The Border 
Minstrel,’? ‘‘A Borderer Between Two 
Ages,’’ ‘‘The Caledonian Comet,’’ ‘‘The 
Charmer of the World,’’‘‘Colonel Grogg,”’ 
“The Duke of Darnick,’’ ‘‘Duns Scotus, ”’ 
“‘The Great Border Minstrel,’’ ‘‘The Great 
Magician,’’ ‘‘The Great Minstrel,’’ ‘‘The 
Great Unknown,’’ ‘‘A Homer of a Poet,’’ 
“The Mighty Minstrel,’’ ‘‘The Minstrel of 
the Border,’’ ‘‘Our Northern Homer,”’ 
““Old Peveril,’’ ‘‘Peveril of the Peak,’’ 
“‘The Proudest Boast of the Caledonian 
Muse,”’ ‘‘Sir Tristram,’’ ‘‘The Superlative 
of My Comparative,’’ ‘‘The Wizard of the 
North.’’—Frry, ALBERT R., 1888, Sobri- 
quets and Nicknames, p. 461. 


It seems strange that the great-souled, 
great-brained author of ‘‘Waverley,’’ 
whose heart was as large as his head was 
high, should have placed a commemora- 
tion stone over the grave of ‘‘Helen 
Walker, the humble individual who prac- 
tised in real life the virtues with which 
fiction has invested the imaginary charac- 
ter of Jeanie Deans,’’ and should have 
neglected entirely the spot where the 
authors of his own being were laid.—Hut- 
TON, LAURENCE, 1891, Literary Land- 
marks of Edinburgh, p. 58. 


While nothing can be found now to alter 
men’s conception of Scott, any book about 
him is justified, even if it do no more than 
heap up superfluous testimony to the 
beauty of his character.—QUILLER-CoUCH, 
A. T., 1893, Adventures in Criticism. 


According to the distribution of Scott’s 
brain as indicated by the outside, he should 
have been a conceited religious fanatic ; 
but he was neither conceited, nor fanatical, 
nor over-religious. The head suggests by 
its height, or rather by its retreating 
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length and narrowness, artificial compres- 
sion, —not wholly a wrong suggestion for 
it was by compression that its peculiar 
shape was produced. The matter is of 
intense interest when we realize that 
only a freak of nature prevented that 
matchless brain from being locked within 
an inclosure which would have made it 
that of a microcephalous idiot. 

When Dr. CharlesCreighton once happened 
to show to a distinguished French anthro- 
pologist a skull of one of this unfortun- 
ate class, with its boat-shape formation 
and effaced sagittal suture, the savant held 
it up and ‘exclaimed, “Voila, Walter 
Scott!’ Had this defect in bone-making 
extended to the other sutures, there would 
have been no Sir Walter Scott, no increase 
of horse-hire in the Trosachs, no Scotland 
of romance, and no Waverleys for the 
world. . The point of these sugges- 
tions is that vast and splendid as were 
Scott’s gifts and achievements, he is still 
entitled to allowance for what Nature 
intended but failed to do for him through 
her own fault.—Muncsr, T. T., 1894, 
The Head of Sir Walter Scott, Open Let- 
ters, The Century, vol. 47, p. 955. 

Sir Walter’s daughter, Sophia, married 
John Lockhart, the historian. They had 
three children, the youngest of whom, 
Charlotte, married James Hope, Hsq., who 
by act of Parliament took the name of 
Hope-Scott. They also had three children, 
the eldest of whom, Mary Monica, my 
hostess, was sole heiress of Abbotsford and 
other large estates, the other two children 
having died. In 1874 she married the Hon. 
Joseph Maxwell,a younger brother of Lord 
Herries, of Everingham Park, whose title 
and estates he will inherit, as Lord Herries 
hasnoson. Mr. Maxwell also legally took 
the name of Maxwell-Scott, and the first 
child born was named Walter Scott. Upon 
this auspicious occasion the Queen tele- 
graphed with her congratulations, ‘‘He 
shall be knighted ‘Sir Walter’ when he is 
twenty-one.’’ This boy is now nineteen 
years of age, and has six rollicksome 
brothers and sisters. Walter is destined 
for the army, Malcomb for the navy. Then 
follow Josephine, seventeen years old; 
Alice, twelve; Michael, ten; Margaret, 
seven; and Herbert, two.—Smitu, NINA 
LARRE, 1895, A House-party at Abbotts- 
ford, The Cosmopolitan, vol. 19, p. 513. 


Scott’s character was, in nearly every 
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respect, one of the manliest onrecord. If 
he had lived in the times of chivalry he so 
dearly loved to portray, he would have 
worn his lady’s glove in his casque and 
couched his lance with the bravest, seek- 
ing by deeds of prowess to distinguish 
himself and gain her love, after the man- 
ner of the days gone by. . . . Add 
to this, that in anything that affected the 
deeper feelings of the heart, in his tender 
feelings towards those near and dear to 
him, we have it from Lockhart, that Scott 
had all the sensitiveness of a maiden. 
Such modesty and sensitiveness, carried to 
excess, render a man but an indifferent 
wooer.—Scott, ADAM, 1896, The Story 
of Sir Walter Scott’s First Love, pp. 52, 54. 

By this time [1791] he had also become 
qualified for ladies’ society. He had 
grown to be tall and strong; his figure was 
both powerful and graceful; his chest 
and arms: were those of a Hercules. 
Though his features were not handsome, 
their expression was singularly varied and 
pleasing; his eye was bright and his com- 
plexion brilliant. It was a proud day, he 
said, when he found that a pretty young 
woman would sit out and talk to him for 
hours in a ballroom, where his lameness 
prevented him from dancing. This pretty 
young lady was probably Williamina, 
daughter of Sir John and Lady Jane 
Belsches, afterwards Stuart of Fetter- 
cairn near Montrose, born October 1776. 
She ultimately married, on 19 Jan. 1797, 
Sir William Forbes, bart., of Pitsligo, was 
mother of James David Forbes, and died 
5 Dec. 1810. Scott appears to have felt 
for her the strongest passion of his life. 
Scott’s father, says Lockhart, thought it 
right to give notice to the lady’s father 
of the attachment. This interference, 
however, produced no effect upon the re- 
lations between the young people. Scott, 
he adds, hoped for success for ‘‘several 
long years.’’ Whatever the true story of 
the failure, there can be no doubt that 
Scott was profoundly moved, and the 
memory of the lady inspired him when 
describing Matilda in ‘‘Rokeby,’’ and 
probably other heroines. He refers to 
the passion more than once in his last 
journal, and he had affecting interviews 
with her mother in 1827.—SrEpHeEn, LEs- 
LIE, 1897, Dictionary of National Biogra- 
phy, vol. Li, p. 83. 


It was a cruel disenchantment—a most 
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crushing blow. He left her father’s 
house, and wandered away into a country 
solitude, to battle with the anguish which 
during two long years he was unable to 
quell, and which, in fact, endured more or 
less to the very end of his life. He said 
in reference to it, as we have quoted, that 
““the dead will feel no pain;’’ but still, the 
secret agony they have known in life ought 
to be sacred to us now.—SKENE, F. M. 
F., 1899, Sir Walter Scott’s First Love, 
The Century, vol. 58, p. 372. 

The great luminary, whose magic hand 
had made the spell of Scottish romance 
potent all over Kurope, was wedded to the 
older views. Scott was indeed no adept 
in political science. His opinions were 
not those of any party, but exclusively his 
own. They were coloured by the poetry 
of his nature, and, while they had some- 
thing of the free-lance which it was his 
nature to be, their very intensity of con- 
viction, and their loyalty to old, and above 
all to national, traditions, gave them a 
halo of chivalry which puzzled and per- 
plexed the lesser men around him. The 
very tenacity of his friendships, and his 
loyalty to the names of the past, made 
smaller men criticise and carp at that 
which they did not understand. His 
geniality and breadth of character pre- 
vented him from feeling any very strong 
sympathy with the enthusiasm of religious 
feeling that seemed to swathe human mo- 
rality in the swaddling bands of a some- 
what unctuous and obtrusive code of 
religious ethics.—CRAIKk, Sir HENRY, 
1901, A Century of Scottish History, vol. 
Il, p. 341. 

POETRY 

The muse of Scott lives only in reminis- 
cences of the old songs of Scotland; his 
verse is, as it were, 8 mosaic composed of 
detached fragments of romantic legend 
and early chivalry adapted to Scottish 
customs, and knit together with won- 
drous skill and care: just as fragmentary 
portions of paintings on glass out of 
Gothic churches are sometimes found in 
country houses and hermitages at the pre- 
sent day,neatly cemented together for the 
sake of picturesque effect.—SCHLEGEL, 
FREDERICK, 1815-59, Lectures on the His- 
tory of Literature, p. 315. 

No writer of modern times has combined 
so much power of imagination with such 
shrewdness in the observation of human 
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character, and so much of the painter’s 
eye in his delineation of outward objects, 
more particularly as regards the dresses, 
armour, furniture, and other decorations 
of past ages, insomuch that he is apt to 
dwell on these to the prejudice of what 
is more important to the general effect of 
his story.—Cary, HENRY FRANCIS, 1823, 
Notices of Miscellaneous English Poets, 
Memoir, ed. Cary, vol. u, p. 300. 


Compared with true and great poets, 
our Scottish minstrel is but a ‘‘metre 
ballad-monger.’’ We would rather have 
written one song of Burns, or a single 
passage in Lord Byron’s ‘‘Heaven and 
Earth,”’ or one of Wordsworth’s ‘‘fancies 
and good-nights,’’ than all his epics. . . . 
He is a mere narrative and descriptive 
poet, garrulous of the old time. The 
definition of his poetry is a pleasing super- 
ficiality.—HazuitT, WILLIAM, 1825, The 
Spirtt of the Age. 

Great Minstrel of the Border !—Worps- 
WORTH, WILLIAM, 1831, Yarrow Revisited. 


Scott is a poet truly natural and 
heroic. He finds his scenes in his native 
land, and his heroes and heroines in British 
history and tradition. There is an as- 
tonishing ease, vehemence and brightness 
in his verse; his poems are a succession 
of historical figures, with all the well- 
defined proportions of statues, but which 
speak and act according to the will of the 
poet. No one, since the days of 
Homer, has sung with such an impetuous 
and burning breath the muster, the march, 
the onset, and all the fiery vicissitudes of 
battle. —CUNNINGHAM, ALLAN, 1888, Bio- 
graphical and Critical History of the Lit- 
erature of the Last Fifty Years. 


To Scott, alone, of all the poets of his 
time, belongs the merit of comprehension. 
Although his works could hardly have been 
written in any other period than the nine- 
teenth century, they still are remarkably 
free from its egotism. No writer since 
Shakspeare has displayed such power in 
the creation and delineation of character, 
or such freedom from idiosyncrasies and 
personal prejudices, in describing life and 
manners.—WHIPPLE, EDWIN P., 1845, 
English Poets of the Nineteenth Century, 
Essays and Reviews, vol. 1, p. 3038. 

What did Walter Scott write without 
stint? a rhymed traveller’s guide to Scot- 
land. And the libraries of verses they 
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print have this Birmingham character. 
How many volumes of well-bred metre we 
must jingle through, before we can be 
filled, taught, renewed !—EMERSON, RALPH 
WaLpo, 1856-84, English Traits, p. 242. 

The poetic style of Scott is—(it becomes 
necessary to say so when it is proposed to 
“translate Homer into the melodies of 
Marmion’’)—it is, tried by the highest 
standards, a bastard epic style; and that 
is why, out of his own powerful hands, it 
has had so little success. It is a less 
natural, and therefore a less good style, 
than the original ballad-style; while it 
shares with the ballad-style the inherent 
incapacity of rising into the grand style, of 
adequately rendering Homer.—ARNOLD, 
MATTHEW, 1861, Lectures on Homer, p. 59. 

He was a poet only at rare intervals.— 
FRISWELL, JAMES HAIN, 1869, Essays on 
English Writers, p. 329. 

No other metrical narrative in our lan- 
guage seem to me to possess an equal 
power of enchaining the attention of the 
reader, and carrying him on from incident 
to incident with such entire freedom from 
weariness. —BRYANT, WILLIAM CULLEN, 
1872, Orations and Addresses, p. 390. 

Walter Scott’s verse is not to be sung 
or danced—it is to be jumped.—Houcu- 
TON, Lorp, 1873, Monographs Personal 
and Social, p. 131. 


No poet, and in this he carries on the 
old Scotch quality, is a finer colourist. 
His landscapes are painted in colour, and 
the colour is always true. Nearly all his 
natural description is Scotch, and he was 
the first who opened to the delight of the 
world the wild scenery of the Highlands 
and the Lowland moorland. He touched 
it all with a pencil so light, graceful, and 
true, that the very names are made ro- 
mantic.—BRoOoKE, SToprorD A., 1876, 
English Literature (Primer), p. 157. 


Scott has always been the poet of youth- 
ful and high-hearted readers: there seems 
to be no reason why he should not continue 
indefinitely to meet their requirements, 
and certainly they will be considerable 
losers if ever, in the lapse of time and 
shifting of poetic models, his compositions 
should pass out of ready currency. He is 
not, and never can be, the poet of literary 
readers: the student and the artist remem- 
ber him as a cherished enchantment of 
their youth, and do not recur to him. 
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Neither the inner recesses of thought nor 
the high places of art thrill to his appeal. 
But it is highly possible for the critical 
tendency and estimate to be too exclusively 
literary; the poetry of Scott is mainly 
amenable to a different sort of test, and 
to that it responds not only adequately 
but triumphantly.—Rossettl, WILLIAM 
MICHAEL, 1878, Lives of Famous Poets, 
p. 233. 

Scott’s is almost the only poetry in the 
English language that not only runs in the 
head of average men, but heats the head 
in which it runs by the mere force of its 
hurried frankness of style. . . . No 
poet ever equalled Scott in the description 
of wild and simple scenes and the expres- 
sion of wild and simple feelings. —HurTTon, 
RICHARD Hout, 1879, Sir Walter Scott 
(English Men of Letters), pp. 48, 59. 

Of all the poets of his time, Scott was 
the one who set least store by style. He 
worked always rapidly, often carelessly, 
writing whole pages, I might almost say, 
cantos, which do not rise above ballad 
ding-dong. And yet when he put forth 
his full strength, on a subject which really 
kindled him, he could rise to a dignity and 
elevation, truly impressive. Though the 
facility of the octosyllabic couplet often 
betrayed him into carelessness, yet there 
are many passages, in which he has made 
it the best vehicle we possess for rapid and 
effective narrative—perhaps also for 
natural description. —SHAIRP, JOHN CAMP- 
BELL, 1881, Modern. English Poetry, As- 
pects of Poetry. 

Of all the names that adorn the opening 
of our century Scott’s must be pronounced 
upon the whole the greatest—at once the 
manliest and the most original and crea- 
tive. He may rank below Wordsworth 
and Coleridge as a poet, although he is 
great in poetic qualities as old as Homer, 
in which both are entirely wanting; but 
take him all in all there is no intellectual 
figure comparable to him in breadth and 
richness. He strikes the new note of the 
century—its larger intelligence both for 
nature and life—its deeper insight into 
the past, as well as its freer, fuller, and 
clearer eye for the present, with a wider, 
a more extended and powerful sweep than 
any other.—TULLOcH, JOHN, 1885, Move- 
ments of Religious Thought in Britain 
During the Nineteenth Century, p. 82. 

His poetry is the poetry of action. In 
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imaginative power he ranks below no other 
poet, except Homer and Shakespeare. He 
delighted in war, in its movement, its 
pageantry, and its events; and, though 
lame, he was quartermaster of a volunteer 
corps of cavalry.—MEIKLEJOHN, J. M. 
D., 1887, The English Language: Its 
Grammar, History and Literature, p. 340. 

What Deus ex machina could have come 
to my aid more effective than the sunny 
cheerfulness, strong, healthy vitality, 
Catholic human sympathy, deep-rooted 
patriotism, fine pictorial eye, and rare 
historic furniture of Walter Scott? To 
the poetry of this greatest literary Scot, 
whom I soon learned to associate in 
zesthetical bonds with the sunny sobriety 
of Homer and the great Greeks, I owe in 
no small measure that close connection 
with the topography and the local history 
of my country which appears in my poet- 
ical productions, and which, if these are 
destined in any smallest degree to live in 
the memory of my countrymen, will be the 
element that has most largely contributed 
to their vitality. —BLACKIB, JOHN STUART, 
1887, Books which have Influenced Me. 

I should be ungrateful, indeed, if I did 
not speak of the obligation we all were 
under to Scott’s poems. I cannct recall 
the time when I could not repeat long 
passages of them from memory, and I may 
say that those passages have often been a 
great comfort to me since, when I have 
been imprisoned in my berth.on an ocean 
steamer. Whatever else criticism may 
say of Scott, he is certainly the poet of 
boyhood and early youth. Of course, the 
poems led up to the novels, and by the 
time we were fourteen we had read all the 
best of them. But this is not my experi- 
ence only, but that of the English-reading 
world. —HALg, EpwAarRD EVERETT, 1888, 
Books that have Helped Me, p. 7. 

I got hold of Scott’s poems, too, in that 
cabin loft, and read most of the tales 
which were yet unknown to me after those 
earlier readings of my father’s. I could 
not say why ‘‘Harold the Dauntless’’ most 
took my fancy; the fine, strongly-flowing 
rhythmof the verse had a good deal to do 
with it,I believe. I liked these things, all 
of them, and in after years I liked the 
‘lady of the Lake’’ more and more, and 
from mere love of it got great lengths of 
it by heart; but I cannot say that Scott 
was then or ever a great passion with me. 
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—HOwWELLS, WILLIAM DEAN, 1895, My 
Literary Passions, p. 40. 

Yet it seems to me impossible, on any just 
theory of poetry or of literature, to rank 
him lowas a poet. He can afford to take 
his trial under more than one statute. To 
those who say that a]] depends on the sub- 
ject, or that the handling and arrangement 
of the subject are, if not everything, yet 
something to be ranked far above mere 
detached beauties, he can produce not 
merely the first long narrative poems in 
English, which for more than a century 
had honestly enthralled and fixed popular 
taste, but some of the very few long narra- 
tive poems which deserve to do so. . 

In his own special divisions of the simpler 
lyric an¢ of lyrical narrative he sometimes 
attains the exquisite, and rarely sinks 
below a quality which is fitted to give the 
poetical delight to a very large number of 
by no means contemptible persons. It 
appears to me at least, that on no sound 
theory of poetical criticism can Scott be 
ranked as a poet below Byron, who was his 
imitator in narrative: and his inferior in 
lyric. But it may be admitted that this 
was not the opinion of most contempo- 
raries of the two, and that, much as the 
poetry of Byron has sunk in critical estima- 
tion during the last half century, and slight 
as are the signs of its recovery, those who 
do not think very highly of the poetry of 
the pupil do not, as a rule, show much 
greater enthusiasm for that of the master. 
—SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1896, A History 
of Nineteenth Century Literature, pp.74,75. 

His style was modelled at first chiefly 
on the Border ballads, and the word 
picturesque may perhaps best define it. 
The landscape is often rather touched-in 
by way of support to his figures than 
painted for its own sake or as the mere 
background of earlier days; human inter- 
ests and passions, or those historical 
memories in which his soul delighted, in 
general, pervade it. Scott, after 
Chaucer, is the one of all our non-dramatic 
poets who puts himself least forward; one 
of the few who thought little or nothing, 
personally, of themselves; the one who 
trusts most to letting his characters and 
scenes speak for themselves. By inevit- 
able natural law he is indeed, of course, 
present in his work; but, like Homer, like 
Shakespeare, behind the curtain; latent in 
his own creation.—PALGRAVE, FRANCIS 
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TuRNER, 1896, Landscape in Poetry, pp. 
183, 188. 

Though Scott had neither Coleridge’s 
extraordinary musical faculty, nor iis 
dreamy tenderness of sentiment, nor his 
gift of mystical imagination, there is a 
spirit and fire in his narrative verse, and 
a certain masterly breadth in his treatment 
of nature—as witness the noble opening 
to the ‘‘Lady of the Lake,’’ ‘‘The stag at 
eve had drunk his fill,’’? etc. —which must 
irresistibly challenge all those who scruple 
at bestowing the name of poetry on these 
splendid rhymed romances to enlarge their 
definitions. —TRAILL, Henry Durr, 1896, 
Social England, vol. v, p. 585. 

Of the features which distinguish the 
poetry of Scott none, perhaps, surpass in 
cogency or beauty that which a heraldic 
view displays. Scott is pre-eminently the 
poet of the blazoned shield. The influence 
of heraldry upon his verse is evident to the 
least observant—throughout, passages, 
some of exceeding brilliancy, occur with a 
frequency which renders this perception 
keenly susceptive. Of its significance none 
ever enjoyed an acuter perception, or of 
its occult grandeur a higher comprehen- 
sion. His knowledge of the theme, as his 
poems evidence, was indeed recondite; its 
entire resources—origin, mission, tradi- 
tion, and laws—were at command. — 
PEDRICK, J. GALE, 1898, The Heraldic 
Aspect of Scott’s Poetical Works, Gentleman’s 
Magazine, vol. 285, p. 470. 

Scott restored the Tale in Verse to 
literature. That achievement had an effect 
which far out-weighed and out-lasted his 
special manner, the limitations of which 
soon became obvious. The hot volley of 
short ringing lines, however telling ina 
recital of stirring adventure, was wanting 
in several qualities which had distinguished 
other schools of narrative verse. It was 
diffuse, without the leisured urbanity of 
Ariosto; plain, without the simplicity and 
reserve of Homer; old-fashioned, without 
the charming naiveté of Chaucer. Scott 
led the way back to romance, but his keen 
antiquarian taste was too much dominated 
by the bald manner of the medieval ro- 
mancers, greatly as he surpassed them in 
all the dynamic qualities of story-telling. 
He had read the ‘‘Orlando’’ with delight ; 
but on the whole the later and more 
splendid developments of romantic tale, 
whether in Italy or in England, lay beyond 
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the range of his artistic susceptibility. 
The entire world of Greek letters was un- 
known to him. Chaucer he had naturally 
read; but there are curiously few signs 
that he loved him. Scott’s achievement 
was to tell a tale in the semi-lyric manner 
of a lay; Chaucer throughout his whole 
later career is occupied in effacing the 
characteristics of the lay from his narra- 
tive style.—HerrRrForD, C. H., 1902, Hng- 
lish Tales in Verse, Introduction, p. li. 


LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL 
1805 

I have been very much delighted lately 
in reading Walter Scott’s ‘‘Lay of the 
Last Minstrel.’? I hope you have some 
assistance from him, if he condescends 
to write songs. He has the true spirit of 
a poet in him, and long may he flourish.— 
BAILLIE, JOANNA, 1805, Letter to George 
Thomson, Feb. 18; George Thomson the 
Friend of Burns, ed. Hadden, p. 153. 


I began last night to read Walter Scott’s 
“‘Lay of the Last Minstrel,’’ as part of 
my evening readings to my children. I 
was extremely delighted by the poetical 
beauty of some passages, the Abbey of 
Melrose for example, and most of the pro- 
logues to the Cantos. The costume, too, 
is admirable. The tone isantique; and it 
might be read for instruction as a picture 
of the manners of the middleages. Many 
parts are, however, tedious; and no care 
has been employed to make the story in- 
teresting. —MACKINTOSH, SIR JAMES, 1805, 
Letter to George Philips, Sept. 25 ;- Memoirs 
of Mackintosh, ed., his Son, vol. 1, p. 254. 


The author, enamoured of the lofty 
visions of chivalry, and partial to the 
strains in which they were formerly em- 
bodied, seems to have employed all the 
resources of his genius in endeavouring to 
recall them to the favour and admiration 
of the public; and in adapting to the taste 
of modern readers a species of poetry 
which was once the delight of the courtly, 
but has long ceased to gladden any other 
eyes than those of the. scholar and the 
antiquary. This is a romance, therefore, 
composed by a minstrel of the present 
day; or such a romance as we may sup- 
pose would have been written in modern 
times, if that style of composition had con- 
tinued to be cultivated, and partaken con- 
sequently of the improvements which every 
branch of literature has received since the 
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time of its desertion. —JEFFREY, FRANCIS 
Lorb, 1805-44, Contributions to the Edin- 
burgh Review, vol. 1, p. 460. 

It would be great affectation not to own 
frankly, that the Author expected some 
success from ‘‘The Lay of the Last 
Minstrel.’’ The attempt to return to a 
more simple and natural style of poetry 
was likely to be welcomed, at a time when 
the public had become tired of heroic 
hexameters, with all the buckram and 
binding which belong to them of later 
days. But whatever might have been his 
expectations, whether moderate or un- 
reasonable, the result left them far behind, 
for among those who smiled on the ad- 
venturous Minstrel were numbered the 
great names of William Pitt and Charles 
Fox. Neither was the extent of the sale 
inferior to the character of the judges who 
received the poem with approbation. Up- 
wards of thirty thousand copies of the Lay 
were disposed of by the trade; and the 
Author had to perform a task difficult to 
human vanity, when called upon to make 
the necessary deductions from his own 
merits, ina calm attempt to account for 
his popularity.—Scorr, Sm WALTER, 
1830, The Lay of the Last Minstrel, Intro- 
duction. 

The truth is that the supernatural ele- 
ment, so far from being an excrescence, 
overhangs, encompasses, and interpene- 
trates the human element in the story. 

5 We may, if we please, call this 
supernatural machinery grotesque, or 
childish, or ridiculous, but it is absurd to 
speak of it as an excrescence, or otherwise 
than thoroughly transfused with the human 
interest of the story. Only a born ro- 
mancer, in full imaginative sympathy with 
- such childish or childlike superstitions, 
could have effected so complete a trans- 
fusion. —MinTo, WILLIAM, 1886, ed., The 
Lay of the Last Minstrel, Preface, pp.19,21. 

As regards the mere telling of a tale, 
Scott has no equal in English literature. 
His power of invention and expression 
was extraordinary. The interest of the 
story is carried on in remarkably well- 
sustained fashion, considering the length 
of the poem. Scott had no power of 
analysing character. His character- 
drawing is done ina dashing scene-painting 
manner, with bold, broad outlines, but no 
subtle delineation. This is extremely suit- 
able to the style of poem and acts asa 
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positive help to the course of the narrative. 
In none of his poems does the story move 
more vigorously onward than in his first 

—‘The Lay of the Last Minstrel.’’— 
M’DONNELL, A. C., 1897, XIX Century 
Poetry, p. 36. 

MARMION 
1808 
Next view in state, proud prancing on his 
roan, 
The golden-crested haughty Marmion, 
Now forging scrolls, now foremost in the 
fight, 
Not quite a felon, yet but half a knight, 
The gibbet or the field prepared to grace; 
A mighty mixture of the great and base. 
And think’st thou, Scott! by vain conceit 
perchance, 
On public taste to foist thy stale romance, 
Though Murray with his Miller may combine 
To yield thy muse just half-a-crown per line? 
No! when the sons of song descend to trade, 
Their bays are sear, their former laurels 
fade. 
Let such forego the poet’s sacred name, 
Who rack their brains for lucre, not for 
fame. 
Still for stern Mammon may they toil in 
vain! 
And sadly gaze on gold they cannot gain! 
Such be their meed, such still the just reward 
Of prostituted muse and hireling bard! 
For this we spurn Apollo’s venal son, 
And bid a long ‘‘good night to Marmion.’’ 
—Byron, LorD, 1809, English Bards and 
Scotch Reviewers. 

His modes of life, his personal feelings, 
are no where so detailed as in the epistles 
prefixed to the cantos of ‘‘Marmion.”’ 
These bring us close to his side, and lead- 
ing us with him through the rural and ro- 
mantic scenes he loved, talk with us by 
the way of all the rich associations of which 
he was master. His dogs are with him; 
he surveys these dumb friends with the 
eye of a sportsman and a philosopher, and 
omits nothing in the description of them 
which could interest either. An old castle 
frowns upon the road; he bids its story 
live before you with all the animation of 
a drama and the fidelity of a chronicle. 
Are topics of the day introduced? He 
states his opinions with firmness and com- 
posure, expresses his admiration with 
energy, and, where he dissents from those 
he addresses, does so with unaffected can- 
dor and cordial benignity. Good and great 
man!—OssoLl, MARGARET FULLER, 1850? 
Art, Literature and the Drama, p. T4. 

‘‘Marmion’’ is the greatest of his poems, 
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while the ‘‘Lay’’isthefreshest. . . 
—SmITH, GOLDWIN, 1880, The English 
Poets, ed. Ward, vol. Iv, p. 190. 


Judge Scott’s poetry by whatever test 
you will—whether it bea test of that which 
is peculiar to it, its glow of national feel- 
ing,its martial ardour, its swift and rugged 
simplicity, or whether it be a test of that 
which is common to it with most other 
poetry, its attraction for all romantic 
excitements, its special feeling for the 
pomp and circumstance of war, its love of 
light and colour—and tested either way, 
‘‘Marmion’’ will remain his finest poem. — 
HurTton, RICHARD Hout, 1879, Sir Walter 
Scott (English Men of Letters), p. 59. 


Skilfully as the character of Marmion 
has been constructed, the reader cannot 
help feeling that it has been put together ; 
hence we never quite breathe in the story, 
as we do in the “‘Iliad’’ or the ‘Odyssey, ’’ 
the ideal atmosphere which is produced by 
the perfection of metrical writing. Prose 
alone could-secure the large and unfettered 
liberty that historical romance requires: 
when Scott employs his magic powers to 
clothe the spirit: of the Past in the lan- 
guage of real life the verisimilitude of his 
creation is complete.—CouRTHOPE, WIL- 
LIAM JOHN, 1885, The Liberal Movement 
in English Literature, p. 180. 


The narrative is powerful, rapid, and 
absorbing. There is a good deal that is 
second rate, parts even that are quite com- 
mon-place; but there are more passages 
and longer passages of high merit than 
are to be found anywhere else in Scott’s 
poetry. The canto on Flodden has been 
called ‘‘the finest battle-piece since 
Homer,’”’ and probably deserves the praise. 
‘“‘There are few men,”’ it has been said, 
“‘who have not at some time or other 
thought the worse of themselves that they 
are not soldiers;’’ and no one perhaps of 
all who have shared this feeling has read 
the last canto of ‘‘Marmion’’ without a 
quickened pulse and a heightened colour. 
The ‘‘hurried frankness’’ is here exactly 
suited to the subject, and it rises in 
dignity with the greatness of the theme. 
—WALKER, Hucu, 1893, Three Centuries 
of Scottish Literature, vol. 0, p. 201. 

LADY OF THE LAKE 
1810 

I see the ‘‘Lady of the Lake’’ adver- 

tised. Of course it is in his old ballad 
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style, and pretty. After all, Scott is the 
best of them. The end ofall scribblement 
is to amuse, and he certainly succeeds 
there. —ByYron, Lorp, 1810, Letter to Mr. 
Hodgson, Oct. 3. 


He says Walter Scott is going to publish 

anew poem; I do not augur well of the 
title, ‘The Lady of the Lake.’’ I hope 
this lady will not disgrace him. . 
By great good fortune, and by the good- 
nature of Lady Charlotte Rawdon, we had 
“The Lady of the Lake’’ to read just 
when the O’Beirnes were with us. A 
most delightful reading we had ; my father, 
the Bishop, and Mr. Jephson reading it 
aloud alternately. lt isacharming poem: 
a most interesting story, generous, 
finely-drawn characters, and in many parts 
the finest poetry. But for an old prepos- 
session—an unconquerable prepossession 
—in favour of the old minstrel, I think I 
should prefer this to either the ‘‘Lay’’ or 
‘‘Marmion.’’ Our pleasure in reading it 
was increased by the sympathy and enthu- 
siasm of the guests. EDGEWORTH, MARIA, 
1810, Letters, vol. 1, pp. 169, 178. 


With regard to diction and imagery, it 
is quite obvious that Mr. Scott has not 
aimed at writing either in a very pure or 
a very consistent style. He seems to have 
been anxious only to strike, and to be 
easily and universally understood; and, 
for this purpose, to have culled the most 
glittering and conspicuous expressions of 
the most popular authors, and to have in- 
terwoven them in splendid confusion with 
his own nervous diction and irregular 
versification. Indifferent whether he coins 
or borrows, and drawing with equal free- 
dom on his memory and his imagination, 
he goes boldly forward, in full reliance on 
a never-failing abundance; and dazzles, 
with his richness and variety, even those 
who are most apt to be offended with his 
glare and irregularity. JEFFREY, FRAN- 
cis LorD, 1810-44, Contributions to the 
Edinburgh Review, vol. 1, p. 493. 


The ‘‘Lady of the Lake’’ was the first 
revelation to the world of the lovely 
scenery and the poetry of clan life which 
lay enclasped and unknown to the culti- 
vated world in the Highlands.—Smiru, 
GoLDwIN, 1880, The English Poets, ed. 
Ward, vol. Iv, p. 190. 


Walter Scott is out and away the king 
of the romantics. ‘‘The Lady of the Lake’’ 
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has no indisputable claim to be a poem 
beyond the inherent fitness and desirability 
of the tale. It is just such a story asa 
man would make up for himself, walking, 
in the best health and temper, through 
just such scenes as it is laidin. Hence it 
is that a charm dwells undefinable among 
these slovenly verses, as the unseen cuckoo 
fills the mountains with his note; hence, 
even after we have flung the book aside, 
the scenery and adventures remain present 
to the mind, a new and green possession, 
not unworthy of that beautiful name, 
“The Lady of the Lake,’’ or that direct, 
romantic opening,—one of the most 
spirited and poetical in literature, —‘‘The 
stag at eve had drunk his fill.’”—-STEVEN- 
SON, ROBERT Louls, 1881, Memories and 
Portraits. 
NOVELS 

My dear Murray,—I have this moment 
finished the reading of 192 pages of our 
book—for ours it must be—and I cannot 
go to bed without telling you what is the 
strong and most favourable impression it 
has made upon me. If the remainder be 
at all equal, which it cannot fail to be 
from the genius displayed in what is now 
before me, we have been most fortunate 
indeed. The title is ‘‘The Tales of my 
Landlord; collected and reported by 
Jedediah Cleishbotham, Parish Clerk and 
Schoolmaster of Gandercleugh.’’ There 
cannot be a doubt as to the splendid merit 
of the work. It would never have done to 
have higgled and protested about seeing 
more volumes. I have now neither doubts 
nor fears,and I anxiously hope you will have 
as little. [am so happy at the fortunate 
termination of all my pains and anxieties, 
that I cannot be in bad humour with you 
for not writing me two lines in answer to 
my two last letters.—BLackwoop, WIL- 
LIAM, 1816, Letter to Murray, Aug.23 ; Wal- 
liam Blackwood and His Sons, vol. 1, p. 68. 

The last series of those half novels, half 
romance things, called ‘‘Tales of My Land- 
lord,’ are dying off apace; but if their 
author gets money, he will not care about 
the rest; having never owned his work, 
no celebrity can be lost, nor no venture 
can injure him.—P1ozz1, Hester LyNcu, 
1819, Letter to Sir James Fellowes, March 
28; Literary Remains, ed. Hayward, p.4936. 

The general name of these works, ‘‘the 
Scotch Novels,’’ will always indicate an 
era in our literary history, for they add a 
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new species to the catalogue of our native 
literary productions, and nothing of the 
same nature has been produced anywhere 
else. They are as valuable as history and 
descriptive travels for the qualities which 
render these valuable; while they derive 
a bewitching animation from the soul of 
poetry, and captivate the attention by the 
interest of romantic story. As pictures 
of national manners they are inestimable; 
as views of human nature, influenced by 
local circumstances, they are extremely 
curious; as enthusiastic appeals to the 
passions and the imagination, they supply 
a strong stimulus to these faculties; and 
by running the course of the story through 
the most touching incidents, and within 
sight of the grandest events, they carry 
the reader’s sympathy perpetually with 
them.—ScorTt, JOHN, 1820, London Mag- 
azine, Jan. 

Scott is certainly the most wonderful 
writer of the day. His novels are a new 
literature in themselves, and his poetry as 
good as any—if not better (only on an 
erroneous system)—and only ceased to be 
so popular, because the vulgar learned 
were tired of hearing ‘‘Aristides called 
the Just,’’ and Scott the Best, and 
ostracised him. I like him, too, for his 
manliness of character, for the extreme 
pleasantness of his conversation, and his 
good nature towards myself, personally. 
May he prosper !—for he deserves it. I 
know no reading to which I fall with such 
alacrity as a work of W. Scott’s.—By- 
RON, LorD, 1821, A Journal in Italy, 
Jan. 12. 

It is no wonder that the public repay 
with lengthened applause and gratitude 
the pleasure they receive. He writes as 
fast as they can read, and he does not 
write himself down. He is always in the 
public eye, and we do not tire of him. 
His worst is better than any other person’s 
best. His back-grounds (and his later works 
are little else but back-grounds capitally 
made out)—are more attractive than the 
principal figures and most complicated ac- 
tions of other writers. His works (taken 
together) are almost like a new edition of 
human nature. This is indeed to be an 
author !—HazuittT, WILLIAM, 1825, The 
Spirit of the Age. 

We should only read what we admire, 
as I did in my youth, and as I now experi- 
ence with Sir Walter Scott. J have just 
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begun ‘‘Rob Roy,’’ and will read his best 
novels in succession. All is great—mate- 
rial, import, characters, execution; and 
then what infinite diligence in the prepara- 
tory studies! what truth of detail in the 
execution! Wesee, too, what English his- 
tory is; and what a thing it is when such 
an inheritance falls to the lot of a clever 
poet. —GOETHE, JOHANN WOLFGANG, 1831, 

Conversations, ed. Eckermann, vol. 1, p.364. 

Scott’s greatest glory, however, arises 
from the superior dignity to which he has 
raised the novel, not by its historic but its 
moral character, so that, instead of being 
obliged,as with Fielding’s and Smollett’s, 
to devour it, like Sancho Panza’s cheese- 
cakes, in a corner as it were, it is now 
made to furnish a pure and delectable re- 
past for all the members of the assembled 
family. In all his multifarious fictions, 
we remember no line, which in a moral 
point of view he might wish to blot. 
Fortunate man, who, possessed of power 
sufficient to affect the moral destinies of 
his age, has possessed also the inclination 
to give that power a uniformly beneficent 
direction! Who beside him, amid the 
brilliant display of genius, or the wildest 
frolics of wit and fancy, has never been 
led to compromise for a moment the in- 
terests of virtue?—PREscoTT, WILLIAM 
HIcKLING, 1832, English Literature of the 
Nineteenth Century, North American Re- 
view, vol. 35, p. 188. 

When I am very ill indeed, I can read 
Scott’s novels, and they are almost the 
only books I can then read. I cannot at 
such times read the Bible; my mind re- 
flects on it, but I can’t bear the open page. 
—COLERIDGE, SAMUEL TAYLOR, 1833, 
Table-Talk, ed. Ashe, Nov. 1, p. 267. 


If literature had no task but that of 
harmlessly amusing indolent, languid men, 
here was the very perfection of literature; 
that a man, here more emphatically than 
ever elsewhere, might fling himself back, 
exclaiming, ‘‘Be mine to lie on this sofa, 
and read everlasting Novels of Walter 
Scott!’ The composition, slight as it 
often is, usually hangs together in some 
measure, and 7s a composition. 

The sick heart will find no healing here, 
the darkly struggling heart no guidance: 
the Heroic that is in all men no divine 
awakening voice. Wesay, therefore, that 
they do not found themselves on deep in- 
terests, but on comparatively trivial ones, 
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not on the perennial, perhaps not even on 
the lasting. In fact, much of the interest 
of these novels results from what may be 
called contrasts of costume. The phrase- 
ology, fashion of arms, of dress and life, 
belonging to one age, is brought suddenly, 
with singular vividness, before the eyes of 
another. A great effect this; yet by the 
very nature of it, analtogether temporary 
one. Consider, brethern, shall not we too 
one day be antiques, and grow to have as 
quaint a costume as the rest ?—CARLYLE, 
THOMAS, 1838, Memoirs of the Life of 
Scott, London and Westminster Review, 
vol. 28, pp. 334, 336. 

We esteem the productions which the 
great novelist of Scotland has poured forth 
with startling speed from his rich treas- 
ury, not only as multiplying the sources 
of delight to thousands, but as shedding 
the most genial influences on the taste and 
feeling of the people. —TALFOURD, THOMAS 
Noon, 1842, Critical and Miscellaneous 
Writings, p. 24. 

When I first arrived in Copenhagen, 
often walking about poor and forlorn, 
without sufficient money for a meal,I have 
spent the few pence I possessed to obtain 
from a library one of Walter Scott’s 
novels, and, reading it, forgot hunger and 
cold, and felt myself rich and happy.— 
ANDERSEN, HANS CHRISTIAN, 1846, Cor- 
respondence, p. 204. 

Two of Moore’s contemporaries must be 
placed above him in any fair estimate of 
the authors of the first part of the nine- 
teenth century. Byron rose as a poet 
above all his rivals. . Scott is the 
other wonder of this age. Picturesque, 
interesting, and bard-like as are his nar- 
rative poems, the pathos, humour, descrip- 
tion, character, and, above all, the mar- 
vellous fertility, displayed in the novels, 
show far greater power: a whole region 
of the territory of Imagination is occupied 
by this extraordinary man, alone and un- 
approachable. . . . The novels of Scott 
will furnish entertainment to many gen- 
erations; nor is there likely to be any race 
of men so fastidious as to require anything 
purer, so spoilt by excitement as to need 
anything more amusing, or so grave as to 
scorn all delight from this kind of com- 
position. —RUSSELL, JOHN Lorp, ed., 1853, 
Memoirs of Thomas Moore, Preface, vol. I, 
pp. XXVi, XXvii. 


On the whole, and speaking roughly, 
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these defects in the delineation which 
Scott has given us of human life are but 
two. He omits to give usa delineation 
of the soul: we have mind, manners, ani- 
mation, but it is the stir of this world. 
We miss the consecrating power; and we 
miss it not only in its own peculiar sphere, 
—which, from the difficulty of introducing 
the deepest elements into a novel, would 
have been scarcely matter for a harsh 
criticism,—but in the place in which a 
novelist might most be expected to deline- 
ate it. There are perhaps such things as 
the love affairs of immortal beings, but no 
one would learnit from Scott. His heroes 
and heroines are well dressed for this 
world, but not for another; there is 
nothing even in their love which is suitable 
for immortality. As has been noticed, 
Scott also omits any delineation of the 
abstract side of unworldly intellect. This 
too might not have been so severe a re- 
proach, considering its undramatic, un- 
animated nature, if it had stood alone; but 
taken in connection with the omission 
which we have just spoken of, it is most 
important. As the union of sense and 
romance makes the world of Scott so 
characteristically agreeable —a fascina- 
ting picture of this world in the light in 
which we like best to dwell on it; so the 
deficiency in the attenuated, striving in- 
tellect, as well as in the supernatural soul, 
gives to the ‘‘world’’ of Scott the cum- 
brousness and temporality—in short, the 
materialism whichis characteristic of the 
world.—BAGEHOT, WALTER, 1858, The 
Waverley Novels, Works, ed. Morgan, vol. 
Il, p. 235. 


Scott’s veneration for the past reached 
its highest and most shrewd and intelligent 
-forminhis Scotticism. Itis.a coincidence 
with more than the usual amount of verbal 
good luck in it that his name should have 
been Scott—generically and comprehen- 
sively the Scotchman. Scott is 
greatest in his Scotticism. It is as a 
painter of Scottish nature and Scottish 
life, an interpreter of Scottish beliefs and 
Scottish feelings, a narrator of Scottish 
history, that he attains to the height of 
his genius. He has Scotticized Kuropean 
literature. He has interested the world 
in the little land. It had been heard of 
before; it had given the world some reason 
to be interested in it before; with, at no 
time, more than a million and a half of 
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souls in it, it had spoken and acted with 
some emphasis in relation to the bigger 
nations around it. But, since Scott, the 
Thistle, till then a wayside weed, has had 
a great promotion in universal botany, and 
blooms, less prickly than of yore, but the 
identical Thistle still, in all the gardens 
of the world. All round the globe the 
little land is famous; tourists flock to it 
to admire its scenery, while they shoot its 
game; and afar off, when the kilted regi- 
ment do British work, and the pibroch 
shrills them to the work they do, and men, 
marking what they do, ask whence they 
come, the answer is ‘‘From the land of 
Scott.’’—-Masson, Davin, 1859, British 
Novelists and Their Styles, pp. 169, 204. 


It had become a trite remark, long 
before there was the reason for it that 
now exists, that the Waverley Novels are, 
even from their mere popularity, the most 
striking phenomenon of theage. And that 
popularity, unequalled as it is in extent, 
is perhaps more extraordinary in its per- 
manence. It has resisted the tendency of 
the public, and perhaps of ourselves, much 
as we struggle against it, to think every 
subsequent work of the same author in- 
ferior to its predecessor, if it be not 
manifestly superior. It has resisted the 
satiety which might have been predicted 
as the necessary consequence of the fre- 
quent repetition of similar characters and 
situations. Above all, it has withstood 
pessimum genus inimicorum laudantes.— 
SENIOR, WILLIAM NASSAU, 1864, Essays on 
Fiction. 

Indeed, what one novelist has been per- 
fect in dialogue, making each person say 
just what he should and nothing else, but 
glorious Sir Walter ?—DEWEY, ORVILLE, 
1867, Autobiography and Letters, p. 298. 

Scott’s canvas is more thickly and 
variously crowded; it is inexpressibly ad- 
mirable both in quantity and in quality; 
but in our opinion it does not betoken a 
genius either so wide-embracing or so deep- 
piercing as that of the old poet* whom the 
author of ‘‘Waverley’’ himself studied 
with such enthusiastic delight.—HALEs, 
JouN W., 1873, Notes and Essays on 
Shakespeare, p. 72. 

His ease and great general power im- 
pressed me very strongly lately, when re- 
reading his Romances. In his unaffected- 
ness and the apparent unconsciousness of 


*Chaucer. 
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strength he is unequalled. There are no 
more spasmodic efforts in him than in 
Fielding. In particular subjects, and on 
some points, he is perhaps excelled by 
other writers. Thus Mrs. Inchbald is more 
pathetic; Miss Austen deals more effect- 
ively with ordinary domestic matters; and 
the narrative of Alexander Dumas carries 
one on more buoyantly than that of Scott. 
The picture of Louis XI in Notre Dame is 
surely superior to the portrait of the same 
king in ‘‘Quentin Durward,’’ and Victor 
Hugo has originally more pathos and some- 
times more force than Sir Walter. But 
IT see in no other author such a combination 
of truth and ease and dramatic power.— 
PROCTER, BRYAN WALLER, 1874? Recol- 
lections of Men of Letters, p. 154. 

My boyhood was at a period when a 
branch of literature, till then underrated, 
and indeed little worth, suddenly assumed 
new character and proportions. One by 
one, the marvellous productions of the 
prince of novelists startled and charmed 
the British public. ‘‘Guy Mannering,’’ 
“The Antiquary,’’ ‘‘Rob Roy,’’ ‘‘Ivan- 
hoe,’’ and all the rest,—what sunny 
memories, what hours of rapt enjoyment, 
do the very titles still call up!—Owen, 
ROBERT DALE, 1874, Threading My Way, 
p. 120. 

The great merit of Walter Scott’s 
novels is their generous and pure senti- 
ment. There is a strain of generosity, 
manliness, truth, which runs through 
them all. They nowhere take for granted 
meanness; they always take for granted 
justice and honor.—CLARKE, JAMES FREE- 
MAN, 1880, Self-Culture, p. 316. 

We have all known from our childhood 
as among the most hale and strengthening 
waters in which the young soul ever 
bathed. They discuss no moral problems, 
they place us in no relation towards our 
fellow that can be called moral at all, they 
belong to that part of us which is youth- 
ful, undebating, wholly unmoral—though 
not immoral,—they are simply always 
young, always healthy, always miraculous. 
— LANIER, SIDNEY, 1881-83, The English 
Novel, p. 193. 

People who died prior to the 7th of July, 
1814, were unfortunate in one respect, if 
no other; for on that day was published 
the first of the ‘‘Waverley’’ romances. 
A world without Scott’s novels in it must 
have been rather a lean place to live in, 
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surely; and we can never quite estimate 
the dullness and vacuity of a globe which 
existed before that immortal story-teller 
was born into it. Walter Scott 
is indeed a literature in himself. His 
genius throws a lustre on the art of story- 
telling, and renders fiction a boon to the 
human race. His imagination had arange 
of eight centuries to unfold itself in, and 
he roamed through ttem with a masterful 
power and beauty. No good reader ever 
outgrows Sir Walter. Once take him in 
your heart, and there is no parting com- 
pany with him after that.—FIELDs, JAMES 
T, 1885, Sir Walter Scott; Some Noted 
Princes, Authors, and Statesmen of our 
Time, ed. Parton, pp. 222, 224. 

The greatest of all novelists if quality, 
quantity, and originality are taken to- 
gether. — SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1886, 
Specimens of English Prose Style, p. 281. 

I began to read Scott at about eleven, 
and I suppose that I have not read any of 
the Waverley novels since I was sixteen, 
but I seem to remember them all. That 
is a grand test of a really good book: that 
you should remember it.—BESANT, WAL- 
TER, 1887, Books Which Have Influenced 
Me, p. 21. 

As for novels, I read all of Scott’s, the 
earlier in my early boyhood, the later as 
they appeared; and I have read them all 
twice over, some of them three or four 
times. They seem to me now as tran- 
scendent in their character-painting, in 
their dramatic power, and in the lifelike- 
ness of their narrative, as when they were 
alone and unapproached.—PEABopY, A. 
P., 1888, Books That Have Helped Me, 
p. 44. 

Never was there a more healthful and 
health-ministering literature than that 
which he gave to the world. To go back 
to it from Flaubert and Daudet and Tolstoi 
is like listening to the song of the lark 
after the shrieking passion of the midnight 
pianoforte ;—nay, it is like coming out of 
the glare and heat and reeking vapor of a 
palace ball into a grove in the first light 
and music and breezes of the morning. It 
is not for nothing that somany thousands 
have felt toward Scott a deep personal 
gratitude, which few, if any other writers of 
English fiction have ever awakened. My 
own case is doubtless typical of thousands. 
In his novels I first came under the spell 
of genius in fiction, and in my reading of 
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them the first happened to be what. is 
usually called the least inspired—‘‘The 
Monastery.’’ But no matter, J gave it 
three readings, end over end, and followed 
it with other novels from the same source 
as rapidly as my dear family Puritan 
authorities would permit, or as often as 
they could be evaded.—WuitTr, ANDREW 
D., 1889, Walter Scott at Work, Scrib- 
ner’s Magazine, vol. 5, p. 132. 


One great charm of the Waverley Novels 
is the sound, healthy tone in them all. 
Scott regards mankind through his kindly, 
genial disposition. He never sneers, and 
there is neither mawkishness nor morbid- 
ness to be found in them. If they were 
not written with any exalted motive to re- 
form society or make the world better, 
they have certainly given a world of 
pleasure to thousands of his fellowmen, 
and that is no small thing.—ADAm, Mrs. 
M. L., 1891-94, Sir Walter Scott, p. 34. 

In the beginning of any art even the 
most gifted worker must be crude in his 
methods, and we ought to keep this fact 
always in mind when we turn, say, from 
the purblind worshippers of Scott to Scott 
himself, and recognize that he often wrote 
a style cumbrous and diffuse; that he was 
tediously analytical where the modern 
novelist is dramatic, and evolved his char- 
acters by means of long-winded explana- 
tion and commentary; that, except in the 
case of his lower-class personages, he 
made them talk as seldom man and never 
woman talked; that he was tiresomely 
descriptive ; that on the simplest occasions 
he went about half a mile to express a 
thought that could be uttered in ten paces 
across lots; and that he trusted his read- 
ers’ intuitions so little that he was apt to 
rub in his appeals tothem. He was prob- 
ably right; the generation which he wrote 
for was duller than this; slower-witted, 
eesthetically untrained, and in maturity not 
so apprehensive of an artistic intention as 
the children of to-day. All this is not 
saying Scott was not a great man; he was 
a great man, and a very great novelist as 
compared with thenovelists who went be- 
fore him. He can still amuse young 
people, but they ought to be instructed 
how false and how mistaken he often is, 
with his medizval ideals, his blind Jacob- 
itism, his intense devotion to aristocracy 
and royalty; his acquiescence in the 
division of men into noble and ignoble, 
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patrician and plebeian, sovereign and sub- 
ject, as if it were the law of God; for all 
which, indeed, he is not to blame as he 
would be if he were one of our contempo- 
raries.—HOWELLS, WILLIAM DEAN, 1891, 
Criticism and Fiction, p. 21. 

Sound-hearted and true-sculed Sir Wal- 
ter speaks a language informed with 
robust health and fragrant of moral purity 
and sanity. We feel without going into 
biography that he has never deserted a 
wife or his children, or tried to upset the 
laws of marriage. He seems large, strong, 
safe, steadfast; and we like to have him 
near us. An influence like his never leaves 
a morbid heat in the nerve-centers, never 
suggests that hell has some advantages 
over Heaven as a high-toned summer re- 
sort. After reading ‘‘Ivanhoe’’ you may 
indulge some romantic desire for a spear, 
a shield, an armored horse, and plenty of 
muscle; but you breathe good air and feel 
clean.—THOMPSON, MAURICE, 1898, The 
Ethics of Literary Art, p. 76. 

The steady demand for ‘‘Ivanhoe’’ and 
others of Scott’s novels proves their un- 
dying charm, and it appears to be a fact 
that the number of those who read Scott 
is increasing, while the number of the 
readers of Dickens is diminishing. —TIL- 
LINGHAST, C. B., 1893, Books and Read- 
ers in Public Libraries, The Forum, vol. 
16, p. 62. 

It is late in the day, and it is no part of 
the purpose of this history, which reaches 
its goal with the publication of ‘‘Waver- 
ley,’’ to criticise Sir Walter. Let him be 
praised in words taken from Carlyle’s un- 
worthy essay, wherein the name of “‘great- 
ness’’ is refused to him because he had no 
express message to deliver. ‘“‘Be this as 
it may, surely since Shakespeare’s time 
there has been no great speaker so un- 
conscious of an aim inspeaking as Walter 
Scott.’? He saw life, and told the world 
what he saw. Has any writer since his 
time supplied it with a fuller, fairer 
vision? From Ivanhoe to Kdie Ochiltree, 
from Lucy Ashton to Jeanie Deans, from 
the knightly achievements of the crusades 
to the humours of the Scottish peasantry, 
—this is the panorama he reveals, and he 
casts over it the light of his generous, 
gentle, and delicate nature. His very 
style, loose and rambling as it is, is a part 
of the man, and of the artistic effect he 
produces. The full vigour and ease with 
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which his imagination plays on life is often 
suggested by his pleonasms and tautolo- 
gies; the search for the single final epithet 
is no part of his method, for he delights 
in the telling, and is sorry when all is 
told. —RALEIGH, WALTER, 1894, The Eng- 
lish Novel, p. 282. 


There is much clatter of arms in his 
stories, much hurrying from palace to 
heath, from heath to dungeon ; but through 
it all reigns the same fixed calm of char- 
acters immutable in weakness or in 
strength.—ScupDER, VIDA D., 1895, The 
Life of the Spirit in the Modern English 
Poets, p. 24. 


There are people who still read ‘‘Ivan- 
hoe’’ and ‘‘The Talisman,’’ and profess to 
admire them, but such persons mostly be- 
long to the fogey species. Scott 
is superficial. His books may suit the 
careless reader ‘‘lying all day long on a 
sofa,’’ but they neither thrill the reader 
nor teach him anything new about life. 
They exhibit absolutely no psychological 
insight. They are nearly all clumsily 
written in a diffuse and disjointed style. 
Those which depend for success on their 
delineation of historical or quasi-historical 
events, are, for the most part, nothing 
better than ‘‘medizval upholstery.’? We 
may, therefore, fairly assume that we are 
anticipating the verdict of posterity in 
declaring that of the once-famous Waver- 
ley Novels only some three or four will be 
read at all in the twentieth century.— 
HANNIGAN, D. F., 1895, The Waverley 
Novels—after Sixty Years, The Westmin- 
ster Review, vol. 144, pp. 17, 21. 


Who will pretend that Walter Scott, 
splendid raconteur though he was, repre- 
sented with even a remote degree of cor- 
rectness the life of the Middle Ages ?— 
BoyEsEN, H. H., 1895, The Great Real- 
ists and the Empty Story-Tellers, The 
Forum, vol. 18, p. 730. 


The perennial charm of the Waverley 
Novels resides very largely in their health- 
fulness. They take us entirely out of our- 
selves, and absorb us in the world of in- 
cident andaction. If they are not always 
great as works of art, they are always 
great in that health of mind and soul which 
is elemental in all true living. Men can- 
not be too grateful for a mass of writing 
80 genuine in tone, so free from morbid 
tendencies, so true to the fundamental 
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ethics of living. — MABIE, HAMILTON 
Wricut, 1896, My Study Fire, Second 
Series, p. 115. 

The stories of Scott most likely to sur- 
vive the centenary of their publication and 
to retain readers in the first quarter of the 
twentieth century are perhaps those in 
which he best withstands the comparison 
with Miss Edgeworth,—the stories in 
which he has recorded types of Scottish 
character, with its mingled humor and 
pathos. For mere excitement our liking 
is eternal : but the fashion thereof is fickle ; 
and we prefer our romantic adventures 
cut this way to-day and another way to- 
morrow. Our interest in our fellow-man 
subsists unchanged forever; and we take a 
perennial delight in the revelation of the 
subtleties of human nature. It is in the 
‘‘Antiquary’’? and in the ‘‘Heart of 
Midlothian’’ that Scott is seen at his best; 
and it is by creating characters like Caleb 
Balderstone and Dugald Dalgetty and 
Wandering Willie that he has deserved to 
endure.— MATTHEWS, BRANDER, 1897, 
The Historical Novel, The Forum, vol. 
24, p. 83. 

We may challenge the literatures of the 
world to produce a purer talent, or a 
writer who has with a more brilliant and 
sustained vivacity combined the novel with 
the romance, the tale of manners with the 
tale of wonder. . . . Allthe romances of 
Alexander Dumas and Victor Hugo sprang 
directly from him; he had inspired Fouqué 
in Germany, Manzoni in Italy, and Fernan 
Caballero in Spain. Wherever historical 
fiction of a picturesque and chivalrous 
order was produced, it bore the stamp of 
Walter Scott upon its margin. Nor with 
the decline of the imitations is it found 
that the original ceases to retain its hold 
on the interest of the English race. 
Walter Scott, so long a European force, 
has now, foiled by the victory of the school 
of Balzac, retired once more to the home 
he came from, but on British soil there is 
as yet no sign of any diminution of his 
honour or popularity. Continental criti- 
cism is bewildered at our unshaken loyalty 
to a writer whose art can be easily demon- 
strated to be obsolete in many of its char- 
acteristics. But English readers confess 
the perennial attractiveness of a writer 
whose ‘‘tone’’ is the most perfect in our 
national literature, who has left not a 
phrase which is morbid or petulant or base, 
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who is the very type of that generous free- 
dom of spirit which we are pleased to 
identify with the character of an English 
gentleman. Into the persistent admiration 
of Sir Walter Scott there enters something 
of the militant imperialism of our race.— 
GossE, EDMUND, 1897, A Short History 
of Modern English Literature, pp. 300, 802. 

Though Scott founded the historical 
novel, enunciated its most successful 
theory, and is, perhaps, still the greatest 
historical novelist, he is not the best ex- 
ponent of his own theory. Attractive as 
is the theory of the romantic magnetiza- 
tion of history, overhanging it always is 
the shadow of the anger of the great god 
Verity. Scott was almost too ingrainedly 
honest for his theory. There are evidences 
of struggle when the Scotch lawyer be- 
comes the romantic idealist in these his- 
torical novels. In truth, the novels never 
really desert fact; sometimes the story 
almost painfully and regretfully seems to 
cling to fact. STODDARD, FRANCIS Hovey, 
1900, The Evolution of the English Novel, 
p. 104. 

The literary form under which Scott 
made the deepest impression upon the 
consciousness of his own generation and 
influenced most permanently the future 
literature of Europe, was prose fiction. 
As the creator of the historical novel and 
the ancestor of Kingsley, Ainsworth, 
Bulwer, and G. P. R. James; of Manzoni, 
Freytag, Hugo, Mérimée, Dumas, Alexis 
Tolstoi, and a host of others, at home and 
abroad, his example is potent yet. Eng- 
lish fiction is directly or indirectly in his 
debt for ‘‘Romola,’’ ‘‘Hypatia,’’ ‘‘Henry 
Hsmond,’’ and ‘‘The Cloister and the 
Hearth.’’ In several countries the his- 

‘torical novel had been trying for centuries 
to get itself born, but all its attempts had 
been abortive. ‘‘Waverley’’ is not only 
vastly superior to ‘‘Thaddeus of Warsaw’’ 
(1803) and ‘‘The Scottish Chiefs’’ (1809) ; 
it is something quite different in kind.— 
Beers, Henry A., 1901, A History of 
English Romanticism in the Nineteenth 
Century, p. 30. 

Meanwhile, whether the novels are read 
or not, the novels continue to sell in end- 
less editions. People who cannot read 
Shakespeare buy Shakespeare, and prob- 
ably many persons who, very properly, buy 
Scott, cannot read him. I wish them the 
best of wishes,—may they have sons and 
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daughters who can!—LANG, ANDREW, 
1901, New Work on Scott, The Critic, vol. 
38, p. 840. 
WAVERLEY 
1814 

Walter Scott has no business to write 
novels, especially good ones. It is not 
fair. ‘He has fame and profit enough as 
a poet, and should not be taking the bread 
out of the mouths of other people. Ido not 
like him, and do not mean to like ‘‘ Waver- 
ley’’ if I can help it, but fear I must.— 
AUSTEN, JANE, 1814, Letters, vol. u, p.317. 

I think very highly of ‘‘Waverley,’’ and 
was inclined to suspect, in reading it, that 
it was written by Miss Scott, of Ancram. 
—SmitH, SyDNEY, 1814, To Francis Jef- 
Srey; Letters, ed. Mrs. Austin. 

Have you read Walter Scott’s ‘‘ Waver- 
ley?’ I have ventured to say ‘‘ Walter 
Scott’s ;’’ though I hear he denies it, just 
as a young girl denies the imputation of a 
lover : but, if there be any belief in internal 
evidence, it must be his. It is his by a 
thousand indications,—hy all the faults 
and all the beauties; by the unspeakable 
and unrecollectable names; by the vile 
pedantry of French, Latin, Gaelic, and 
Italian; by the hanging the clever hero, 
and marrying the stupid one; by the praise 
(well deserved certainly,—for when has 
Scotland ever such a friend?—but thrust 
in by his head and shoulders) of the late 
Lord Melville; by the sweet lyric poetry; 
by the perfect costume; by the excellent 
keeping of the picture; by the liveliness 
and gayety of the dialogues; and last, not 
least, by the entire and admirable individ- 
uality of every character in the book, 
high as well as low,—the life and soul 
which animates them all with a distinct 
existence, and brings them before our 
eyes like the portraits of Fielding and 
Cervantes.— Mirrorp, Mary RUSSELL, 
1814, Letter to Sir William Elford, Oct. 31. 

We have this moment finished ‘‘ Waver- 
ley.’’ It was read aloud to this large 
family, and I wish the author could have 
witnessed the impression it made—the 
strong hold it seized of the feelings both 
of young and old—the admiration raised 
by the beautiful descriptions of nature— 
by the new and bold delineations of char- 
acter—the perfect manner in which char- 
acter is ever sustained in every change of 
situation from first to last, without effort, 
without the affectation of making the 
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persons speak in character—the ingenuity 
with which each person introduced in the 
drama is made useful and necessary to the 
end—the admirable art with which the 
story is constructed and with which the 
author keeps his own secrets till the proper 
moment when they should be revealed, 
whilst in the meantime, with the skill of 
Shakspear, the mind is prepared by unseen 
degrees for all the changes of feeling and 
fortune, so that nothing, however extraor- 
dinary, shocks us as improbable: and 
the interest is kept up to the last moment. 
We were so possessed with the belief that 
the whole story and every character in it 
was real, that we could not endure the 
occasional addresses from the author to 
the reader. They are like Fielding: but 
for that reason we cannot bear them, we 
cannot bear that an author of such high 
powers, of such original genius, should for 
a moment stoop to imitation. Thisis the 
only thing we dislike, these are the only 
passages we wish omitted in the whole 
work: and let the unqualified manner in 
which I say this, and the very vehemence 
of my expression of this disapprobation, 
be a sure pledge to the author of the sin- 
cerity of all the admiration I feel for his 
genius.—EDGEWorRTH, MAriA, 1814, To 
James Ballantyne, Oct. 23; Letters, vol. 1, 
p. 226. 

In my opinion it is the best novel 
that has been published these thirty 
years. The characters of Kbenezer Cruick- 
shanks, mine host of the Garter, the 
Reverend Mr. Goukthrapple and Squire 
Bradwardine display a Cervantic vein of 
humour which has seldom been surpassed 
—whilst the descriptions of the gloomy 
caverns of the Highlands, and the delinea- 
tions of the apathic Callum Beg and enter- 
prising Vich Ian Vohr, show a richness of 
Scottean colouring which few have 
equalled.—CARLYLE, THoMAS, 1814, Karly 
Letters, ed. Norton, p. 10. 

When you have finished the ‘‘Fair Maid 
of Perth,’’ you must at once read ‘‘ Waver- 
ley,’’ which is indeed from quite a differ- 
ent point of view, but which may, without 
hesitation, be set beside the best works 
that have ever been written in this world. 
We see that it is the same man who wrote 
the ‘‘Fair Maid of Perth,’’ but that he has 
yet to gain the favour of the public, and 
therefore collects his forces so that he 
may not give a touch that is short of 
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excellence. The ‘‘Fair Maid of Perth,’’ on 
the other hand, is from a freer pen; the 
author is now sure of his public, and he 
proceeds more at liberty. After reading 
““Waverley,’’ you will understand why 
Walter Scott still designates himself the 
author of that work; for there he showed 
what he could do, and he has never since 
written anything to surpass, or even 
equal, that first published novel.—GoETHE, 
JOHANN WOLFGANG, 1828, Conversations, 
ed. Eckermann, vol. i, p. 83. 


““Waverley’”’ tcok two or three months 
to win public favour, and then a perfect 
furore setin. Sloop-load after sloop-load 
was sent off to the London market, and on 
the rumoured loss of one of these vessels, 
half London was in despair. The interest, 
too, excited by public curiosity as to the 
author’s name, was carefully fostered, and 
in a short time 12,000 copies were dis- 
posed of:—CuURWEN, Henry, 18738, A 
History of Booksellers, p. 127. 

The sudden burst into light and publicity 
of a gift which had been growing through 
all the changes of private life, of the 
wonderful stream of knowledge, recollec- 
tion, divination, boundless acquaintance 
with and affection for human nature, which 
had gladdened the Edinburgh streets, the 
Musselburgh sands, the Southland moors 
and river-sides, since ever Walter Scott 
had begun to roam among them, with his 
cheerful band of friends, his good stories, 
his kind and gentle thoughts—was re- 
ceived by the world with a burst of de- 
lighted recognition to which we know no 
parallel. We do not know, alas! what 
happened when the audience in the Globe 
Theatre made a similar discovery. Per- 
haps the greater gift, by its very splen- 
dour, would be less easily perceived in the 
dazzling of a glory hitherto unknown, and 
obscured it may be by jealousies of actors 
and their inaptitude to do justice to the 
wonderful poetry put into their hands. 
But of that we know nothing. We know, 
however, that there were no two opinions 
about ‘‘Waverley.’’ It took the world by 
storm, which had had no such new sensa- 
tion and no such delightful amusement for 
many aday. It was not only the begin- 
ning of a new and wonderful school in ro- 
mance, a fresh chapter in literature, but 
the revelation of a region and a race un- 
known.—OLIPHANT, MARGARET 0. W., 
1890, Royal Edinburgh, p. 506. 
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GUY MANNERING 
1815 

We are satisfied that the time is not 
far distant, if it be not already arrived, 
when the best claim of ‘‘Guy Mannering’’ 
on the attention of its readers will be the 
line of the title-page, in which it is de- 
scribed as the work of the author of 
““Waverley.’’—GIFFORD, WILLIAM, 1816, 
The Antiquary, Quarterly Review, vol. 
15, p. 12d. 

Dandie Dinmont is, beyond all question, 
we think, the best rustic portrait that has 
ever yet been exhibited tothe public—the 
most honourable to rustics, and the most 
creditable to the heart, as well as the 
genius of the artist the truest to nature 
—the most interesting and the most com- 
plete in all its lineaments.—Meg Merrilees 
belongs more to the department of poetry. 
She is most akin to the witches of Macbeth, 
with some traits of the antient Sybil 
engrafted on the coarser stock of a Gipsy 
of the last century. Though not absolutely 
in nature, however, she must be allowed 
to be a very imposing and emphatic per- 
sonage; and to be mingled, both with the 
business and the scenery of the piece, with 
the greatest possible skill and effect.— 
Pleydell is a harsh caricature; and Dirk 
Hatteric a vulgar bandit of the German 
school. ‘The lovers, too, are rather more 
faultless and more insipid than usual, — 
and all the genteel persons, indeed, not a 
little fatiguing. Yet there are many pas- 
sages of great merit,of a gentler and less 
obtrusive character.—JEFFREY, FRANCIS 
Lorp, 1817-44, Tales of My Landlord, 
Contributions to the Edinburgh Review, 
vol. I, p. 446. 


There is a wide difference of opinion 
‘with regard to the relative rank of Scott’s 
novels. Mr. Lowell once said that ‘‘The 
Bride of Lammermoor’’ was to him the 
most beautiful story in the language. Mr. 
Lang puts ‘‘Old Mortality’’ and ‘‘Quentin 
Durward”’ at the top of the list. But from 
any point of view, the popular instinct 
was not far astray in fastening upon 
‘‘Tyvanhoe’’ as, on the whole, the most 
widely acceptable of these great stories. 
““Kenilworth’’ is not far behind, but “‘Guy 
Mannering”’’ falls below the middle of the 
list for the very good reason that while 
the first two have clear movement and 
cumulative dramatic interest, the latter 
is very defective as a story. The hero is 


149 


a secondary personage.—Mabsig, HamIL- 
TON W., 1893, The Most Popular Novels 
in America, The Forum, vol. 16, p. 512. 


THE ANTIQUARY 
1816 

It unites to a considerable degree the 
merits of ‘‘Waverley’’ with the faults of 
the ‘‘Astrologer ;’’ and we have no hesi- 
tation in placing it, with the crowd of 
modern novels, below the former, and, 
with very few modern novels, above the 
latter.—GIFFORD, WILLIAM, 1816, The 
Antiquary, Quarterly Review, vol. 15, 
p. 125. : 


“The Antiquary’’ did not immediately 
rise into popularity (comparatively speak- 
ing), but, if we mistake not, it will stand 
the test of investigation with less danger 
from the captiousness of criticism, than 
almost any of its brethren.—ALLAN, 
GEORGE, 1835, Life of Sir Walter Scott, 
p. 304. 


Perhaps of all his works, the one in 
which there is most of the current matter 
of his own mind.—CHAMBERS, ROBERT, 
1835-71, Life of Str Walter Scott, p. 56. 


One of his most artistic works.—DEN- 
NIS, JOHN, 1890, A Talk about Sir Walter 
Scott, Good Words, vol. 31, p. 817. 


As a novel of character, ‘‘The Anti- 
quary’’ is the most remarkable of Scott’s 
productions. Nowhere is he a more faith- 
ful observer of the turns which differing 
personalities take, nowhere does he give 
amore living picture of human beings, and 
this he does without aid from incident. 
Given the story of ‘‘Old Mortality,’’ there 
are many novelists who could have written 
not ‘‘Old Mortality’’ indeed, but a good 
novel. A bad one, with the story of ‘‘The 
Antiquary,’’ almost any novelist but Scott 
would have written. To read 
the book is not certainly to have the 
imagination greatly quickened, but to read 
it—to read of Edie, of Oldbuck and his 
household—is to see the plain everyday 
world as we should not otherwise see it, 
till circumstances and trouble had enlarged 
and softened our vision. —JACK, ADOLPHUS , 
ALFRED, 1897, Essays on the Novel, pp. 


92, 106. - 
OLD MORTALITY 


1816 
Murray told me that Sir Walter Scott, on 
being taxed by him as the author of ‘‘Old 
Mortality,’’ not only denied having written 
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it, but added, ‘‘In order to convince you 
that I am not the author, I will review the 
book for you in the Quarterly,” —which he 
actually did, and Murray still has the MS. 
in his handwriting.—BARHAM, RICHARD 
Harris, 1833, Life and Letters, vol. 1, 
p. 214. 


Our evening’s reading now is ‘‘Old 
Mortality.’’ When I read that romance 
on its appearance, about thirty years ago, 
I thought it, and as it has lived in my 
memory I have ever since considered it, 
the grandest and best of all that admirable 
novelist’s works. My recurrence to it con- 
firms the impression it then made on me. 
—MacreapDy, W. C., 1855, Letter to 
Mrs. Pollock, March 26; Reminiscences, 
ed. Pollock, p. 705. 


When Lord Holland, whose judgment in 
literary matters had great weight among 
a certain section of the British aristocracy, 
was asked his opinion of the new Scotch 
novel, he answered, ‘‘Opinion! we did not 
one of us go to bed last night: nothing 
slept but my gout.’’—MACKENZIE, ROBERT 
SHELTON, 1871, Sir Walter Scott: The 
Story of His Life, p. 251. 


Scott is the most chivalrous literary 
figure of this century, and the author with 
the widest range since Shakespeare. I 
think ‘‘Old Mortality’? is his greatest 
novel.—TENNYSON, ALFRED LoRD, 1890, 
Comments on Various Novels, Memoir by 
his Son, vol. 0, p. 872. 


Ranking foremost among the Waverley 
novels for variety of character sketches, 
stirring incidents, and infinite humour, 
affords also an accurate picture of the dis- 
orders and abuses under which the Scottish 
people suffered during the reign of the last 
Stuarts. . . . Lord Hvandale is probably 
the favourite with all young readers. 
There is an ardour and dashing gallantry 
about him which, combined with his un- 
happy fate,renders him peculiarly attract- 
ive, while Morton’s restrained and serious 
nature wins on us more slowly, and it is 
not until the close of the story that we 
fully realise his historic qualities.— 
YOUNG, GERTRUDE JULIAN, 1893, Great 
Characters of Fiction, ed. Townsend, pp. 
59, 60. 

Had I to choose my private favourite, it 
would be ‘‘Old Mortality.’’—Lane, AN- 
DREW, 1897, Library of the World’s Best 
Literature, ed. Warner, vol. Xxul, p. 13002. 
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The novel which goes by the title of ‘‘Old 
Mortality’? may or may not be Scott’s 
masterpiece, but on the whole it is per- 
haps the one, which, if a plebiscite of 
literary opinion were taken, would obtain 
the largest following.—JAck, ADOLPHUS 
ALFRED, 1897, Essays on the Novel, p. 117. 

ROB ROY 
1818 

This is not so good, perhaps, as some 
others of the family ;—but it is better than 
any thing else; and has a charm and a 
spirit about it that draws us irresistibly 
away from our graver works of politics and 
science, to expatiate upon that which every 
body understands and agrees in; and after 
setting us diligently to read over again 
what we had scarce finished reading, leaves 
us no choice but to tell our readers what 
they all know already, and to persuade 
them of that of which they are most 
intimately convinced.—JEFFREY, FRAN- 
cis Lorb, 1818-44, Rob Roy, Contributions 
to the Edinburgh Review, vol. 1, p. 460. 

The author seems to be at home every- 
where, and know every thing. His knowl- 
edge, however, has not the air of learn- 
ing, amassed to be told; it is something 
gathered incidentally, whilst he was study- 
ing men in their pursuits, customs and 
amusements, —something fallen in with 
rather than sought. The commonest 
things, the lowest characters belong to the 
action, —it rarely stands still for the sake 
of description. You are in the midst of 
life, gaining knowledge as well as enter- 
tainment, by a process akin to actual ex- 
perience and observation. Every manisin 
his proper situation, and suitable discourse 
is put into his mouth, —we have the pecul- 
iarities of his gait, the expression of his 
face, the tone of his voice, everything, 
in short, which is significant of character, 
or that adds to its reality ;—and these are 
not given once for allin a formal descrip- 
tion, but they come out in connexion with 
his feelings, situation or employment, and 
vary with them. He is allowed to unfold 
himself, to practise upon others, to utter 
fine thoughts or foolish ones, and betray 
all his infirmities and motives and every 
influence that presses on him, without the 
dread that he is destined for a book and 
therefore upon his good behaviour.— 
CHANNING, E. T., 1818, Rob Roy, North 
American Review, vol. 7, p. 150. 

I acted to-night with spirit and in a 
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manly tone, better, perhaps, than ordi- 
narily in the part “Rob Roy.”—MacreEapy, 
W. C., 1833, Diary, Jan. 22; Reminis- 
cences, ed. Pollock, p. 266. 


There is a peculiar fascination investing 
this story and its characters, and scenery 
that can be associated with them. Indeed, 
few of Scott’s works have more readers, 
or so abound in picturesque incidents and 
persons, nearly all represented in romantic 
places, many of which can now be identi- 
fied, and visited with pleasure; for this is 
the story of curious, old, half-haunted 
Osbaldistone Hall; of Glasgow Cathedral, 
and of the Highlands at Loch Ard; of the 
Scotch Robin Hood; of charming, mi- 
raculous Die Vernon; of inimitable Bailie 
Nichol Jarvie of the Saut Market; of that 
natural, calculating, conceited, semi- 
rascal, Andrew Fairservice; and of that 
wholly villainous Jesuit, Rashleigh.—Hun- 
NEWELL, JAMES F., 1871, The Lands of 
Scott, p. 164. 


HEART OF MID-LOTHIAN 
1818 


Our general admiration of the story of 
the ‘‘Heart of Mid-Lothian’”’ does not, of 
course, extend to the management of all 
the details. The beginning, or rather the 
beginnings, for there are half a dozen of 
them, are singularly careless. The author, 
in his premature anxiety to get in medias 
res, introduces us at the point where the 
different interests converge; and then, 
instead of floating down the united streams 
of events, we are forced separately to 
ascend each of its tributary branches, like 
Humboldt examining the bifurcations of 
the Oroonoko, until we forget, in explor- 
ing their sources, the manner in which they 
bear on one another.—Senior, A. W., 

1821, Novels by the Author of Waverley, 
Quarterly Review, vol. 26, p. 116. 


During the Centenary festivities the Em- 
peror of brazil arrived in Edinburgh, and 
on the first morning of his stay he went at 
five o’clock in the morning, with the 
“‘Heart of Mid-Lothian’’ in his hand, to 
try and identify the localities about the 
region where the old Tolbooth formerly 
stood, described in the novel. A gentle- 
man and lady at whose house he took 
luncheon assured me that the emperor had 
succeeded admirably in his identifications, 
which he declared to be due to the pre- 
cision and vividness of Scott’s descriptions. 


—Conway, M. D., 1872, The Scott Cen- 
tenary at Edinburgh, Harper’s Magazine, 
vol. 44, p. 387. 

Last Evening I heard Jeanie Deans’ Audi- 
ence with Argyle, and then with the Queen. 
There I stop with the Book. Oh, how 
refreshing is the leisurely, easy, movement 
of the Story, with its true and well- 
harmonized Variety of Scene and Charac- 
ter! There is of course a Bore, Saddletree 
—as in Shakespeare,I presume to think— 
as in Cervantes—as in Life itself: some- 
what too much of him in Scott, perhaps. 
But when the fuliginous and spasmodic 
Carlyle and Co. talk of Scott’s delineating 
his Characters from without to within— 
why, he seems to have had a pretty good 
Staple of the inner Man of David, and 
Jeanie Deans, on beginning his Story.— 
FITZGERALD, EDWARD, 1877, Letters to 
Fanny Kemble, June 23, ed. Wright, p.126. 


There we get his richest humour and 
his purest pathos, and especially that 
blending of the two, when the tears are 
close behind the smiles—as in ‘‘The Heart 
of Mid-Lothian’’ for instance—in which 
again he has been surpassed only by 
Shakespeare, and equalled, I think, only 
by Cervantes.—Morris, Mownray, 1889, 
Sir Walter Scott, Macmillan’s Magazine, 
vol. 60, p. 157. 


Itzhas often been said that Sir Walter 
Scott excelled in his feminine characters, 
and we must, we think, agree in this asser- 
tion and venture to assign the foremost 
place to this beautiful type of Lowland 
lassie, which he has drawn with such truth 
and with such a loving touch.—Youn«, 
GERTRUDE JULIAN, 1898, Great Charac- 
ters of Fiction, ed. Townsend, p. 55. 


THE BRIDE OF LAMMERMOOR 
1819 

It is a tragedy of the highest order, and 
unites excellence of plot to our author’s 
usual merits of character and description. 
Senior, A. W., 1821, Novels by the 
Author of Waverley, Quarterly Review, 
nol. 26, p. 120. 

We see, even at the very beginning of 
the tale, the ‘‘little cloud, no bigger than 
a man’s hand’’ which gradually over- 
shadows the whole atmosphere, and at last 
bursts in ruin, in madness, and in despair 
over the devoted heads of Ravenswood 
and his betrothed. The catastrophe is 
tremendous, crushing, complete; and even 
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the more comic scenes (the melancholy 
ingenuity of poor faithful Caleb) have a 
sad and hopeless gaiety, which forms a 
dismal and appropriate relief to the pro- 
foundly tragic tone of the action. One 
scene in this awful tale is truly terrific— 
the muttered cursing of the three hideous 
hags at the ill-omened marriage; nor is 
the interview between Ravenswood and the 
grave-digger, or the appearance of the 
unhappy hero to claim his promise from 
Lucy Ashton, inferior. They bear the im- 
press of our elder dramatists; they might 
have been conceived by Ford, by Middleton, 
or by the sombre genius of Webster.— 
SHAw, THOMAS B., 1847, Outlines of Eng- 
lish Literature, p. 328. 


Scott could neither have described nor 
even conceived the progress of jealousy in 
Othello. He could not have described nor 
even conceived that contrast between 
Curiace and either Horace, father or son, 
in which is so sublimely revealed the secret 
of the Roman ascendency. But,asan artist 
of Narrative and not of the Drama, Scott 
was perhaps the greater for his omissions. 
Let any reader bring to his recollection 
that passage in the grandest tragic ro- 
mance ourlanguage possesses—the ‘‘ Bride 
of Lammermoor’’—in which, the night 
before the Master of Ravenswood vanishes 
from the tale, he shuts himself up in his 
fated tower, and all that is known of the 
emotions through which his soul travailed 
is the sound of his sleepless heavy tread 
upon the floor of his solitary room. What 
can be grander in narrative art than the 
suppression of all dramatic attempt to 
analyse emotion and reduce its expression 
to soliloquy ?—LytTron, EDWARD BULWER 
LorD, 1863-68, Caxtoniana, Miscellane- 
ous Prose Works, vol. 1, p. 473. 


In some respects the best and most 
artistic of Scott’s novels.—STEPHEN, LES- 
LIE, 1875, Hours ina Library, vol.1, p. 79. 


The most perfect, of all tragic poems 
in prose between the date of ‘‘Manon 
Lescaut’’ and the date of ‘‘ Notre-Dame de 
Paris.” SWINBURNE, ALGERNON CHARLES, 
1891, The Journal of Sir Walter Scott, 
Fortnightly Review, vol. 55, p. 689. 


He callsit an ‘‘owre true tale.’” Never 
was a more unreal story written. Ravens- 
wood is a mere stage figure, or, as Carlyle 
would say, a tissue of gloomy theatrical- 
ities. Then we have in Lucy Ashton 
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another puppet; while her mother im- 
presses us as an unnatural being, a down- 
right monster. We may digest Lady 
Macbeth, but who could swallow Lady 
Ashton? The old Scottish servant, Caleb 
Balderstone, is the only lifelike person in 
the story. Here then we have another ex- 
ample of Scott’s feebleness as a delineator 
of character.—HANNIGAN, D. F., 1895, 
The Waverley Novels—after Sixty Years, 
The Westminster Review, vol. 144, p. 20. 
‘“‘No man since Alschylus could have 
written ‘The Bride of Lammermoor’ ’’— 
such are the words of Mr. Gladstone, 
quoted in the Life of Lord Tennyson. ‘‘The 
most pure and powerfulof all the tragedies 
that Scott ever penned’’—such is the de- 
liberate criticism of Lockhart. ‘‘Scott’s 
first approach to failure in prose’’—such 
is the verdict of Professor Saintsbury on 
a book which, whatever be its merits or 
demerits, is unique in the position which it 
holds amongst the Waverley Novels. ... 
He was supreme not by virtue of construc- 
tion, but in the absence of it. And yet none 
the less it is true that in this one novel he 
has fulfilled, as no other novelist has ever 
done, and as he himself has never done 
elsewhere, dramatic conditions by which 
he was not bound, and by which it would 
be absurd that romance should be fettered ; 
and that he has united in this single work 
the free play and variety of romance with 
the fundamental unity of the tragic drama. 
: That ‘‘The Bride of Lammer- 
moor’’ is his greatest novel few perhaps 
will maintain. But surely the vast majority 
of critics will recognise in it, not ‘‘an ap- 
proach to failure,’’ but a combination of 
romance and dramatic tragedy which is 
absolutely unique.—CRAIK, Sir HENRY, 
1897, “The Bride of Lammermoor,” Black- 
wood’s Magazine, vol. 162, pp. 853, 857. 
To the merits in detail of ‘‘The Bride of 
Lammermoor’’ I never have hesitated to do 
justice, though I think them more sparingly 
found than in the case of most of the 
earlier novels. I still maintain, 
for the reasons which ‘‘Maga’’ permitted 
me to give three months ago, that the 
tragedy of ‘‘The Bride of Lammermoor’’ 
is not ‘‘pura,’’—is indeed distinctly 
faulty; and that, as I observed in the 
little book of which Sir Henry speaks so 
kindly, it is in its composition and gen- 
eral character as a novel, not indeed a 
failure, but Scott’s first approach to 
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one.—SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1897, “The 
Bride of Lammermoor,” Blackwood’s Mag- 
azine, vol. 162, p. 859. 


IVANHOE 
1819 

Never were the long-gathered stores of 
most extensive erudition applied to the 
purposes of imaginative genius with so 
much easy, lavish, and luxurious power; 
never was the illusion of fancy so com- 
plete. — WILSON, JOHN, 1819, Ivanhoe, 
Blackwood’s Magazine, vol. 6, p. 2638. 

“‘Ivanhoe’”? was received throughout 
England with a more clamorous delight 
than any of the Scotch novels had been. 
The volumes were now for the first time 
of the post 8vo. form, with a finer paper 
than hitherto, the press-work much more 
elegant, and the price accordingly raised 
from eight shillings a volume to ten; yet 
the copies sold in this original shape were 
twelve thousand. . . . The publication of 
“‘Tvanhoe’’ marks the most brilliant epoch 
in Scott’s history as the literary favorite 
of his contemporaries. With the novel 
which he next put forth the immediate 
sale of them began gradually to decline. 
—Lockuart, JOHN GIBSON, 1836, Memoirs 
of the Life of Sir Walter Scott, ch. xlvi. 

Perhaps the most favourite novel in the 
English language. —TROLLOPE, ANTHONY, 
1879, Thackeray (English Men of Letters), 
p. 142. 

We believe it is not generally known 
that the honor of having been the proto- 
type and inspiration of the character of 
Rebecca the Jewess, in ‘‘Ivanhoe,’’ belongs 
to an American lady, whose beauty and 
noble qualities were described to Scott by 
a friend. The friend was Washington 
Irving, and the lady Rebecca Gratz, of an 
honorable Jewish family of Philadelphia. 
—VAN RENSSELAER, GRATZ, 1882, The 
Original of Rebecca in Ivanhoe, The Cen- 
tury, vol. 24, p. 679. 

‘‘Tyanhoe’’ is such a very dear and old 
friend that no one who has ever been a 
boy can pretend to apply to it any stern 
critical tests. — LANG, ANDREW, 1895, 
Ivanhoe, Border ed., Introduction. 

Tested by . . . the magic by which it 
evokes the past, the skill with which 
legend and history are used to create a 
poetic atmosphere the masterly 
delineation of nationalities and profes- 
sions, and representatives of every order 
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and rank; above all its fundamental right- 
ness, tested by these qualities, 

“‘Tvanhoe’’ deserves its fame as one of the 
great romances of the world.—PrErry, 

Buss, 1897, ed. Ivanhoe (Longman’s Eng- 
lish Classics), Introduction. 

“‘Tvanhoe,’’ which appeared at the end 
of 1819, marked anew departure. Scott 
was now drawing upon his reading instead 
of his personal experience, and the book 
has not the old merit of serious portraiture 
of real life. But its splendid audacity, 
its vivid presentation ‘of medizval life, 
and the dramatic vigour of the narrative, 
may atone for palpable anachronisms and 
melodramatic impossibilities. The story 
at once achieved the popularity which it 
has always enjoyed, and was more success- 
ful in England than any of the so-called 
“Scottish novels.’’ It was Scott’s cul- 
minating success in a book-selling sense, 
and marked the highest point both of his 
literary and his social prosperity.— 
STEPHEN, LESLIE, 1897, Dictionary of 
National Biography, vol. ut, p. 92. 

‘‘Tyvanhoe’’ has delighted readers for 
full seventy years, and it delights them 
every whit as much to-day as it did the 
generation to which it first appealed.— 
SHORTER, CLEMENT, 1898, Ivanhoe, Temple 
ed., Bibliographical Note. 

It did not seem desirable to point out in 
special notes the many inaccuracies and 
errors, grammatical and rhetorical, that 
may be found in ‘‘Ivanhoe.”’ If the 
student is sensitive to such things he will 
easily discover them; and if he does not 
detect them he is probably destined to be 
a soldier, a sailor, or some such bold and 
active person to whom the technicalities 
of expression will not matter. 

In ‘‘Ivanhoe’’ we breathe the sane and 
wholesome air of a heroic simple life—the 
life of objective deeds and sheer accom- 
plishment. To the brave company that 
peoples our world of dreams it adds many 
figures, noble, bold, beautiful, gay—knights 
and ladies, merry-men and troubadours, 
pilgrim and crusader, friar and jester. It 
touches the past with a glow of poetry, 
lighting up situations, institutions, and 
men, making real and rich for us those 
things that in the technical records seem 
meagre and colorless. Its style gives us 
the refreshment of writing which, though 
it may not be delicately correct, is also not 
consciously fine nor painfully precise, but 
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which moves buoyantly forward without 
strain and without weariness.—MAcCLIN- 
TOCK, PoRTER LANDER, 1900, ed. Ivanhoe, 
Introduction, pp. XXi, Xxiil. 


KENILWORTH 
1821 

We have just laid our hands on ‘‘Kenil- 
worth.’ I saluted it with as much enthu- 
siasm as a Catholic would a holy relic. It 
is now lying beside me, looking so fresh 
and tempting that I think I deserve some 
credit for having resisted it thus far.— 
SEDGWICK, CATHARINE M., 1821, Life and 
Letters, p. 118. 


Though ‘Kenilworth’? must rank high 
among his works, we think it inferior, as 
a whole, to his other tragedies, the ‘‘ Bride 
of Lammermoor,”’ the historical part of 
‘‘Waverley,’’ and the ‘‘Abbot,’’ both in 
materials and in execution. Amy Robsart 
and Elizabeth occupy nearly the same space 
upon the canvas as Catherine Seyton and 
Mary. But almost all the points of 
interest, which are divided between Amy 
and Elizabeth, historical recollections, 
beauty, talents, attractive virtues and un- 
happy errors, exalted rank and deep mis- 
fortune, are accumulated in Mary; and we 
want altogether that union of the lofty 
and the elegant, of enthusiasm and play- 
fulness, which enchanted us in Catherine. 
: It is a fault perhaps of the con- 
clusion, that it is too uniformly tragical. 
Redes The immediate circumstances of 
Amy’s death, as she rushes to meet, what 
she supposes to be, her husband’s signal, 
almost pass the limit that divides pity 
from horror.—SENIoR, A. W., 1821, 
Novels by the Author of Waverley, Quar- 
terly Review, vol. 26, pp. 148, 147. 


“‘Kenilworth,’’ however, is a flight of 
another wing—and rises almost, if not 
altogether, to the level of ‘‘Ivanhoe;’’ 
displaying, perhaps, as much power in 
assembling together, and distributing in 
striking groups, the copious historical 
materials of that romantic age, as the 
other does in eking out their scantiness 
by the riches of the author’s imagination. 
—JEFFREY, FRANCIS LorD, 1822-44, Wa- 
verley Novels, Contributions to the Edin- 
burgh Review, vol. 1, p. 485. 


Was particularly interested by your de- 
scription of Kenilworth, round which 
Walter Scott’s admirable novel has cast a 
halo of romance forever; for many who 
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would have cared little about it as the 
residence of Leicester, honored for some 
days by the presence of Elizabeth, will 
remember witha thrill of interest and pity 
the night poor Amy Robsart passed there, 
and the scene between her, Leicester, and 
the queen, when that prince of villains, 
Varney, claims her as his wife. But in 
spite of the romantic and historical as- 
sociations belonging to the place, I do not 
think it would have ‘‘inspired my muse.”’ 
—KEMBLE, FRANCES ANN, 1827, Letter, 
Records of a Girlhood, p. 108. 

lam glad you like ‘‘Kenilworth.’’ It 
is certainly a splendid production, more 
resembling a romance than a novel, and, 
in my opinion, one of the most interesting 
works that ever emanated from the great 
Sir Walter’s pen. I was exceedingly 
amused at the characteristic and naive 
manner in which you expressed your de- 
testation of Varney’s character—so much 
so, indeed, that I could not forbear laugh- 
ing aloud when I perused that part of your 
letter. He is certainly the personification 
of consummate villainy ; and in the delinea- 
tion of his darkand profoundly artful mind, 


Scott exhibits a wonderful knowledge of | 


human nature as well as surprising skill in 
embodying his perceptions so as to enable 
others to become participators in that 
knowledge.—BronTE, CHARLOTTE, 1833, 


Letter to Miss Ellen Nussey, Jan. 1; Char- | 


lotte Bronte and Her Circle, ed. Shorter, 
p. 208. 

I—We—have finished all Sir Walter’s 
Scotch Novels; and I thought I would try 
an English one: Kenilworth—a wonder- 
ful Drama, which Theatre, Opera, and 
Ballet (as I once saw it represented) may 
well reproduce. The Scene at Greenwich, 
where Elizabeth ‘‘interviews’’ Sussex and 
Leicester, seemed to me as fine as what is 
called (I am told, wrongly) Shakespeare’s 
Henry VUI. Of course, plenty of melo- 
drama in most other parts :—but the Plot 
wonderful. —FITZGERALD, EpwArp, 1879, 
Letters to Fanny Kemble, April 25, ed. 
Wright, p.140. 

THE PIRATE 
1821 


The ‘‘Pirate,’? I am afraid, has been — 


scared and alarmed by the Beacon! 
certainly one of the least fortunate of Sir 
Walter Scott’s productions. It seems now 
that he can write nothing without Meg 
Merrilies and Dominie Samson! One other 


It-is, | 
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such novel, and there’s an end. But who 
can last forever? Who ever lasted so 
long.—Smitu, SYDNEY, 1821, To Francis 
Jeffrey, Dec. 30; Letters, ed. Mrs. Austin. 

Norna is a new incarnation of Meg 
Merrilies, and palpably the same in the 
spirit. Less degraded in her habits and 
associates, and less lofty and pathetic in 
her denunciations, she reconciles fewer 
contradictions, and is, on the whole, in- 
ferior perhaps to her prototype; but is far 
above the rank of a mere imitated or bor- 
rowed character. — JEFFREY, FRANCIS 
LorpD, 1822-44, Waverley Novels, Con- 
tributions to the Edinburgh Review, vol. 
‘Ill, p. 489. 

Ihave been reading Sir Walter’s “Pirate” 
again, and am very glad to find how much 
I like it—that is speaking far below the 
mark—lI may say how I wonder and delight 
in it. I am rejoiced to find that this isso; 
and I am quitesure that it is not owing to 
my old prejudice, but to the intrinsic merit 
and beauty of the Book itself. With all 
its faults of detail, often mere careless- 
ness, what a broad Shakespearian Daylight 
over it all, and all with no Effort, and—a 
lot else that one may be contented to feel 
without having to write an Essay about. 
They won’t beat Sir Walter in a hurry (I 
mean of course his earlier, Northern, 
Novels,) and he was such a fine Fellow 
that I really don’t believe any one would 
wish to cast him in the Shade.—Fi1z- 
GERALD, EpwArpD, 1871, Letters, vol. 1, 
p. 382. 

THE FORTUNES OF NIGEL 
1822 

It is strange how much Nigel has haunted 
me while reading it. In spite of all my 
resistance and correction of the illusion by 
suggesting to myself that the author may 
order events as he pleases, I am extremely 
interested by it. But I think it is partly 
because I consider it all as substantially 
true, giving the account of the manners 
and incidents of the day. Surely some 
parts absurd, as making the usurer’s dry 
firm daughter marry the Scotch servant. 
Even the watchmaker forced. But some 
admirable strokes of nature and character. 
Hard on Charles J.—WILBERFORCE, WIL- 
LIAM, 1822, Letter to J. Stephen, Aug. 13; 
Life by Sons, vol. v, p. 133. 

While it certainly presents us with a very 
brilliant, and, we believe, a very faithful 
sketch of the manners and habits of the 
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time, we cannot say that it either em- 
bodies them in avery interesting story, or 
supplies us with any rich variety of par- 
ticular characters. Except King James 
himself, and Richie Moniplies, there is but 
little individuality in the personages rep- 
resented. Weshould perhaps add Master 
George Heriot; except that he is too staid 
and prudent a person to engage very much 
of our interest. —JEFFREY, FRANCIS Lorp, 
1822-44, Waverley Novels, Contributions 
to the Edinburgh Review, vol. m1, p. 490. 


The ‘‘Fortunes of Nigel’’ is perhaps 
behind nothing the author ever wrote, for 
dramatic power and masterly portraiture 
of character.—ALLAN, GEORGE, 1885, 
Life of Sir Walter Scott, p. 347. 

It can scarcely be conceded that Scott 
was successful in filling out the character 
of the nominal hero of ‘‘The Fortunes of 
Nigel,’’ who, sooth to say, is but a sorry 
nobleman ‘‘of the period.’’ Neither did 
he make much of George Heriot, founder 
of the splendid institution which has per- 
petuated his name in Edinburgh. But 
King James is one of the best drawn of 
his numerous historical portraits. We see 
him in public and in private, pedantic and 
mean, with scarcely a thought above self. 
Prince Charles and the Duke of Bucking- 
ham merely pass across the stage. Moni- 
plies, Nigel’s servant, is a new edition, 
revised and corrected,of Andrew Fairser- 
vice, in ‘‘Rob Roy.’’ Among the courtiers, 
the old Earl of Huntington is almost the 
only gentleman. Honest John Christie, 
of Paul’s Wharf, who was ‘‘cursed in a 
fair wife,’’ bears his wrongs with dignity. 
The Alsatian scenes are admirable and 
new; at least in prose fiction, though not 
in some of the old plays. For a heroine, 
Margaret Ramsay is far above the average ; 
though, according to Scott’s favorite 
practice, she dons the attire of a page for 
some little time. — MACKENZIE, ROBERT 
SHELTON, 1871, Sir Walter Scott, The Story 
of His Life, p. 335. 

We are reading ‘‘Nigel,’’ which I had 
not expected to care for: but so far as I 
got—four first Chapters—makes me long 
for Night to hear more. That return of 
Richie to his Master, and dear George 
Heriot’s visit just after! Oh, Sir Walter 
is not done for yet by Austens and Eliots. 
If one of his Merits were not his clear 
Daylight, one thinks, there ought to be 
Societies to keep his Lamp trimmed as 
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well as—Mr. Browning. — FITZGERALD, 
EDWARD, 1881, Letters to Fanny Kemble, 
Dec., ed. Wright, p. 220. 


ST. RONAN’S WELL 
1824 

I have dipped in the new ‘‘Well,’’ which 
was fit and proper for me to do, as all tke 
family were plashing in it; and it is one 
of my duties to influence their judgments, 
as well as to lead their taste, if taste can 
be led. I differ from you and many others 
about this Well, and still hold to my old 
maxim, that ‘‘king’s caff is better than 
ither folk’s corn.’’ We are, in the first 
place, startled at seeing an old friend with 
a new face: we have been accustomed to 
meet him in the familiar walks of natural 
feeling and character, or in the loftier 
scenes of courtly splendour, chivalrous 
manners, and romantic sentiments. The 
fashionables of the day, exaggerated as 
they are, among the idle and worthless 
in those haunts of idleness and dissipation 
called watering-places, is quite a new field, 
in whichthere is not so much for the heart 
as in the former, nor so much to elevate 
and fill the imagination as in the latter. 
This work is, in short, what none of the 
rest were, an obvious intentional satire; 
and we do not so readily follow him in this 
new and thorny walk. The story, I grant, 
hangs very ill together, and so do Shak- 
speare’s; but there is character, sense, and 
truth, and the moral is good. In short, 
though the caff may abound, it is still 
king’s caff.—GRANT, ANNE, 1824, Letters, 
Feb. 6; Memoir and Correspondence, ed. 
Grant, vol. 11, p. 20. 

It is strange, but only a part of the 
general simplicity of Scott’s genius, that 
these revivals of earlier power were un- 
conscious, and that the time of extreme 
weakness in which he wrote ‘‘St. Ronan’s 
Well,’’ was that in which he first asserted 
his own restoration. — RUSKIN, JOHN, 
1880, Fiction—Fair and Foul, The Nine- 
teenth Century, vol. 7, p. 955. 

There is certainly to be said for ‘‘St. 
Ronan’s,”’ that, in spite of the heaviness 
of some of the scenes at the ‘‘hottle’’ and 
the artificial melodramatic character of 
some of the personages, none of Scott’s 
stories is of more absorbing or more bril- 
liantly diversified interest. Contradictions 
between contemporary popular opinion and 
mature critical judgment, as well as diver- 
sities of view among critics themselves, 


SIR WALTER SCOTT 


rather shake confidence in individual judg- 
ment on the vexed but not particularly 
wise question which is the best of Scott’s 
novels. — MINTO, WILLIAM, 1886, EHncy- 
clopedia Britannica, Ninth ed., vol. XX1, 
p. 575. 
LIFE OF NAPOLEON BONAPARTE 
1827 

You are the first person from whom I 
have heard a word in favor of Scott’s 
‘‘Napoleon,’’ and | am really glad to hear 
some good of it, as I was afraid it was too 
probable that he had been bookmaking. 
The defect which you mention is attribu- 
table to the defect of moral force in Scott’s 
character ; invariable candour and modera- 
tion in judging men is generally accom- 
panied by such a defect. Scott seems to 
be always disposed to approve of rectitude 
of conduct and to acquiesce in the general 
rules of morality, but without any in- 
stinctive: or unconquerable aversion from 
vice—witness his friendship for Byron.— 
TAYLor, Sir Henry, 1827, To Edward 
Villers, Oct. 15; Correspondence, ed. Dow- 
den, p. 19. 

I am reading Walter Scott’s ‘‘Na- 
poleon,’’ which I do with the greatest 
pleasure. I amas much surprised at it as 
at any of his works. So current, so 


sensible, animated, well arranged; so | 


agreeable to take up, so difficult to put 
down, and, for him, so candid! there are, 
of course, many mistakes, but that has 
nothing to do with the general complexion 
of the work.—SmiTH, SYDNEY, 1828, To 
Lord Holland, July; Letters, ed. Mrs. 
Austin. 

It is true that the author may be re- 
proached with great inaccuracy, and 
equally great partiality, but even these 
two defects give to his work particular 
value inmy eyes. The success of the book, 
in England, was great beyond all expecta- 
tion; and hence we see that Walter Scott, 
in this very hatred for Napoleon and the 
French, has been the true interpreter and 
representative of the English popular 
opinion and national feeling. His book 
will not be by any means a document for 
the history of France, but it will be one 
for the history of England. At all events, 
it is a voice which could not be wanting in 
this important historical process.— 
GOETHE, JOHANN WOLFGANG, 1830, Con- 
versations, ed. Eckermann, vol. 1, p. 213. 

The paper and print of the first and 
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second edition, in nine volumes, brought 
the creditors £18,000—an amount of gain, 
in relation to amount of labour, unex- 
ampled in the history of literature, and 
which will probably have no parallel for 
ages to come. —CHAMBERS, ROBERT, 1835- 
71, Life of Sir Walter Scott. p. 81. 


It is not a satisfactory performance. 
Written too near the time of which it 
treats to be quite impartial, it also bears 
in many places the marks of haste and im- 
perfect execution. The training through 
which Scott had been going for the pre- 
vious ten years, was not of a kind to fit 
him for working with perfect patience 
upon a theme so vast and diffic ult.—CoL- 
LIER, WILLIAM FRANCIS, 1861, A History 
of English Literature, p. 411. 


FAIR MAID OF PERTH 
1828 

Walter Scott’s‘‘Fair Maid of Perth’’ is 
excellent, is it not? There is finish! there 
isahand! Whatafirm foundation for the 
whole, and in particulars not a touch which 
does not lead to the catastrophe! Then, 
what details of dialogue and description, 
both of which are excellent. His scenes 
and situations are like pictures by Teniers; 
in the arrangement they show the summit 
of art, the individual figures have a speak- 
ing truth, and the execution is extended 
with artistical love to the minutest details, 
so that not a stroke is lost.—GOETHE, 
JOHANN WOLFGANG, 1828, Conversations, 
ed. Hekermann, vol. u, p. 73. 


To me, one of the most remarkable 
figures he ever drew was that of Conachar. 
Nothing could be more difficult than to 
provoke at once pity, contempt, and sym- 
pathy for a coward. Yet he has success- 
fully achieved this feat; and as far as J 
can recollect, itis the sole instance in Eng- 
lish literature where such an attempt was 
ever made. More than this, he has drawn 
two cowards in this remarkable novel, — 
each quite different from the other and 
contrasted with eminent skill—the comic, 
swaggering, good-natured, fussy little 
coward, Oliver Proudfute, who provokes a 
perpetual smile; andthe sullen, irritable, 
proud, and revengeful coward, Conachar, 
whom we cannot but pity, while we de- 
spisehim. ‘‘The Fair Maid of Perth’’ was 
always a favorite of mine. It has perhaps 
more variety of interest, incident, and 
characters than any he ever wrote, and it 
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never flags.—Story, WILLIAM WETMORE, 
1890, Conversations in a Studio, vol. 1, 


pe2ts. 
GENERAL 

The day arrived—blest be the day, 

Walter the Abbot came that way! - 

Then poured the numbers bold and free, 

The ancient magic melody. 

The land was charmed to list his lays; 

It knew the harp of ancient days. 

The Border chiefs, that lone had been 

In sepulchres unhearsed and green, 

Passed from their mouldy vaults away, 

In armour red and stern array, 

And by their moonlight halls were seen, 

In visor, helm, and habergeon. 

Even fairies sought our land again, 

So powerful was the magic strain. 
—Hoee, JAMES, 1818, The Queen’s Wake, 
Conclusion. 

. the Ariosto of the North, 
Sang ladye-love and war, romance and 
knightly worth. 
—Byron, Lorp, 1818, Childe Harold’s 
Pilgrimage, canto iv. 
The broad and ‘‘high way’’ to fame, 
which he has hewn out for himself, is 
strewn with no thorns, and surrounded by 
no unseemly sights, to wound the feet, or 
injure the eyes, of such who choose to 
walk in it. No Upas tree sheds its poison 
here. —DIBDIN, THOMAS FROGNALL, 1824, 
The Library Companion, p. 739, note. 
Thou, upon a hundred streams, 
By tales of love and sorrow, 

Of faithful love, undaunted truth, 
Hast shed the power of Yarrow ; 

And streams unknown, hills yet unseen, 
Wherever they invite Thee, 

At parent Nature’s grateful call, 
With gladness must requite Thee, 

A gracious welcome shall be thine, 
Such looks of love and honour 

As thy own Yarrow gave to me 
When first I gazed upon her; 

Beheld what I had feared to see, 
Unwilling to surrender 

Dreams treasured up from early days, 

The holy and the tender. 
—WorDSWORTH, WILLIAM, 1831, Yarrow 
Revisited. 


Criticism on his works is now superflu- 
ous. They have taken their enduring 
station in the literature of the world. If 
the applause of foreign nations be equiva- 
lent, as it is said, to the voice of posterity, 
no author who ever wrote has obtained 
that honor in so large a measure. His 
novels, his poems, have been translated 
into every civilized language; his heroes 
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and heroines have become household words 
all over the world. The painter, the sculp- 
tor, the engraver, the musician, have 
sought inspiration from his pages. The 
names of his works, or the personages in- 
troduced into them, are impressed on the 
man-of-war or the quadrille, the race-horse 
or the steamboat. The number of persons 
who became famous by following in their 
different lines, the ideas of Sir Walter, is 
immense, and comprehends all classes of 
intellect or enterprise. The tribes of 
imitators, whether of his verse or prose, 
whom he has called into existence, are 
countless. Many of them are persons of 
great abilities and unquestioned genius. 
Which of them will be named in competi- 
tion with the master? Not one.—MAGINN, 
WILLIAM, 1832, The Death of Sir Walter 
Scott, Fraser's Magazine, vol. 6, p. 380. 


The illustrious painter of Scotland seems 
to me to have created a false class; he 
has, in my opinion, confounded history 
and romance: the novelist has set about 
writing historical romances, and the his- 
torian romantic histories. . . . I refuse, 
therefore, to sit in judgment on any Eng- 
lish author whose merit does not appear to 
me to reach that degree of superiority 
which it has in the eyes of his country- 
men.—CHATEAUBRIAND, F'RANGOIS RENE, 
VICOMTE DE, 1837, Sketches. of English 
Literature, vol. u, pp. 306, 307. 

Scott was, in truth, master of the 
picturesque. He understood, better than 
any historian since the time of Livy, how 
to dispose his lights and shades so as to 
produce the most striking result. This 
property of romance he had a right to 
borrow. This talent is particularly obsery- 
able in the animated parts of his story— 
in his battles, for example. No manever 
painted those terrible scenes with greater 
effect. He had a natural relish for gun- 
powder; and his mettle roused, like that 
of the war-horse, at the sound of the 
trumpet. His acquaintance with military 
science enabled him to employ a technical 
phraseology, just technical enough to give 
a knowing air to his descriptions, without 
embarrassing the reader by a pedantic dis- 
play of unintelligible jargon. This is a 
talent rare in a civilian. Nothing can be 
finer than many of his battle-pieces in his 
“Life of Bonaparte,’’ unless, indeed, we 
except one or two in his ‘‘ History of Scot- 
land:’’ as the fight of Bannockburn, for 
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example, in which Burns’s ‘‘Scots, wha 
hae’’ seems to breathe in every line.— 
PRESCOTT, WILLIAM HICKLING, 1839, Cha- 
teaubriand’s English Literature, Biograph- 
tical and Critical Miscellanies, p. 284. 

Close observation of nature, whether 
animated or inanimate, was his great char- 
acteristic; the brilliancy of fancy, the 
force of imagination, were directed to 
clothing with sparkling colours her varied 
creations. It is hard to say whether his 
genius was most conspicuous in describing 
the beauties of nature or delineating the 
passions of the heart: he was at once 
pictorial and dramatic. To this he owes 
his great success,—hence his world-wide 
reputation. He was first known asa poet ; 
but, charming as his poetic conceptions 
were, they were ere long eclipsed by the 
wide-spread fame of his prose romances. 
The Novels of the Author of Waverley 
caused the poems of Walter Scott to be 
for a time forgotten. But time has re- 
established them in their celebrity; and, 
great as is still the fame of the Scotch 
novels, it is rivaled by the heart-stirring 
verses of ‘‘Marmion,’’ the enduring charm 
of the ‘‘Lady of the Lake.”’ —SNo 
man ever threw a more charming radiance 
over the traditions of ancient times, but 
none ever delineated in a nobler spirit the 
virtues of the present; and his discrimi- 
nating eye discovered them equally under 
the thatch of the cottage as in the halls 
of the castle. It has been truly said that 
the influence of his writings neutralized, 
to a certain extent, the effect of the Re- 
form Bill; but it is not less true that none 
ever contributed more powerfully to that 
purification without which all others are 
nugatory,—the reform of the human 
heart ; and perhaps he is the only author 
of numerous works of fiction of whom it 
may with truth be said that he never 
wrote a line which, on death-bed, he could 
wish recalled.—ALISON, SIR AKCHIBALD, 
1853-59, History of Huwrope, 1815-1852, 
ch. v. 

Like a fair country stretching wide 

With woods on woods in leafy pride 

And fields of golden grain, 
And moors with purple heather glowing, 
And healthful breezes bravely blowing, 
Spreads Scott his vast domain. 

—BLACKIE, JOHN Stuart, 1857, Intro- 
duction to Lays and Legends of Ancient 
Greece. 

Now this vast and salutary change in 
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national opinion is directly due to Scott. 
Something of the kind might possibly have 
come with time; but he, in fact, was the 
man whose lot was to accomplish it. This 
may be regarded, on the whole, as his 
greatest achievement. He united the 
sympathies of two hostile races by the 
sheer force of genius. He healed the 
bitterness of centuries. Scott did much 
in idealizing, as poetry should, the common 
life of his contemporaries. He equally 
did much in rendering the past history, 
and the history of other countries in which 
Scotchmen played a conspicuous part, real 
tous. But it is hardly a figure of speech 
to say, that he created the Celtic High- 
lands in the eyes of the whole civilized 
world. If this be not first-rate power, it 
may be asked where we are to find it.— 
PALGRAVE, FRANCIS TURNER, 1866, ed., 
The Poetical Works of Sir Walter Scott, 
Memoir, p. xxxiii. 

Walter Scott pauses on the threshold of 
the soul, and in the vestibule of history, 
selects in the Renaissance and the Middle 
Age only the fit and agreeable, blots out 
frank language, licentious sensuality, 
bestial ferocity. After all, his characters, 
to whatever age he transports them, are 
his neighbors, ‘‘cannie’’ farmers, vain 
lairds, gloved gentlemen, young marriage- 
able ladies, all more or less common-place, 
that is, well-ordered by education and 
character, hundreds of miles away from 
the voluptuous fools of the Restoration, or 
the heroic brutes and fierce beasts of the 
Middle Age. As he has the richest supply 
of costumes, and the most inexhaustible 
talent for scenic effect, he makes his 
whole world get on very pleasantly, and 
composes tales which, in truth, have only 
the merit of fashion, but which yet may 
last a hundred years.—TAINgE, H. A., 
1871, History of English Literature, tr. 
Van Laun, vol. 1, bk. iv, ch. i, p. 255. 

The English claim Scott for the world; 
the Scotch ken him for their own. He 
is beloved at home, and revered abroad. 
We all know him intimately already from 
his Poems, his Tales, and his Life. There 
is a nobility of thought and action in his 
Poems which stamps him as the Poet of 
Chivalry. Combined with this high tone, 
there is minute fidelity of description, 
which marks careful observation and the 
love of Truth. There is an active principle 
in Scott’s Novels, which, like a bracing 
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wind, brings invigorating health and 
purity along with it. Where his spirit 
meets with kindred feeling, the reader rises 
a stouter-hearted man, a more genial com- 
panion, and returns to his work in life with 
a determination to throw greater energy 
into what he has to do.-—LockHArt, C. 
8. M., 1871, The Centenary Memorial of 
Sir Walter Scott, Bart., Preface, p. vii. 


Of Walter Scott one need as little speak 
as of Shakespeare. He belongs to man- 
kind, to every age and race, and he cer- 
tainly must be counted as in the first line 
of the great creative minds of the world. 
His unique glory is to have definitely suc- 
ceeded in the ideal reproduction of his- 
torical types, so as to preserve at once 
beauty, life, and truth, a task which 
neither Ariosto and Tasso, nor Corneille 
and Racine, nor Alfieri, nor Goethe and 
Schiller—no! nor even Shakespeare him- 
self entirely achieved. It is true that 
their instrument was the more exacting 
one of verse, whilst Scott’s was prose. 
But in brilliancy of conception, in wealth 
of character, in dramatic art, in glow and 
harmony of colour, Scott put forth all the 
powers of a master poet.—HARRISON, 
FREDERIC, 1879-86, The Choice of Books 
and Other Literary Pieces, p. 64. 

Let the critics praise him, or let them 
blame. It matters not. His reputation 
will not wane, but will grow with time. 
Therefore we do well to make much of 
Walter Scott. He is the only Homer who 
has been vouchsafed to Scotland—I might 
almost say to modern Europe. He came 
at the latest hour when it was possible 
for a great epic minstrel to be born. And 
the altered conditions of the world will not 
admit of another.—SHairP, JOHN CAMP- 
BELL, 1881, The Homeric Spirit in Walter 
Scott, Aspects of Poetry. 

The delight of my youth was Scott, 
especially his poetry. I began with the 
poems, and read them so often that I 
almost knew them by heart before I had 
read a single page of the prose tales. 
“The Lady of the Lake’’ was my especial 
favourite, and I have no doubt that my 
early enthusiasm for that delightful poem 
implanted in me a love for beautiful lakes 
with romantic islands in them which had 
practical consequences afterwards. Even 
to this day these feelings are as lively in 
me as ever, so that nothing in the world 
seems to me so completely delightful as a 
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lake if one has a sailing-boat to wander 
over it, Scott, too, had the same love for 
hills and streams that I had imbibed from 
nature in my youth, and in his narratives 
of adventure he suited my temper so ex- 
actly, that to read him was a complete 
satisfaction, without any drawback what- 
ever. To a youth who becomes thought- 
ful Scott is insufficient, but a man who has 
got through most of his serious thinking 
may return to him again and receive from 
him much of the old refreshment and de- 
light. Iam still a reader of Scott, and 
never appreciated the qualities of ‘‘Ivan- 
hoe’’ so completely as on reading that 
masterpiece last year. Of all authors, it 
is Scott who has given me the greatest 
sum of pleasure,and that of a very healthy 
kind. —HAMERTON, PHILIP GILBERT, 1887, 
Books which Have Influenced Me, p. 52. 


It is one of the griefs of my old age that 
I know Scott by heart; but still, if I take 
up a volume of him, it is not laid down 
again for the next hour.—RUSKIN, JOHN, 
1887, Books which Have Influenced Me, 
p. 40. 

I find myself, as years multiply, inclined 
to return with most relish to Walter Scott, 
because of the supreme reality, out-door 
freshness, and simplicity of his stories. 
They are not disguised philosophy or 
disguised anything else, but they are the 
vivacious, adequate impressions of a mind 
thoroughly sincere and wholesome in its 
sympathy with men and things. ‘‘The 
Fair Maid of Perth’’ or ‘‘Old Mortality’’ 
brings, to one who is no longer tempted 
to quicken his pace by the fascination of 
a story, pleasant thoughts of pleasant 
people, and sharp resentment for wicked 
ones—a mixed assembly, such as has made 
the world, everywhere and at all times, 
hopeful and fearful, a land whose clouds 
veil but do not extinguish its sunlight.— 
Bascom, JOHN, 1888, Books that Have 
Helped Me, p. 29. 

His reasoning energy was locked up 
organically, let us say, in his marvellous 
imagination. And so, remembering all 
that Scott has left us, —those imperishable 
tales and romances which no subsequent 
successes in the British literature of fiction 
have superseded, and by the glamour of 
which his own little land of brown heath 
and shaggy wood, formerly of small ac- 
count in the world, has become a dream 
and fascination for all the leisurely of all 
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the nations,—need we cease, after all, 
from thinking of him in juxtaposition, due 
interval allowed, with England’s greatest 
man, the whole world’s greatest man, of 
the literary order, or abandon the habit of 
speaking of Sir Walter Scott as our Scot- 
tish Shakespeare ?—Masson, DAvip,1890- 
92, The Last Years of Sir Walter Scott, 
Edinburgh Sketches and Memories, p. 225. 
The idiosyncrasies of Scott’s genius 
are various and delicate: his eye for color 
is as fine as any modern colorist’s. . . . 
Notwithstanding his picturesque descrip- 
tions, Scott was a poor judge of the 
pictorial art: Abbotsford was decorated 
with pictures that were mere daubs.— 
STODDARD, ELIZABETH, 1890, Characters 
of Scott, Lippincott’s Magazine, vol. 45, 
3 Lads 


Lost the Homeric swing and trot, 
Jingle of spur and beam of blade, 

Of that moss-trooper, Walter Scott, 
Riding upon his border raid, 

And pricking south with all his power 

To capture Shakespeare’s feudal tower! 
—BuCHANAN, RoBErRT, 1891, The Outcast, 
Canto ii. 

To him what further tribute isit possible 
for love or loyalty, for reverence or devo- 
tion to pay? While the language in which 
he wrote endures, while the human nature 
to which he addressed himself exists, there 
can be no end of the delight, the thanks- 
giving, and the honour with which men 
will salute, aloud or in silence, the utter- 
ance or the remembrance of his name.— 
SWINBURNE, ALGERNON CHARLES, 1891, 
The Journal of Sir Walter Scott, Fort- 
nightly Review, vol. 55, p. 694. 

It may safely be said that Scott is to 
his own country what no other writer ever 
has been to any country. Shakespeare no 
doubt may have been a greater genius than 
he, but Scott has done for Scotland what 
Shakespeare never did for England. 
Scotland from one end to the other is 
haunted with Scott’s genius. The imag- 
inary events of his novels have there 
almost taken the place of the actual events 
of history; andit is his novel rather than 
history that make it seem an historical 
country. A country small, remote, and 
till lately poor, with a population which 
recently was scarcely half that of con- 
temporary London, and with manners and 
modes of thought peculiar in their severe 
provincialism—Scott has made it a country 
familiar to two hemispheres. Shakespeare 
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may be said to go out to meet the imag- 
ination of strange readers; Scott com- 
pels the imagination of his readers to come 
to him among his own hills. Who when he 
visits Windsor thinks of Sir John Falstaff ? 
Who when he visits Wigtonshire does not 
think of Guy Mannering? The Highland 
mountains are seen through an air eu- 
chanted and bewitched by Scott. Half 
the traffic on the Highland railway, if not 
the railway itself, is due to him; and but 
for him Inverness would probably be still 
an obscure village. One of the principal 
railway routes from London to Edinburgh 
is called by the name of one of his imagin- 
ary characters; and the historical name of 
a place in Lanarkshire has been cancelled 
and been replaced by the one which he 
gave in ‘‘Old Mortality.”” Of Hamlet it 
has been said that he isnot a man but that 
he is man. Of Scott’s characters it 
may be said that they are not men and 
women only, but a nation, and a nation in 
its own home.—MA..ock, W. H., 1892, 
Are Scott, Dickens and Thackeray Obso- 
lete? The Forum, vol. 14, p. 508. 

In Scott the paragraphing of conversa- 
tion proceeds by the modern method uni- 
formly. His narrative and descriptive 
paragraphs have a certain unity always, 
and at times reveal a very high degree 
of picturesque grouping. The general 
straightforward coherence of his para- 
graphs is not to be disputed. —LEwIs, Ep- 
WIN HERBERT, 1894, The History of the 
English Paragraph, p. 126. 

“‘Rubbish.’’? It is a harsh word, and 
might well make Dean Stanley and a by- 
gone generation of worshippers and believ- 
ers in the plenary inspiration of Scott stir 
uneasily in their graves. It grates upon 
my own ear. But if itis atrue word, what 
then? Why even then it does not matter 
very much, for when Time that old ravager, 
has done his very worst, there will be 
enough left of Sir Walter to carry down 
his name and fame to the remotest age. 
He cannot be ejected from his native land. 
Loch Katrine and Loch Leven are not ex- 
posed to criticism, and they will pull Sir 
Waiter through.—BIRRELL, AUGUSTINE, 
1894, Essays about Men, Women and 
Books, p. 197. 

The defects of his prose are the more 
serious ones of slipshod and tawdry sen- 
tences, of clumsy and lumbering para- 
graphs. Where he is solemn or dignified, 
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he rarely troubles himself with the virtues 
of restraint or selection; he never at- 
tempts the subtle harmony of words, or 
balances his style to suit with nicety the 
sentiments he wishes to convey. A certain 
amount of grandiloquence has often a 
quaint flavour of humour, but it is seldom 
so with Scott. His phrases are often ro- 
tund and ornate, but this seems to come 
from a careless conventionality of habit, 
and not from deliberate art. He pours 
out his words without discrimination, and 
frequently with an absence of all taste 
for style, which is perhaps akin to the in- 
sensibility of perception which his biog- 
rapher admits—his obtuseness to what 
was disagreeable in smell or colour, his 
lack of musical ear, his bluntness to some 
of the more common tastes. He himself 
recognised the lack with his usual magna- 
nimity, and neither resented its sugges- 
tion nor defended its faults. The 
wonder is not that Scott’s style had de- 
fects, but that it was not much worse. 
He never studied it. His mind was filled 
with the picturesque in scenery and in 
conception, and he had neither room nor 
leisure for more. And if the instrument 
was sometimes defective, no one used it 
with a more consummate ease. His style 
is best where we notice it least; and often 
the thrilling force and fire of genius, burn- 
ing underneath, sublimes it into a certain 
unconscious grandeur. Nay, even this very 
common-placeness of Scott’s style is not 
without its value. Anartistic style must 
be redolent both of the writer and of his 
age; and the impersonality of Scott’s style 
rather adds to, than detracts from, the 
perennial interest of his romance.—Cralk, 
Henry, 1896, Hnglish Prose, vol. v, pp. 
Sato: 


We do not go to him for a word-craft ; 
men of shorter imaginative range, and 
whose judgments wait on conventional 
rule, must guide us in such direction, and 
pose as our modellers of style. Goldsmith 
and Swift both may train in that company. 
But this master we are now considering 
wrote so swiftly and dashed so strongly 
into the current of what he had to say, 
that he was indifferent to methods and 
words, except what went to engage the 
reader and keep him always cognizant of 
his purpose. But do you say that this is 
the best aim of all writing? Most surely 
it is wise for a writer to hold attention by 
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what arts he can: failing of this, he fails 
of the best half of his intent; but if he 
gains this by simple means, by directness, 
by limpid language, and no more of it than 
the thought calls for,and by such rhythmic 
and beguiling use of it as tempts the reader 
to follow, he is a safer exemplar than one 
who by force of genius can accomplish his 
aims by loose expressions and redundance 
of words. —MITCHELL, DONALD G., 1897, 
English Lands Letters and Kings, The 
Later Georges to Victoria, p. 74. 

Another man of letters for whom New- 
man had a great love was Walter Scott. 
He delighted not only in the ‘‘ Waverley 
Novels,’’ but, like Mr. Ruskin, in Scott’s 
chivalrous poetry.—Ds VERE, AUBREY, 
1897, Recollections, p. 270. 

He never tried to be unlike somebody 
else; if he hit, as he did hit, upon great 
new styles of literature, —absolutely new 
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in the case of the historical novel, revived 
after along trance in the case of the verse 
tale,—it was from no desire to innovate, 
but because his genius called him. Though 
in ordinary ways he was very much a man 
of his time, he did not contort himself in 
any fashion by way of expressing a (then) 
modern spirit, a Georgian idiosyncrasy, 
or anything of that sort; he was content 
with the language of the best writers and 
the thoughts of the bestmen. He was no 
amateur of the topsy-turvy, and had not 
the very slightest desire to show how a 
literary head could grow beneath the 
shoulders. He was satisfied that his 
genius should flow naturally. And the 
consequence is that it was never checked, 
that it flows still for us with all its spon- 
taneous charm, and that it will flow an omne 
volubilis evum. — SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 
1897, Sir Walter Scott (Famous Scots). 


Jeremy Bentham 
1748-1832 

Born, in Houndsditch, 15 Feb. 1748. Precocious ability in early years. At West- 
minster School, 1755-60. To Queen’s Coll., Oxford, 28 June 1760; B. A., 1768; 
M. A., 1766. Visit to France, 1764. Called to Bar at Lincoln’s Inn, 1772. Devoted 
himself to literary work. Visit to his brother at Zadobras, in Russia, Aug. 1785. 
Removed from London to Ford Abbey, near Chard, 1814. Interest in political and 
national affairs. Provided funds for starting the ‘‘Westminster Review,’’ 1823. 
Abroad for health same year. Died, 6 June 1832. Left his body to be dissected. 
Skeleton preserved in University College. Works: Between 70 and 80 works by 
Bentham were published between 1775 and 1832. His ‘‘Collected Works’’ (11 vols.) 
were edited by Sir John Bowring, 1838-43. Some of the more important are: ‘‘A 
Fragment on Government’’ (anon.), 1776. ‘‘Introduction to the Principles of Morals 
and Legislation, ’’ 1780; ‘‘Panopticon,’’ 1791; ‘‘Plan of Parliamentary Reform,’’ 1817. 
‘Codification and Public Instruction,’’? 1817. Several of Bentham’s works were trans- 
lated into French by Dumont, in some cases from Bentham’s unpublished MSS. Life: 
by Bowring, in 1888 edn. of Works.—SHarp, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary 


of English Authors, p. 22. 
PERSONAL 

Our last visit was to my old and most 
valuable friend Jeremy Bentham, at Ford 
Abbey, in the neighborhood of Chard; a 
house which he rents, and which once 
belonged to Prideaux, the Attorney 
General of the Commonwealth. I was 
not a little surprized to find in what a 
palace my friend was lodged. The grand- 
eur and stateliness of the buildings form 
as strange a contrast to his philosophy, as 
the number and spaciousness of the apart- 
ments, the hall, the chapel, the corridors, 
and the cloisters, do to the modesty and 
scantiness of his domestic establishment. 
We found him passing his time, as he has 


always been passing it since I have known 
him, which is now more than thirty years, 
closely applying himself for six or eight 
hours a day in writing upon laws and 
legislation, and in composing his Civil and 
Criminal Codes; and spending the remain- 
ing hours of every day in reading, or 
taking exercise by way of fitting himself 
for his labours, or, to use his own strangely 
invented phraseology, taking his ante- 
jentacular and post-prandial walks, to pre- 
pare himself for his task of codification. 
There is something burlesque enough in 
this language; but it is impossible to know 
Bentham, and to have witnessed his benevo- 
lence, his disinterestedness, and the zeal 
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with which he has devoted his whole life 
to the service of his fellow creatures, 
without admiring and revering him.— 
ROMILLY, SIR SAMUEL, 1817, Diary, Sept ; 
Memoirs, ed. His Sons, vol. 1, p. 315. 

Mr. Bentham is very much among philos- 
ophers what La Fontaine was among 
poets:—in general habits and in all but 
his professional pursuits, he is a mere 
child. He has lived for the last forty 
years in a house in Westminster, overlook- 
ing the Park, like an anchoret in his cell, 
reducing law toa system, and the mind of 
man toa machine. He scarcely ever goes 
out, and sees very little company. The 
favoured few, who have the privilege of 
the entrée, are always admitted one by one. 
He does not like to have witnesses to his 
conversation. He talks a great deal, and 
listens to nothing but facts. When any 
one calls upon him, he invites them to take 
a turn round his garden with him (Mr. 
Bentham is an economist of his time, and 
sets apart this portion of it to air and ex- 
ercise)—and there you may see the lively 
old man, his mind still buoyant with 
thought and with the prospect of futurity, 
in eager conversation with some Opposi- 
tion Member, some expatriated Patriot, or 
Transatlantic Adventurer, urging the ex- 
tinction of Close Boroughs, or planning a 
code of laws for some ‘‘lone island in the 
watery waste, ’’ his walk almost amounting 
to arun, his tongue keeping pace with it 
in shrill, cluttering accents, negligent of 
his person, his dress, and his manner, in- 
tent only on his grand theme of UTmity— 
or pausing, perhaps, for want of breath 
and with lack-lustre eye to point out to the 
stranger a stone in the wall at the end of 
his garden (overarched by two beautiful 

 cotton-trees) Inscribed to the Prince of 
Poets, which marks the house where Milton 
formerly lived. —Haz.itt, WILLIAM, 1825, 
The Spirit of the Age, p. 4. 

Mr. B. sleeps standing after dinner; fell 
once he says, and hurt himself on the 
elbows; the approaches of sleep are ex- 
tremely delightful, he adds, being half 
asleep at the time. He sits up in bed in 
the morning to enjoy the approaches of 
sleep—not to sleep. And here it may not 
be amiss to describe the bed. The philos- 
opher sleeps in a bag, and sometimes 
with his coat on; the bed not being made 
up for a month together. . . . He 
sleeps in his coat now—having ordered 
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the flaps to be cut off, which are too warm 
for the night, and bring on the heat and 
itching of the skin, with which he is 
afflicted after dinner—the devil he calls it. 
Having drawn aline down each side of the 
middle-seam, with a bit of chalk, he has 
ordered a strip of the cloth to be cut out, 
and a cord to be left in, like the lacing of 
stays, to keep his back bone cool: D.—the 
mischievous dog he employed for this pur- 
pose having cut off the flaps of the coat 
and ripped it up in the back, now added the 
initials of the philosopher’s name, as if to 
provide against his going astray, —putting 
them in large white letters in the very 
middle of the back. When I mentioned 
it, saying—‘‘If you escape now, sir, you 
will be brought home;’’ instead of being 
offended, he laughed, said it was a foolish 
joke, and made the secretary rub it off. 
Such a figure no mortal ever saw before 
out of a mad-house. I cannot think of it 
to this day without laughing. I can see 
him now, it is the fourteenth of June, 
thermometer 76° ;—There he goes witha 
pair of thick leather gloves on, woollen 
stockings rolled up over his knees outside, 
his coat-tail shaved away like a sailor’s 
round-about, and stooping with his rever- 
end rump, pushed out like that of a young 
chicken.—NEAL, JOHN, 18381, Principles 
of Legislation; from the MS. of Jeremy 
Bentham, by M. Dumont, tr. Neal, Bio- 
graphical Notice, pp. 66, 81. 


Personally, Mr. Bentham was like so 
many other great men, all simplicity and 
playfulness. He had that thorough amia- 
bility which arises from the warmest be- 
nevolence. He was without guile—the very 
antipodes of a worldly man: he who could 
unfold all the secrets or jurisprudence and 
legislation, and lay down regulations for 
the accurate conduct of whole nations, and 
resolve society and human nature into 
their last elements, was as simple as a 
child, and lived in the center of a vast 
capital, as far removed from actual con- 
tact with the world as if he had seated 
himself on the Andes. He died, 
it seems, as he would have gone to sleep 
—this was sure to be the case with the 
calmest, pleasantest, and most innocent 
body that ever partook of mortal frailties. 
His long life passed in perfect, though far 
from robust, health; he was never, in all 
his scores of years, guilty of an excess; 
his fame had never been stained, for a 
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moment, with intemperance: the old man 
left his body as pure as that of a child.— 
Lytton, EDwARD BULWER LorD, ? 1882, 
New Monthly Magazine. 

None who were present can ever forget 
that impressive scene. The room (the 
lecture-room of the Webb Street School 
of Anatomy) is small and circular, with 
no window but a central skylight, and 
capable of containing about three hundred 
persons. It was filled, with the exception 
of aclass of medical students and some 
eminent members of that profession, by 
friends, disciples,and admirers of the dis- 
ceased philosopher, comprising many men 
celebrated for literary talent, scientific 
research, and political activity. The 
corpse was on the table in the middle of 
the room, directly under the light, clothed 
in a night-dress, with only the head and 
hands exposed. There was no rigidity in 
the features, but an expression of placid 
dignity and benevolence. This was at 
times rendered almost vital by the reflec- 
tion of the-lightning playing over them; 
for a storm arose just as the lecturer 
commenced, and the profound silence in 
which he was listened to was broken and 
only broken by loud peals of thunder, 
which continued to roll at intervals 
throughout the delivery of his most appro- 
priate and often affecting address. With 
the feelings which touch the heart in the 
contemplation of departed greatness, and 
in the presence of death, there mingled a 
sense of the power which that lifeless 
body seemed to be exercising in the con- 
quest of prejudice for the public good, 
thus co-operating with the triumphs of 
the spirit by which it had been animated. 
It was a worthy close of the personal 
career of the great philanthropist and 
philosopher. Never did corpse of hero on 
the battle-field, ‘‘with his martial cloak 
around him,”’ or funeral obsequies chanted 
by stoled and mitred priests in Gothic 
aisles, excite such emotions as the stern 
simplicity of that hour in which the 
principle of utility triumphed over the 
imagination and the heart.—Fox, W. J., 
1832, Monthly Repository, July. 

The skeleton of Bentham, dressed in the 
clothes which he usually wore, and with 
a wax face, modelled by Dr. Talrych, en- 
closed in a mahogany case, with folding- 
doors, may now be seen in the Anatomical 
Museum of University College Hospital, 
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Gower Street, London.—Tips, JOHN, 
1866, English Eccentrics and Eccentrici- 
ties, vol. 1, p. 182. 
To 
All who revere the Memory of 
OUR SECOND LOCKE, JEREMY BENTHAM, 
And advocate 
The greatest happiness of the greatest 
number, 
For the greatest length of time, 
I inscribe these 
CORN LAW RHYMES. 
—ELLIOTT, EBENEZER, 1833, Corn Law 
Rhymes, Dedication. 

I preserve a most agreeable recollec- 
tion of that grand old face, beaming with 
benignity and intelligence, and occasion- 
ally with a touch of humor, which I did 
not expect. The portrait of him which is 
prefixed to the latter English editions of 
his ‘Morals and Legislation’’ is very like 
him, as I saw then, at the age of seventy- 
eight, six years before his death. I do 
not remember to have met any one of his 
age who seemed to have more complete 
possession of his faculties, bodily and 
mental; and this surprised me the more 
because I knew that, in his childhood, he 
had been a feeble-limbed, frail boy, pre- 
cocious, indeed,—taking his degree of 
A. M. at eighteen, —but with little of that 
health of body which is sometimes spoken 
of as indispensable to health of mind.— 
OWEN, RopertT DALE, 1874, Threading 
my Way, p. 202. 

Bentham never in so many words publicly 
avowed himself as an atheist, but he was 
so insubstance. His destructive criticisms 
of religious doctrine, in ‘‘Church-of-Eng- 
landism and its Cathechism examined,’’ 
and still more his anonymous book on 
Natural Religion, left no residue that could 
be of any value. Asa legislator, he had 
to allow a place for Religion; but he made 
use of the Deity, as Napoleon wished to 
make use of the Pope, for sanctioning 
whatever he himself chose, in the name of 
Utility, to prescribe. John Austin followed 
on the same track but the course was too 
disingenuous to suit either of the Mills. 
It is quite certain, however, that the whole 
tone of conversation in Bentham’s more 
select circle, was atheistic. —BAIN, ALEX- 
ANDER, 1882, James Mill, p. 88. 

Yes, it is a gratifying memory to me 
now—as I accounted it a high privilege 
then—to have looked on that great man 
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while in life, to have beheld that nobly- 
molded head, that most benevolent face, 
in which almost childlike simplicity con- 
tended with godlike intellect, both blended 
in universal sympathy, while his loose gray 
hair streamed over his shoulders and 
played in the wind as he pursued his even- 
ing walk of meditation, around the very 
garden wherein the poet-patriot John 
Milton was erst accustomed to think his 
mighty thoughts. —HALL, SAMUEL CAR- 
TER, 1883, Retrospect of a Long Life, from 
1815 to 1883, p. 393. 
GENERAL 

Read Bentham’s ‘‘Panopticon”’ and first 
Appendix. All that respected the moral 
economy of his plan interested me greatly, 
but for want of plates I could not compre- 
hend the mechanical structure. The book 
is (as all Bentham’s are) full of original 
and very valuable matter. But it would 
possibly have had more effect if it had 
contained fewer novelties in substance and 
in language. Menare prepared to oppose 
when novelty is ostentatiously announced. 
—ROBINSON, HENRY Crabs, 1814, Diary, 
July 31; Reminiscences, ed. Sadler, vol. i, 


Mr. Bentham is long; Mr. Bentham is 
occasionally involved and obscure; Mr. 
Bentham invents new and alarming expres- 
sions; Mr. Bentham loves division and sub- 
division—and he loves method itself, more 
than its consequences. Those only, there- 
fore, who know his originality, his knowl- 
edge, his vigour, and his boldness, will 
recur to the works themselves. The great 
mass of readers will not purchase improve- 
ment at so dear a rate; but will choose 
rather to become acquainted with Mr. 
Bentham through the medium of Reviews 
—after that eminent philosopher has been 
washed, trimmed, shaved, and forced into 
clean linen. —SmitH, SYDNEY, 1825, Ben- 
tham on Fallacies, Edinburgh Review, Es- 
says, p. 483. 

His style is unpopular, not to say unin- 
telligible. He writes a language of his 
own, that darkens knowledge. His works 
have been translated into French—they 
ought to be translated into English. 
People wonder that Mr. Bentham has not 
been prosecuted for the boldness and 
severity of some of his invectives. He 
might wrap up high treason in one of his 
inextricable periods, and it would never 
find its way into Westminster-Hall. He is 
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a kind of Manuscript author—he writes 
a cipher-hand, which the vulgar have no 
key to. The construction of his sentences 
is a curious frame-work with pegs and 
hooks to hang his. thoughts upon, for his 
own use and guidance, but almost out of 
the reach of everybody else. Itisabarbar- 
ous philosophical jargon, with all the 
repetitions, parentheses, formalities, un- 
couth nomenclature and verbiage, of law- 
Latin; and what makes it worse, it is 
not mere verbiage, but has a great deal 
of acuteness and meaning in it, which 
you would be glad to pick out if you 
could. In short, Mr. Bentham writes as 
if he was allowed but a single sentence 
to express his whole view of a subject in, 
and as if, should he omit a single circum- 
stance or step of the argument, it would 
be lost to the world forever, like an estate 
by a flaw in the title-deeds.—Haz.irt, 
WILLIAM, 1825, The Spirit of the Age, 
p. 15. 

Dr. Parr considered Jeremy Bentham as 
the wisest man of his time, whose power- 
ful and penetrating mind had anticipated 
the improvements of coming ages, and who, 
on the all-important subject of Jurispru- 
dence had discovered and collected knowl- 
edge, which will scarcely find its way to 
the great mass of human intellect, perhaps 
through the course of another century.— 
FIELD, WILLIAM, 1828, Memoirs of the 
Life, Writings and Opinions of the Rev. 
Samuel Parr, vol. i, p. 2038. 

One thing we see: the moral nature of 
man is deeper than his intellectual ; things 
planted down into the former may grow . 
as if for ever; the latter asa kind of drift 
mould produces only annuals. What is 
Jesus Christ’s significance? Altogether 
moral. Whatis Jeremy Bentham’s signifi- 
cance? Altogether intellectual, logical. 
I name him as the representative of a class 
important only for their numbers, intrinsic- 
ally wearisome, almost pitiable and pitiful. 
Logic is their sole foundation, no other 
even recognised as possible; wherefore 
their system is a machine and cannot grow 
or endure; but after thrashing for a 
little (and doing good service that way) 
must thrash itself to pieces and be made 
fuel. Alas, poor England! stupid, pur- 
blind, pudding-eating England! Bentham 
with his Mills grinding thee out morality. 
—CARLYLE, THOMAS, 1830, Journal, Sept. 
9; Early Life by Froude, vol. 1, p. 72. 
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It cannot he denied without injustice and 
ingratitude, that Mr. Bentham has done 
more than any other writer to rouse the 
spirit of juridical reformation which is now 
gradually examining every part of law; 
and when further progress is facilitated by 
digesting the present laws, will doubtless 
proceed to the improvement of all. 
Greater praise it is given to few to earn. 
—MACKINTOSH, SIR JAMES, 1880, Second 
Preliminary Dissertation, Encyclopedia 
Britannica. 

That Jeremy Bentham is a most vigor- 
ous and original thinker cannot be denied. 
We do not pretend to be familiar with all, 
or even the greater part of his works, but 
we have seen enough of what he has done, 
to be satisfied, that, like Hobbes, he may 
justly boast of being very little indebted 
to his predecessors, either for the conclu- 
sions he comes to, or for his manner of 
deducing and illustrating them. Whether 
these conclusions be discoveries or not for 
other people, they are so for himself. 
Whether it be difficult or not to establish 
them, in the usual way of treating such 
subjects, it always costs him great pains 
to arrive atthem. Hehas no idea of any 
intellectual labor-saving contrivance—he 
carefully eschews the shortest distance be- 
tween any two points—he hates simplicity, 
as if it were not the great end of all philos- 
ophers to simplify. We have seen what 
a jargon is used at his fireside—he adopts 
a similar one in his ethical and juridical 
speculations. His nomenclature or termi- 
nology is a study of itself—as complicated, 
if not quite so systematic, as that of the 
chemists. This wrapping up of plain 
matters in the mysteries of artificial lan- 
guage, which Hobbes detested so much, is 
Jeremy’s great title to the admiration of 
the world. He is the Heracleitus of 
the age.—LeEGcAR&, HucH Swinton, 1831- 
45, Jeremy Bentham and the Utilitarians, 
Writings, ed. his Sister, vol. , p. 464. 

Posterity will pronounce its calm and 
impartial decision, and that decision will, 
we firmly believe, place in the same rank 
with Galileo and with Locke the man who 
found jurisprudence a gibberish and left it 
ascience. . . . He was,assuredly,at once 
a great logician and a great rhetorician. 
But the effect of his logic was injured by 
a vicious arrangement, and the effect of his 
rhetoric by a vicious style. His mind was 
vigorous, comprehensive, subtle, fertile of 
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arguments, fertile of illustrations. But 
he spoke in an unknown tongue; and, that 
the congregation might ‘be edified, it was 
necessary that some brother having the 
gift of interpretation should expound the 
invaluable jargon. His oracles were of 
high import, but they were traced on 
leaves and flung loose to the wind. So 
negligent was he of the arts of selection, 
distribution, and compression, that to 
persons who formed their judgment of him 
from his works in their undigested state, 
he seemed to be the least systematic of all 
philosophers. The truth is, that his opin- 
ions formed a system which, whether 
sound or unsound, is more exact, more 
entire,and more consistent with itself than 
any other.—MACAULAY, THOMAS BABING- 
TON, 1832, Dumont’s Recollections of Mira- 
beau, Edinburgh Review ; Critical and Mis- 
cellaneous Essays. 

The age of law reform and the age of 
Jeremy Bentham are one and the same. 
He is the father of the most important of 
all the branches of Reform, the leading 
and ruling department of human improve- 
ment. In thus assigning to Mr. 
Bentham, not merely the first place among 
Legal Philosophers, but the glory of having 
founded the Sect, and been the first who 
deserved the name, it cannot be intended 
to deny that other writers preceded him, 
who wisely and fearlessly exposed the de- 
fects of existing systems. . But 
he also excelled in the light works of fancy. 
An habitual despiser of eloquence, he was 
one of the most eloquent of men when it 
pleased him to write naturally, and before 
he had adopted that harsh style, full of 
involved periods and new-made words, 
which how accurately soever it conveyed 
his ideas, was almost as hard to learn as 
a foreign language.—BrRouUGHAM, HENRY 
LorD, 1838, Speeches upon Questions re- 
lating to Public Rights, Duties and Interests, 
with Historical Introductions, and a Crit- 
ical Dissertation upon the Eloquence of the 
Ancients. 


Bentham has been in this age and coun- 
try the great questioner of things estab- 
lished. Itisby the influence of the modes 
of thought with which his writings inocu- 
lated a considerable number of thinking 
men, that the yoke of authority has been 
broken, and innumerable opinions, formerly 
received on tradition as incontestable, are 
put upon their defence, and required to 
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give an account of themselves. . 
The father of English innovation, both i in 
doctrines and in institutions, is Bentham: 
he is the great subversive, or, in the lan- 
guage of continental philosophers, the 
great critical, thinker of his age and coun- 
try. His was an essentially 
practical mind. It was by practical abuses 
that his mind was first turned to specula- 
tion—by the abuses of the profession 
which was chosen for him, that of the 
law. A place, therefore, must 
be assigned to Bentham among the masters 
of wisdom, the great teachers and perma- 
nent intellectual ornaments of the human 
race. . . . He wasnot a great philos- 
opher, but he was a great reformer in 
philosophy. Bentham failed in 
deriving light from other minds. His 
writings contain few traces of the accurate 
knowledge of any school of thinking but 
his own; and many proofs of his entire con- 
viction that they could teach him nothing 
worth knowing. For some of the most 
illustrous of previous thinkers, his con- 
tempt was unmeasured.— MILL, JOHN 
STUART, 1888, Bentham, Early Essays, 
ed. Gibbs, pp. 329, 330, 333, 335, 345. 
Seldom has a man exercised a more per- 
manent influence on his race than Jeremy 
Bentham. His mind lead the leading minds 
of his age. Of him, Madame de Stael said 
—‘‘He will give his name to the era.’’ 
Happy, indeed, will it be for the world 
when his era is arrived—the era in which 
the greatest happiness principle shall be the 
ground-work of the laws, and the guide 
of the morals of mankind. Once convers- 
ing with Talleyrand, he thus expressed 
himself to me:—‘‘I have known many 
great warriors—many great statesmen— 
many great authors—but only one great 
genius, and that- genius is Jeremy Ben- 
tham.’’ Talleyrand induced Napoleon to 
read Bentham’s ‘‘Theory of Morals and 
Legislation.’’ The Emperor’s remark upon 
it was—“That is a book which will en- 
lighten many libraries.’”’ It was saying 
more than if he had said—It will instruct 
many Philosophers. — BOWRING, JOHN, 
1840, Memoirs of Jeremy Bentham, Tait’s 
Edinburgh Magazine, vol. 7, p. 21. 

Those who are acquainted with the chro- 
nology of Bentham’s works will find in their 
uniformity of opinion an external argu- 
ment for their truth. Ashe wrote a large 
quantity of matter almost every day, and 
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never recurred in any shape to anything 
that he had previously written, it often 
happened that he went twice or thrice over 
the same ground at distant intervals; yet 
when these MSS.—often with an interval 
of twenty or thirty years between them in 
the dates of their composition—are con- 
fronted together, they are generally found 
to be so much alike, not only in the con- 
clusions arrived at, but in the steps by 
which they are reached, and the very 
nature of the phraseology employed, that 
the author might be justly compared to 
an inductive philosopher repeating the 
same experiments in natural history, and 
obtaining, as a matter of physical cer- 
tainty, the same results.—BurTON, JOHN 
Hix, 1842, Memoirs of Jeremy Bentham, 
Westminster Review, vol. 37, p. 287. 
From 1820-18380 I believe the most 
wonderful period in our history, if we 
look merely at the importance of the 
people’s opinions. The writings of Ben- 
tham produced a silent revolution in the 
mode of treating all political and moral 
subjects. The habits of thought were en- 
tirely new,and the whole body of political 
writers, without (for the most part) know- 
ing whence the inspiration came, were full 
of anew spirit, and submitted all acts to 
a new test.—ROEBUCK, JOHN ARTHUR, 
1849, To Francis Place, March 26 ; Life and 
Letters, Autobiography, ed. Leader, p. 217. 
We cannot think that Bentham would 
have been more useful if, like Paley, he 
had adopted a notion about the will of God 
to help out the weakness of his Utilitarian 
motives. We rather consider it one of his 
chief merits that he utterly dispensed with 
any such aid; that he rejected a divine 
basis altogether for human society, or for 
the life of the individual man. That was 
the fair way of bringing the principle 
which he defended toa test; the only mode 
of ascertaining whether any society or any 
man has existed, does exist, or ever will 
exist without the confession of a Being 
who does not merely decree what men 
shall do under the terrors of punishment 
here or hereafter, but who is Righteous, 
who purposes to set Righteousness on the 
earth. The acknowledgment of such a 
Being lay, we believe, deep in the heart of 
Bentham as in the heart of Paley.— 
MAURICE, FREDERICK DENISON, 1862, 
Moral and Metaphysical Philosophy, vol. 


Il, p. 605. 
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In genius was certainly superior to 
Beccaria, and whose influence, though 
perhaps not so great, was also Huropean. 
—LeEckKy, WILLIAM EDWARD HARTPOLE, 
1865, History of the Rise and Influence of 
the Spirit of Rationalism in Hurope, vol. 
I, ch. iii. 

The relation, indeed, of Bentham’s 
ethical doctrines to Paley’s may be ex- 
pressed by saying that Bentham is Paley 
minus a belief in hell-fire. But Bentham, 
in another sense, is Paley plus a profound 
faith in himself, and an equally profound 
respect for realities.—STEPHEN, LESLIE, 
1876, History of English Thought iw the 
Highteenth Century, vol. u, p. 125. 

His system is even an important element 
of our current political thought; hardly 
a decade—though an eventful one—has 
elapsed since it might almost have been 
called a predominent element.— S1DG- 
WICK, HENRY, 1877, Bentham and Ben- 
thamism in Politics and Ethics. 

Bentham, at the close of the eighteenth 
century, was doing for jurisprudence 
what Adam Smith had already done for 
commerce. Bentham’s works, however, 
never enjoyed the popularity of Adam 
Smith’s, because the majority of them 
were not written in the clear style of the 
great Scotch philosopher. Bentham’s 
earlier essays, indeed, are models of exact- 
ness of language and purity of style; but, 
in his later works, in his efforts to be exact 
he is occasionally obscure. . . . The 
obscurity of some of Bentham’s later 
works probably accounts for the circum- 
stance that, while the majority of mankind 
have long ago accepted most of his opinions, 
they have not given their originator the 
creditofthem. Every one associates free 
trade with Adam Smith; but few people 
attribute the reform of the criminal code 
or the alteration of the Poor Laws to Ben- 
tham.—WALPOLE, SPENCER, 1878, A His- 
tory of England from the Conclusion of the 
Great War in 1815, vol. 1, pp. 334, 335. 

The peculiarity of Bentham’s genius lies 
in the fact that he perceived that legisla- 
tion was an art, and brought to the art of 
legislation that kindof inventive talent and 
resource which is generally applied to the 
prosecution of scientific discovery, or to 
the improvement of mechanical inventions. 
. . . If he is regarded as an inventor 
laboring in the field of legislation for the 
benefit of mankind, just as a man of science 


seeks after discoveries which may extend 
the field of human knowledge, Bentham 
will, we are convinced, be seen in his true 
light, and will be acknowledged as the 
teacher who, beyond all others since the 
time of Socrates, has conceived of life as 
an art, and has at least pointed to the way 
by which the principles of legislation ought 
to be investigated, and to the mode in 
which, by the scientific amelioration of 
law, the amount of human happiness may 
be increased.—Dicry, A. V., 1878, Ben- 
tham, The Nation, vol. 27, p. 352. 

Bentham’s system has had the greatest 
influence upon the world since his time. 
It is sufficiently important to be considered 
a new departure in the world of thought; 
and, as such, it has received the allegiance 
of as devoted a band of disciples as ever 
surrounded any master in science or 
morals.—OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. W., 
1882, Literary History of England X VIII- 
X1X Century, vol. I, p. 258. 

The most hardy imagination could hardly 
connect Bentham, or any of his specula- 
tions, with religious thought. Great as 
he may have been in his own line as a 


. legislative and legal reformer, Bentham 


cannot be called anything more than a 
sciolist in religion. He had but a feeble 
erasp of the subject either speculatively or 
historically. — TULLOCH, JOHN, 1885, 
Movements of Religious Thought in Britain 
During the Nineteenth Century, p. 108. 
The subjects treated by Bentham are very 
varied. He sought to compass the whole 
field of ethics, jurisprudence, logic, and 
political economy, and to deal with points 
of detail as well as principles. To the 
last science his contributions are of small 
account. He did little more than apply, 
in his strictures on the usury laws, with 
courage and with happy illustrations, the 
principles of free trade which had been 
expounded by Adam Smith. His specula- 
tions on banking and currency illustrate 
the power these subjects have to lead 
astray even a singularly acute mind. To 
logic, though the subject of his inquiry 
for many years, he made no very valuable 
contributions; his ideas on that subject, 
which relate chiefly to exposition and 
method, will be found in his nephew’s 
work on logic, ‘‘Outlines of a New System 
of Logic.’’ His ‘‘Book on Fallacies’ is 
a clever and brilliant refutation of popular 
political errors. His great work was in the 
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field of jurisprudence and ethics, and his 
influence on these sciences can scarcely be 
overestimated. His most original and 
most durable works relate to law.—Mac- 
DONELL, JOHN, 1885, Dictionary of Na- 
tional Biography, vol. tv, p. 277. 


In Bentham we reach, perhaps, the ideal 
—not certainly a very inviting one—of 
prosaic, and even acrid logic. Narrow in 
his conceptions, but inflexibly bold in their 
enunciation, with the force and vigour that 
come from absolute convictions, with the 
warmth—and that alone—which comes 
from hostility to what he believes to be 
erroneous or unsound, softened by no 
shadow of doubt, and illumined by no ray 
of imagination, Bentham yet commands 
respect even from those to whom his 
writings seem most barren of human in- 
terest. To him literary style was, so far as 
conscious effort went, a meaningless 
phrase; he is correct and lucid only from 
the clearness of his own views, and be- 
cause he found the instrument of expres- 
sion wrought to perfection by the habit of 
his age.—CRAIK, HENRY, 1895, ed., Eng- 
lish Prose, Introduction, vol. 1v, p. 4. 


Even in handling themes of general in- 
terest Bentham, it must be owned, is liter- 
ary only by accident. Hecannot pretend 
to the sparkling elegance of Montesquieu, 
the careless graces of Hume, or the rhe- 
torical pomp of Burke. His highest merit 
is that he is simple and vigorous. He 
writes like a man who has fully considered 
his subject and who knows exactly what he 
wantstosay. He writes without the least 
endeavour tobefine. He is too much en- 
grossed with the task of communicating 
his thoughts to be desirous of calling at- 
tention to his eloquence. Thus, if he had 
no literary graces, he had no literary 
affectation. By dint of devotion to his 
subject he comes to have a style, nota 
great or a beautiful style, but a style 
eminently characteristic of the man, ade- 
quate to his ideas and stimulating to the 
earnest reader.—MOonrTAGUE, F. C., 1895, 
English Prose, ed. Cratk, vol. 1v, p. 526. 

Reminds one of a Hobbes without the 
literary genius.—SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 
1896, A History of Nineteenth Century 
Literature, p. 348. 

To Bentham’s political influence, which 
dates from the early years of the present 
century, full justice has probably never 
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yet been done.—WHITTAKER, T., 1896, 
Social England, ed. Traill, vol. v, p. 415. 

A clear-sighted and scrupulously vera- 
cious philosopher, abettor of the age of 
reason, apostle of utility, god-father of 
the panopticon, and donor to the English 
dictionary of such unimpassioned vocables 
as ‘codification’ and ‘‘international.’’ 
Bentham would have been glad to purify 
the language by purging it of those 
“‘affections of the soul’? wherein Burke 
had found its highest glory. Yet in cen- 
suring the ordinary political usage of such 
a word as “‘innovation,’’ it was hardly 
prejudice in general that he attacked, but 
the particular and deep-seated prejudice 
against novelty. The surprising vivacity 
of many of his own figures, —although he 
had the courage of his convictions, and 
laboured, throughout the course of a long 
life, to desiccate his style, —bears witness 
to a natural skill in the use of loaded 
weapons. He will pack his text with grave 
argument on matters ecclesiastical, and in- 
dulge himself and literature, in the notes 
with a pleasant description of the flesh and 
the spirit playing leap-frog, now one up, 
now the other, around the holy precincts of 
the Church. Lapses like these show him 
far enough from his own ideal of a geo- 
metric fixity in the use of words.—RAL- 
EIGH, WALTER, 1897, Style, p. 42. 

His whole system of ethics and politics 
was severely utilitarian. It may indeed 
be compared to an arch, which has as its 
key-stone this principle, serving to unite 
his theoretical and political speculations, 
and to interlock them in a dogmatic whole. 
The new creed was soon to prove itself 
subversive of modes of thought and of 
institutions which rested only on prescrip- 
tion and tradition. Utility was a crucial 
test when rigorously applied to the Gothic 
irregularities of the British constitution ; 
and Bentham was nothing if not rigorous. 
Exact methods of thought and reasoning 
were to be the sole guide of the philo- 
sophic and political inquirer. Sentiment, 
devotion, chivalry, appeals to the con- 
tinuity of national life, all were excluded 
from the argument; and man was treated 
as if he were merely areasoning machine, 
solely intent on manufacturing enjoyment 
by logical processes. The archaic dogma- 
tism of the divine right of kings, the newer 
but equally severe dogmatism of Rousseau 
and the framers of the rights of man, were 
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alike swept aside, because they lacked all 
proof of their utility or reality. But, as 
generally happens with destroyers of 
dogma, Bentham cleared the way for a new 
and formidable dogmatism, when he in- 
sisted on the undisputed sway of the 


with the very one-sided and almost self- 
cancelling theory that man was a reason- 
ing creature engaged ina constant pursuit 
after happiness, Bentham arraigned the 
institutions of his country at the utilita- 
rian judgment bar.—Rosg, J. HOLLAND, 


principle of utility in politics. Imbued 1897, The Rise of Democracy, p. 33. 


George Crabbe 
1754-1832 


Born, at Aldeborough, 24 Dec. 1754. Educated at private schools at Bungay and 
Stowmarket. After leaving school, worked in warehouse at Slaughden; apprenticed 
as errand-boy to a doctor at Wickham Brook, near Bury St. Edmunds, 1768; to a 
surgeon at Woodbridge, 1771. Contrib. to ‘‘Wheble’s Mag.,’? 1772. Returned to 
Aldeborough, 1775, to work in warehouse. Studied medicine. After a visit to Lon- 
don, became assistant to surgeon in Aldeborough, and afterwards set up in practice 
there. To London to make living by literature, April 1780. Ultimate success, mainly 
through assistance of Burke. Ordained Deacon, 21 Dec. 1781, as curate to Rector of 
Aldeborough. Ordained Priest, Aug. 1782. To Belvoir, as Chaplain to Duke of 
Rutland, 1782. Given degree of LL. B. by Archbishop of Canterbury, and presented 
(by Thurlow) with livings of Frome, St. Quentin and Evershot, Dorsetshire. Married 
Sarah Elmy, Dec. 1783. Accepted curacy of Stathern, 1785. Contrib. to ‘‘ Annual 
Register,’’ 1784. Voluminous writer, but published little. EExchanged Dorsetshire 
livings for Rectorship of Muston and Allington, and settled at Muston 25 Feb. 1789. 
Removed to-Parham as curate of Sweffling and Great Glemham, 1792. Took Great 
Glenham Hall, 1796. Returned to Muston, Oct. 1805. Wife died, 31 Oct. 1813. 
Rector of Trowbridge Wiltshire, and Croxton, near Belvoir, June 1814. Visited 
London, 1817 and 1822. Visited Scott in Edinburgh, autumn 1822. Died, at Trow- 
bridge, 3 Feb. 1832. Buried there. Works: ‘‘Inebriety’’ (anon.), 1775; ‘‘The 
Candidate,’’ 1780; ‘‘The Library”’ (anon.), 1781; ‘‘The Village,’’ 1788; ‘‘The News- 
paper,’’ 1785; ‘‘A Discourse . after the funeral of the Duke of Rutland,”’ 
1788; ‘‘Poems,” 1807; ‘“The Parish Register,” 1807; ‘‘The Borough,” 1810; ‘‘Tales,” 
1812; ‘‘The Variation of public opinion and feelings considered,’’ 1817; ‘‘Tales of 
the Hall,’’? 1819. Posthumous: ‘‘Posthumous Sermons,’’ ed. by J. D. Hastings, 
1850. Collected Works: with letters, and Life by his son George, 1834.—Suarp, 
R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 68. 


PERSONAL propriety ?—Will you ask any demonstra- 


The people with whom I live perceive 
my situation, and find me to be indigent 
and without friends. About ten days since, 
I was compelled to give a note for seven 
pounds, to avoid an arrest for about double 
that sum which I owe. I wrote to every 
friend I had, but my friends are poor like- 
wise. Having used every honest 
means in vain, I yesterday confessed my 
inability, and obtained, with much entreaty, 
and as the greatest favour, a week’s for- 
bearance, when [ am positively told, that 
I must pay the money, or prepare fora 
prison. You will guess the purpose of so 
long an introduction. I appeal to you, Sir, 
as a good, and, let me add, a great man. 
I have no other pretensions to your favour 
than that Iam an unhappy one. . . . 
Can you, Sir, in any degree, aid me with 


tions of my veracity? I have imposed 
upon myself, but I have been guilty of no 
other imposition. Let me, if possible, in- 
terest your compassion. I know those of 
rank and fortune are teased with frequent 
petitions, and are compelled to refuse the 
requests even of those whom they know to 
be in distress: it is, therefore, with a 
distant hope I ventured to solicit such 
favour; but you will forgive me, Sir, if 
you do not think proper to relieve.— 
CRABBE, GEORGE, 1781, Letter to Edmund 
Poe Life of Crabbe by his Son, vol. 1, 
pao: 

Crabbe is absolutely delightful—simple 
as a child, but shrewd, and often good- 
naturedly reminding you of the best parts 
of his poetry. He took his wine cheer- 
fully—far from excess; but his heart 
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really seemed to expand; and he was full 
of anecdote and social feeling.—Camp- 
BELL, THOMAS, 1817, To his Sister, July 15; 
Life and Letters, ed. Beattie, vol. ti, ch. iv. 
True Bard!—and simple, as the race 
Of true-born poets everare . . 
Friend of long years! of friendship tried 
Through many a bright and dark event; 
In doubts, my judge—in taste, my guide— 
In all, my stay and ornament! 
—Moore, THoMAS, 1882, Verses to the 
Poet Crabbe’s Inkstand. 


He went into Mr. Burke’s room, a poor 
young adventurer, spurned by the opulent 
and rejected by the publishers, his last 
shilling gone, and all but his last hope 
with it: he came out virtually secure of 
almost all the good fortune that, by suc- 
cessive steps, afterwards fell to his lot— 
his genius acknowledged by one whose 
verdict could not be questioned—his char- 
acter and manners appreciated and ap- 
proved by a noble and capacious heart, 
whose benevolence knew no limits but its 
power—that of a giant in intellect, who 
was, in feeling, an unsophisticated child 
—a bright example of the close affinity 
between superlative talents, and the 
warmth of the generous affections. Mr. 
Crabbe had afterwards many other friends, 
kind, liberal, and powerful, who assisted 
him in his professional career; but it was 
one hand alone that rescued him when he 
was sinking. In reflecting upon the con- 
sequences of the letter to Burke—the 
happiness, the exultation, the inestimable 
benefits that resulted to my father, — 
ascribing, indeed, my own existence to that 
great and good man’s condescension and 
prompt kindness—I may be pardoned for 
dwelling upon that interview with feelings 
of gratitude which I should but in vain 
endeavour to express.—CRABBE, GEORGE, 
1834, The Poetical Works of George Crabbe 
with his Letters and his Journals, Life, 
vol. I, p. 93. 


Perhaps no man of origin so very humble 
ever retained so few traces of it as he did, 
in the latter years, at least, of his long 
and chequered life. There was no shade 
of subserviency in his courtesy, or of 
coarseness in his hilarity; his simplicity 
was urbane;—the whole demeanour ex- 
actly what any one would have pronounced 
natural and suitable in an English clergy- 
man of the highest class, accustomed, 
from youth to age, to refined society and 
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intellectual pursuits—gentle, grave, and 
venerable—and only rendered more in- 
teresting by obvious unfamiliarity with 
some of the conventional nothings of 
modern town-bred usage.— LOCKHART, 
JOHN GIBSON, 1834, Life of Crabbe by his 
Son, Quarterly Review, vol. 50, p. 471. 

We have tried to draw his mental, but 
not his physical likeness. And yet it has 
all along been blended with our thoughts, 
like the figure of one known from child- 
hood, like the figure of our own beloved 
and long-lost father. We see the vener- 
able old man, newly returned from a 
botanical excursion, laden with flowers and 
weeds (for no one knew better than he that 
every weed isa flower—it is the secret of 
his poetry), with his high narrow fore- 
head, his grey locks, his glancing shoe- 
buckles, his clean dress somewhat ruffled 
in the woods, his mild countenance, his sim- 
ple abstracted air.—GILFILLAN, GEORGE, 
1847, George Crabbe, Tait’s Edinburgh 
Magazine, vol. 14, p. 147. 

Crabbe, after his literary reputation 
had been established, was staying for a 
few days at the old Hummums; but he was 
known to the coffee-room and to the wait- 
ers merely as ‘‘Mr. Crabbe.’’ One fore- 
noon, when he had gone out, a gentleman 
called on him, and while expressing his 
regret at not finding him, happened to let 
drop the information that Mr. Crabbe was 
the celebrated poet. The next time that 
Crabbe entered the coffee-room he was 
perfectly astonished at the sensation which 
he caused; the company were all eager- 
ness to look at him, the waiters all officious- 
ness to serve him.—RoGerRS, SAMUEL, 
1855, Recollections of Table-Talk, ed. Dyce. 

Crabbe, when I first saw him, was an old 
gentleman, with white hair, and the mild- 
est possible manner. He gave no indica- 
tion of the vigor and shrewdness which he 
put forth in his verse. I remember that 
Moore was at Rogers’ house one morning 
when Crabbe was breakfasting there, and 
when they were engaged to dine at some 
nobleman’s house. Moore cautioned him, 
in the morning, to stand up and be manly. 
‘“For God’s sake, Crabbe,’’ said he, ‘‘don’t 
be so very grateful when we go to Z—’s 
house to-night.’’—PrRocTER, BRYAN WAL- 
LER, 1874? Recollections of Men of Letters, 
p.. 152. 

He was stern only in verse. His was 
the gentle, kindly nature of one who loving 


172 


God loved man, and all the creatures God 
has made. His early struggles, less for 
fame than the bare means of existence, 
may surely furnish a lesson, and, in their 
result, an encouragement, to those who 
labor for either through difficulties it 
might seem impossible to overcome.— 
HALL, SAMUEL CARTER, 1883, Retrospect 
of a Long Life, p. 315. 


His preaching attracted large congrega- 
tions. He was a clergyman of the old- 
fashioned school, a good friend to the 
poor, for whose benefit he still practised 
medicine, and a preacher of good home- 
spun morality. But he was indifferent to 
theological speculations, suspicious of 
excessive zeal, contemptuous towards 
“‘enthusiasts,’’ and heartily opposed to 
Wesleyans, evangelicals, and other trouble- 
some innovators. —STEPHEN, LESLIE, 1887, 
Dictionary of National Biography, vol. xu, 
p. 429. 

GENERAL 

I have sent you back Mr. Crabbe’s poem, 
which I read with great delight. It is 
original, vigorous, and elegant. The al- 
terations which I have made I do not re- 
quire him to adopt, for-my lines are, per- 
haps, not often better [than] his own; but 
he may take mine and his own together, 
and perhaps between them produce some- 
thing better than either. He is not to 
think his copy wantonly defaced; a wet 
sponge will wash all the red lines away, 
and leave the pages clean. His Dedication 
will be least liked: it were better to con- 
tract it into a short sprightly address. I 
do not doubt of Mr. Crabbe’s success. — 
JOHNSON, SAMUEL, 17838, To Sir Joshua 
Reynolds, March 4; Letters, ed. Hill, vol. 
1; Pue2Sce 
Truth will sometimes lend her noblest fires, 
And decorate the verse herself inspires: 
This fact in Virtue’s name let Crabbe attest; 
Ste Nature’s sternest painter, yet the 

est. 
—Byron, Lorp, 1809, English Bards and 
Scotch Reviewers. 


I must not conclude without thanking 
you very gratefully for the pleasure I re- 
ceived in reading your extracts from 
Crabbe’s ‘‘Borough;’’ some of which, par- 
ticularly the ‘‘Convict’s Dream,’’ leave far 
behind all that any other living poet has 
written.—HorNER, FRANCIS, 1810, Let- 
ter to Francis Jeffrey, July 16; Memoirs 
and Correspondence, vol. i, p. 26. 
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It is very pleasing to perceive, that, 
in his best passages, Mr. Crabbe is, prac- 
tically at least, a convert to the good old 
principle of paying some regard to fancy 
and taste in poetry. In these passages 
he works expressly for the imagination; 
not perhaps awakening its loftiest exer- 
tions, yet studiously courting its assist- 
ance, and conciliating its good will. He 
now accommodates himself to the more 
delicate sympathies of our nature, and 
flatters our prejudices by attaching to his 
pictures agreeable and interesting associa- 
tions. Thus it is that, for his best suc- 
cess, he is indebted to something more than 
ungarnished reality. He is the Paladin, 
who on the day of decisive combat, laid 
aside his mortal arms, and took only the 
magic lance.—GIFFORD, WILLIAM, 1810, 
Crabbe’s Borough, Quarterly Review, vol. 
4, p. 295. 

Crabbe, asking questions concerning Greek 
hovels: 

—Hunt, Leicu, 1811, The Feast of the 

Poets. 

Crabbe, the first of living poets.—By- 
RON, Lorp, 1819, Observations upon an 
Article in Blackwood’s Magazine. 

Original, terse, vigorous, and popular. 
He is the Hogarth of modern bards: or 
rather, I should say, if he display Hogarth’s 
power of conception,his pictures are finished 
with the point and brilliancy of Teniers. 
Every body reads, because every body 
understands, his poems: but the subjects 
are too frequently painful, by being too 
true to nature.—DippIn, THOMAS FRoG- 
NALL, 1824, The Library Companion, p. 
742, note. 

Crabbe with all his defects stands im- 
measurably above Wordsworth as the Poet 
of the Poor.—WILSON, JOHN, 1825, Black- 
wood’s Magazine, Sep. 

He not only deals in incessant matters 
of fact, butin matters of fact of the most 
familiar, the least animating, and the most 
unpleasant kind; but he relies for the 
effect of novelty on the microscopic 
minuteness with which he dissects the 
most trivial objects—and for the interest 
he excites, on the unshrinking determina- 
tion with which he handles the most pain- 
ful. His poetry has an official and profes- 
sional air. He is called in to cases of 
difficult births, of fractured limbs, or 
breaches of the peace; and makes out a 
parochial list of accidents and offenses. 
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He takes the most trite, the most gross 
and obvious and revolting part of nature, 
for the subject of his elaborate descrip- 
tions; but itis Nature still, and Nature is 
a great and mighty Goddess! ... Mr. 
Crabbe is one of the most popular and ad- 
mired of our living authors. That he is 
so, can be accounted for on no other prin- 
ciple than the strong ties that bind us to 
the world about us, and our involuntary 
yearnings after whatever in any manner 
powerfully and directly reminds us of it. 
—Hazuitt, WILLIAM, 1825, The Spirit of 
the Age, p. 239. 

Crabbe, whose dark gold is richer than it 

seems, 

—HLuuioTt, EBENEZER, 1829, The Village 
Patriarch, bk. iv. 


That incomparable passage in Crabbe’s 
“‘Borough,’’ which has made many a rough 
and cynical reader cry like a child.— 
MaAcAuULAY, THOMAS BABINGTON, 1880, 
Mr. Robert Mongomery’s Poems, Critical 
and Miscellaneous Essays. 


Crabbe is a cold and remorseless dis- 
sector, who pauses with the streaming 
knife in his hands, to explain how strongly 
the blood is tainted, what a gangrene is in 
the liver, how completely the sources of 
health are corrupted, and that the subject 
is a bad one. Deliver us from 
Crabbe in the hour of depression! Pictures 
of moral, and mental, and bodily degrada- 
tion, are frequent through all his works; 
he is one of Job’s chief comforters to the 
people. — CUNNINGHAM, ALLAN, 1833, 
Biographical and Critical History of Lit- 
erature of the Last Fifty Years. 


I think Crabbe and Southey are something 
alike; but Crabbe’s poemsare founded on 
observation and real life—Southey’s on 
fancy and books. In facility they are 
equal, though Crabbe’s English is of course 
not upon a level with Southey’s, which is 
next door to faultless. But in Crabbe 
there is an absolute defect of the high 
imagination; he gives\me little or no 
pleasure: yet, no doubt, he has much 
power of a certain kind, and it is good to 
cultivate, even at some pains, a catholic 
taste in literature. I read all sorts of 
books with some pleasure, except modern 
sermons and treatises on political econ- 
omy.—COLERIDGE, SAMUEL TAYLOR, 1834, 
Table-Talk, ed. Ashe, March 5, p. 276. 


Crabbe is inventive; but most of the 
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characters he draws are the reverse of 
poetical. There is nothing poetical in the 
description of a poor-house and its in- 
habitants. —BrypDGEs, SIR SAMUEL EGER- 
TON, 1834, Autobiography, vol. 1, p. 807. 

I take no pleasure in Crabbe’s unpoet- 
ical representations of human life. And 
though no one can dispute that he had 
a powerful pen, and could truthfully por- 
tray what he saw, yet he had an eye only for 
the sad realities of life. As Mrs. Barbauld 
said to me many years ago, ‘‘I shall never 
be tired of Goldsmith’s ‘Deserted Vil- 
lage,’—I shall never look again into 
Crabbe’s ‘Village.’ ’’ Indeed, this impres- 
sion is so strong, that I have never read 
his later works, and know little about 
them.—RoBINSoN, HENRY CRABB, 1885, 
Diary, Dec. 29; Reminiscences, ed. Sadler, 
vol. I, ps 219. 


The sun getting very strong, we halted 
the chair in a shady corner, just within 
the verge of his verdant arcade around the 
court-wall; and breathing the coolness of 
the spot, he [Scott] said, ‘‘Read me some 
amusing thing—read me a bit of Crabbe.” 
I brought out the first volume of his old 
favorite that I could lay hand on, and 
turned to what remembered as one of his 
most favourite passages in it—the descrip- 
tion of the arrival of the Players in the 
“Borough.” He listened with great inter- 
est, and also, as I soon perceived, with great 
curiosity. Every now and then he ex- 
claimed, ‘‘Capital—excellent—very good 
—Crabbe has lost nothing’’—and we were 
too well satisfied that he considered him- 
self as hearing a new production, when, 
chuckling over one couplet, he said— 
“Better and better—but how will poor 
Terry endure these cuts?’’ I went on with 
the poet’s terrible sarcasms upon the- 
atrical life, and he listened eagerly, mut- 
tering, ‘‘Honest Dan!’ ‘‘Dan won’t 
like this.”” At length I reached those 
lines— 

Sad happy race! soon raised and soon de- 

pressed, 

Your days all passed in jeopardy and jest; 
Poor without prudence, with afflictions vain, 
Not warned by misery, nor enriched by gain. 
“‘Shut the book,” said Sir Walter—‘‘I 
can’t stand more of this—it will touch 
Terry to the very quick.’’—LockHaRT, 
JOHN GIBSON, 1886, Life of Sir Walter 
Scott, ch. 1xxxiii. 


I have given a larger space to Crabbe in 
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this republication than to any of his con- 
temporary poets; not merely because I 
think more highly of him than of most of 
them, but also because I fancy that he has 
had less justice done him. The nature of 
his subjects was not such as to attract 
either imitators or admirers, from among 
the ambitious or fanciful lovers of poetry ; 
or, consequently, to set him at the head of 
a School, or let him surround himself with 
the zealots of a Sect: And it must also 
be admitted, that his claims to distinction 
depend fully as much on his great powers 
of observation, his skill in touching the 
deeper sympathies of our nature, and his 
power of inculcating, by their means, the 
most impressive lessons of humanity, as 
on any fine play of fancy, or grace and 
beauty in his delineations. I have great 
faith, however, in the intrinsic worth and 
ultimate success of those more substantial 
attributes; and have, accordingly, the 
strongest impression that the citations I 
have here given from Crabbe will strike 
more, and sink deeper into the minds of 
readers to whom they are new (or by whom 
they may have been partially forgotten), 
than any I have been able to present from 
other writers. —JEFFREY, FRANCIS LorD, 
1844, Crabbe’s Poems, Contributions to the 
Edinburgh Review, vol. m, p. 3, note. 

Seriously, we hope that much of Crabbe’s 
writing will every year become less and 
less readable, and less and less easily 
understood; till, in the milder day, men 
shall have difficulty in believing that such 
physical, mental, and moral degradation, 
as he describes, ever existed in Britain; 
and till, in future Encyclopedias, his 
name be found recorded as a powerful but 
barbarous writer, writing in a barbarous 
age.—GILFILLAN, GEORGE, 1847, George 
Crabbe, Tait’s Edinburgh Magazine, vol. 
14, p. 147. 

George Crabbe was not merely a poet, 
but the poet who had the sagacity to see 
into the real state of things, and the heart 
to do his duty—the great marks of the 
true poet, who is necessarily a true and 
feeling man. To him popular education, 
popular freedom, popular advance into 
knowledge and power, owe a debt which 
futurity will gratefully acknowledge, but 
no time can cancel.—HowitTtT, WILLIAM, 
1847, Homes and Haunts of the Most Emi- 
nent British Poets, vol. u, p. 13. 

I have said that Crabbe was the least 
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imaginative of poets. Hehas no imagina- 
tion in the commonly received sense of the 
term; there is nothing of creation in his 
works; nay, I dare affirm, in opposition to 
that refined critic, Sir James Mackintosh, 
that there was no touch of an idealizing 
tendency in his mind; yet he is a poet; 
he is so through his calm but deep and 
steady sympathy with all that is human; 
he is so by his distinguished power of ob- 
servation; he is so by his graphic skill. 
No literature boasts an author more indi- 
vidual than Crabbe.—OssoLiI, MARGARET 
FULLER, 1850? Art, Literature and the 
Drama, p. 76. 


If originality, if the striking out a new 
path, constitutes one of the highest claims 
to poetical excellence, few are entitled to 
stand in the same rank with Crabbe. In- 
deed, it would be difficult to point to any 
prototype, either as regards his style or 
his subjects. The nearest approach I have 
met with to his sententiousness, is in the 
old, quaint, pointed satires of Dr. Donne; 
and something of his graphic truth and 
elaborate minuteness of description may 
be found in the verse of Chaucer, more 
especially ‘‘The Canterbury Pilgrims.’’ 


But Crabbe added much—very much— 


which is unequivocally his own, and which 
acknowledges no borrowed lustre.—Morr, 
D, M., 1850-51, Sketches of the Poetical 
Literature of the Past Half-Century, p. 40. 


Tam awfully sleepy and stupid, or should 
try to say something about the only book 
I have read for a long while back—Crabbe, 
whose poems were known to me long ago, 
but not at all familiarly tillnow. I fancy 
one might read him much oftener and much 
later than Wordsworth—than almost any 
one.—ROSSETTI, DANTE GABRIEL, 1855, 
mS to William Allingham, ed. Hiil, 
D- : 


It is difficult to find a single passage, 
not too long for quotation, which will con- 
vey any tolerable notion of the power and 
beauty of Crabbe’s poetry, where so much 
of the effect lies in the conduct of the 
narrative—in the minute and prolonged 
but wonderfully skillful as well as truthful 
pursuit and exposition of the course and 
viscissitude of passions and circumstances. 
—CRAIK, GrorGE L., 1861, A Compendi- 
ous History of English Literature and of 
the English Language, vol. i, p. 518. 


Crabbe adds particular to particular, 


GEORGE CRABBE 


scattering rather than deepening the im- 
pression of reality, and making us feel as 
if every man were a species by himself.— 
LOWELL, JAMES RUSSELL, 1871, Chaucer, 
My Study Windows, p. 284. 


Mrs. Wister quite mistook the aim of 
my Query about Crabbe: I asked if he 
were read in America for the very reason 
that he is not read in England. And in 
the October Cornhill is an Article upon 
him (I hope not by Leslie Stephen), so 
ignorant and self-sufficient that lam more 
wroththanever. The old story of ‘‘Pope 
in worsted stockings’’—why | could cite 
whole Paragraphs of as fine texture as 
Moliére—incapable of Epigram, the Jack- 
anapes says of “‘our exceilent Crabbe’’— 
why I could find fifty of the very best 
Epigrams in five minutes. But now do 
you care for him? ‘‘Honour bright ?’’ as 
Sheridan used tosay. I don’t thinkI ever 
knew a Woman who did likeC., except my 
Mother. What makes People (this stupid 
Reviewer among them) talk of worsted 
Stockings is because of having read only 
his earlier works: when he himself talked 
of his Muse as 
“Muse of the Mad, the Foolish, and the 

Poor,” 

the Borough: Parish Register, etc. But 
it is hig Tales of the Hall which discover 
him in silk Stockings; the Subjects, the 
Scenery, the Actors, of a more Comedy 
kind: with, I say, Paragraphs, and Pages, 
of fine Moliére style—only too often de- 
faced by carelessness, disproportion, and 
“‘longueurs’’ intolerable. I shall leave my 
Edition of Tales of the Hall, made legible 
by the help of Scissors and Gum, witha 
word or two of Prose to bridge over pages 
of stupid Verse. I don’t wish to try and 
supersede the Original, but, by the Ab- 
stract, to get People to read the whole, 
and so learn (as in Clarissa) how to get it 
all under command. I even wish that some 
one in America would undertake to pub- 
lish—in whole, or part by part—my 
“Readings in Crabbe,’’ viz., Tales of the 
Hall: but no one would let me do the one 
thing I can do.—FiTzcERALD, EDWARD, 
1874, Letter, Nov. 17; Letters to Fanny 
Kemble, ed. Wright, p. 5d. 

Though Crabbe occupies so marked a 
place in the history of English poetry, he 
has not met in our own generation with all 
the attention which he deserves. . 

As an observer and painter of “the 
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individual truths of nature no poet has 
ever approached him.—CourRTHOPE, WIL- 
LIAM JOHN, 1880, English Poets, ed. Ward, 
vol. Il, p. 584. 


He liked Crabbe much, and thought that 
there was great force in his homely tragic 
stories. ‘‘He has a world of his own. 
There is a ‘tramp, tramp, tramp,’ a merci- 
less sledge-hammer thud about his lines 
which suits his subjects.’”’ And in speak- 
ing of him he would cite Byron’s ‘‘Nature’s 
sternest painter yet the best.’’—TENNY- 
SON, LoRD ALFRED, 1883, Some Criticisms 
on Poets, Memoirs by his Son, vol. t, 
p. 287. 

Lord Holland had not quite left the 
eighteenth century behind him. He pre- 
ferred Dryden to Shakespeare and Crabbe 
to Wordsworth. It is difficult to conceive 
that, even in the eighteenth century, such 
estimates could have been common— 
though Wordsworth used te designate that 
century as “‘the dark age’’—but they did 
not seem to excite surprise at Holland 
House. Crabbe, I think, had been per- 
sonally known there ;. but I doubt whether, 
in that society, personal association went 
for much in the estimate of values. On 
Crabbe’s death, Lord Melbourne rubbed 
his hands and took a view of it which was 
more than consolatory: ‘‘I am so glad 
when one of these fellows dies, because 
then one has his works complete on one’s 
shelf and there is an end of him.’’—Tay- 
Lor, Sik Henry, 1885, Autobiography, 
vol. 1. p. 116. 

One who owns the unrivalled distinction 
of having been the favourite poet of the 
three greatest intellectual factors of the 
age (scientific men excepted),—Lord 
Byron, Sir Walter Scott, and Cardinal 
Newman.—BIRRELL, AUGUSTINE, 1887, 
Obiter Dicta, Second Series, p. 184. 

The ‘‘Village’’ was intended as an an- 
tithesis to Goldsmith’s idyllic sentimental- 
ism. Crabbe’s realism, preceding even 
Cowper and anticipating Wordsworth, was 
the first important indication of one char- 
acteristic movement in the contemporary 
school of poetry. His clumsy style and 
want of sympathy with the new world 
isolated him as a writer, as he was a re- 
cluse in his life. But the force and 
fidelity of his descriptions of the scenery 
of his native place and of the characteris- 
tics of the rural population give abiding 
interest to his work. His pathos is 
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genuine and deep, and to some judgments 
his later works atone for the diminution 
in tragic interest by their gentleness and 
simple humour. Scott and Wordsworth 
had some of his poetry by heart. Scott, 
like Fox, had Crabbe read to him in his 
last illness (Lockhart, ch.]xxxiii). Words- 
worth said that the poems would last 
as long as anything written in verse since 
their first appearance (note to ‘‘ Village,”’ 
bk. i. in Collected Works). Miss Austen 
said that she could fancy being Mrs. 
Crabbe. Jeffrey reviewed him admiringly, 
and in later years E. FitzGerald, the 
translater of ‘‘Omar Khayyam,’’ wrote 
(1882) an admiring preface to a selection 
in which he says that Lord Tennyson ap- 
preciates them equally with himself. 
Cardinal Newman speaks of the ‘‘extreme 
delight’’ with which he read ‘‘Tales of 
the Hall,” on their appearance. —STEPHEN, 
LESLIE, 1887, Dictionary of National 
Biography, vol. xu, p. 430. 

He certainly succeeds in conveying his 
own tone of feeling to his reader—that 
Nature is uninteresting and has nothing in 
common with man. His eye for Nature 
was as poor as his ear for music. And 
we have reason to be thankful that the 
same wisdom which caused him to lay aside 
his flute, on finding that after many a 
painful hour he could not even master 
““Over the Water to Charlie,’’ caused him 
also to refrain from inflicting more natural 
descriptions, than were necessary on his 
readers. . . It is not wonderful then 
that Crabbe should be neglected when he 
has none of our three staples of existence 
to offer us—no treasures of nature-draw- 
ing, no psychological research, and no 
beauty of language.—Rag, W. F., 1887, 
Crabbe, Temple Bar, vol. 80, pp. 328, 329. 

The question has been sometimes asked 
whether Crabbe was either a great poet or 
a great writer. If he was the first he was 
the second. He has left behind 
him a body of poetry, which, whether we 
regard the delineation of manners, the 
knowledge of character, the strength of 
passion, or the beauty of description com- 
bined in it, need not shrink from compari- 
son with works of which the fame is much 
more widely extended. Dryden, Pope, 
Goldsmith, Johnson, to say nothing of the 
later poets, each, no doubt, excelled 
Crabbe in some of these particulars; but 
they are not united to the same extent in 


GEORGE CRABBE 


any one of them. This distinction does 
not necessarily make him either so de- 
lightful a companion, or so great a poet, 
as those that have named. But it quali- 
fies him to take rank with the best of them 
as aGreat Writer.—KrBBBL, T. E., 1888, 
Life of George Crabbe (Great Writers), 
pp. 102, 150. 


Crabbe’s description is perhaps the 
most nakedly realistic of any in English 
poetry ; but it isan uncommonly good one. 
Realism has a narrow compass, and 
Crabbe’s powers were confined strictly 
within it; but he had the best virtues of a 
realist. His physical vision—his sight of 
what presentsitself to the eye—was almost 
perfect; he saw every object, and saw it 
as it was.—WOODBERRY, GEORGE ED- 
WARD, 1890, Studies in Letters and Life, 
p. 36. 


Wherefore send me Crabbe. ”Twere a 
pleasant leap from the Pisces to Cancer. 
ses People talk about Crabbe, but 
they don’t read him. Urge them to do 
so: likely enough you will only get them 
to read your article, but that will do them 
a lot of good; and it certainly will do me 
good, old Crabbian though I profess my- 
self.—Brown, THOMAS EDWARD, 1893, 
To S. T. Irwin, Feb. 26; Letters, ed. Ir- 
win, vol. 1, p. 171. 


We must think of him, I believe, as a 
good, honest-minded, well-meaning man; 
dull, I dare say as-a preacher; diffuse, 
meandering, homely and lumbering as a 
poet; yet touching with raw and lively 
colors the griefs of England’s country- 
poor; and with a realism that is hard to 
match, painting the flight of petrels and 
of the curlew, and the great sea waves that 
gather and roll and break along his lines. 
—MITCHELL, DONALD G., 1895, English 
Lands Letters and Kings, Queen Anne and 
the Georges, p. 238. 


With the exactness of a Dutch painter 
he is apt to spoil his pictures with vulgar 
detail, and mar his descriptions with pro- 
saic and commonplace allusions. But, 
allowing for these defects there remains a 
large body of powerful poetry which oc- 
cupies a place of its own in English litera- 
ture. Crabbe was pre-eminently the poet 
of the poor. In early life he had lived 
among them and mingled with their joys 
and sorrows, and as he grew older, whether 
in the capacity of a surgeon’s assistant, or 
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on the Bill for disfranchising the 


Borough of East Retford,’’ 1828 ; ‘Dissertation on the Progress of Ethical Philosophy’ 


(priv. ptd.), 1880; ‘‘Speech .. . 


onthe.. 


. Bill toamend the Representation of the 


_People’’ 1831. Posthumous: ‘‘History of the Revolution in England in 1688,’’ 1834; 
“Tracts and Speeches’’ (priv. ptd.), 1840. He edited: Rev. R. Hall’s ‘‘Works,’’ 1882, 


etc. 


Collected Works: in 8 vols., 1846. Life: by R. J. Mackintosh, 1836.—SHARP, 


R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 180. 


PERSONAL 
Though thou’rt like Judas, an apostate black, 
In the resemblance one thing thou dost lack ; 
When he had gotten his ill-purchas’d pelf, 
He went away, and wisely hang’d himself: 
This thou may’st doat last; yet much I doubt 
If thou hast any bowels to gush out! 
—LamB, CHARLES, 1801, To Sir James 
Mackintosh. 

Nothing has pleased me more in London 
than the conversation of Mackintosh. I 
never saw so theoretical a head which con- 
tained so much practical understanding. 
He has lived much among various men, with 
great observation, and has always tried 
his profound moral speculations by the 
experience of life. He has not contracted 
in the world a lazy contempt for theorists, 
nor in the closet a peevish impatience of 
that grossness and corruptibility of man- 
kind which are ever marring the schemes 
of secluded benevolence. He does not 
wish for the best in politics or morals, but 
for the best which can be attained; and 
what that is he seems to know well.— 
SmiTH, SyDNEY, 1801, To Francis Jeffrey, 
July ; Letters of Sydney Smith, ed. Mrs. 
Austin. 

I confess the more I see of this wonder- 
ful man, the more I am led to believe that 
modern times have not degenerated from 
the genius of antiquity,and there is an 
amiable simplicity, natural to great minds, 
in M.’s dispositions, which commands 
esteem as well as admiration. —CAMPBELL, 
Tuomas, 1802, To Dr. Currie, April 13; 
Life and Letters, ed. Beattie, vol. 1, p. 864. 

He has been an intellectual master to 
me, and has enlarged my prospects into 
the wide regions of moral speculation, 
more than any other tutor I have ever had 
in the art of thinking; I cannot even ex- 
cept Dugald Stewart, to whom I once 
thought I owed more than I could ever re- 
ceive from another. Had Mackintosh re- 
mained in Nngland, I should have possessed 
ten years hence, powers and views which 
are now beyond my reach. [ never left 
his conversation, but I felt a mixed con- 
sciousness, as it were, of inferiority and 


capability; and I have now and then 
flattered myself with this feeling, as if it 
promised that I might make something of 
myself.—HorNER, FRANCIS, 1804, Letter 
to William Erskine, Feb. 4; Memoirs and 
Correspondence, vol. 1, p. 257. 

Mackintosh, who is a rare instance of 
the union of very transcendent talent and 
great good-nature.—Byron, Lorp, 1813, 
Journals, Nov. 3V. 


Sir James Mackintosh is a little too 
precise, a little too much made up in his 
manners and conversation, but is at the 
same time very exact, definite, and logical 
in what he says, and, I am satisfied, sel- 
dom has occasion to regret a mistake or 
an error, where a matter of principle or 
reasoning is concerned, though, as he is 
a little given to affect universal learning, 
he may sometimes make a mistake in mat- 
ters of fact. As a part of a considerable 
literary society, however, he discourses 
most eloquent music, and in private, where 
I also saw him several times, he is mild, 
gentle, and entertaining. But he is seen 
to greatest advantage, and in all his 
strength, only in serious discussion, to 
which he brings great disciplined acute- 
ness and a fluent eloquence, which few 
may venture to oppose, and which still 
fewer can effectually resist. —TICKNOR, 
GEORGE, 1819, Journal ; Life, Letters and 
Journals, vol. 1, p. 265. 


Sir James Mackintosh is the king of the 
men of talent. Heis amost elegant con- 
verser. How well I remember his giving 
breakfast to me and Sir Humphry Davy, 
at that time an unknown young man, and 
our having a very spirited talk about Locke 
and Newton, and so forth! When Davy 
was gone, Mackintosh said to me, ‘‘That’s 
a very extraordinary young man; but he 
is gone wrong on some points.’’ But 
Davy was, at that time at least, a man 
of genius; and I doubt if Mackintosh 
ever heartily appreciated an eminently 
original man. He is uncommonly power- 
ful in his own line; but it is not the line 
of a first-rate man. After all his fluency 
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and brilliant erudition, you can rarely 
carry off anything worth preserving. You 
might not improperly write on his forehead, 
“‘Warehouse to let!’ He always dealt 
too much in generalities for a lawyer. 
He is deficient in power in applying his 
principles to the points in debate. I re- 
member Robert Smith had much more 
logical ability; but Smith aimed at con- 
quest by any gladiatorial shift; whereas 
Mackintosh was uniformly candid in ar- 
gument. I am speaking now from old 
recollections.—COLERIDGE, SAMUEL TAY- 
LOR, 1823, Table-Talk, ed. Ashe, Apr. 27, 
p. 25. 

He spoke the truth, the whole truth, and 
nothing but the truth; but the House of 
Commons (we dare aver it) is not the place 
where the truth, the whole truth, and 
nothing but the truth can be spoken with 
safety or with advantage. There 
wanted unity of purpose, impetuosity of 
feeling to ‘break through the phalanx of 
hostile and inveterate prejudice arrayed 
against him. He gave a handle to his 
enemies; threw stumbling-blocks in the 
way of his friends. He raised so many 
objections for the sake of answering them, 
proposed so many doubts for the sake of 
solving them, and made so many conces- 
sions where none were demanded, that his 
reasoning had the effect of neutralizing 
. itself; it became a mere exercise of the 
understanding without zest or spirit left in 
it; andthe provident engineer who was to 
shatter in pieces the strong-holds of cor- 
ruption and oppression, by a well-directed 
and unsparing discharge of artillery, 
seemed to have brought not only his own 
cannon-balls, but his own wool-packs along 
with him to ward off the threatened mis- 
chief.—Haz.itt, WILLIAM, 1825, The 
Spirit of the Age, pp. 138, 139. 

Whatever was valuable in the composi- 
tions of Sir James Mackintosh, was the 
ripe fruit of study and of meditation. It 
was the same with his conversation. In 
his most familiar talk there was no wild- 
ness, no inconsistency, no amusing non- 
sense, no exaggeration for the sake of 
momentary effect. His mind was a vast 
magazine, admirably arranged ; everything 
was there, and everything was in its place. 
His judgments on men, on sects, on books, 
had been often and carefully tested and 
weighed, and had then been committed, 
each to its proper receptacle, in the most 
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capacious and accurately constructed mem- 
ory that any human being ever possessed. 
Tt would have been strange indéed, if you 
had asked for anything that was not to be 
found in that immense storehouse. The 
article which you required was not only 
there. It was ready. It was in its own 
proper compartment. Inamoment it was 
brought down, unpacked, and displayed. 
If those who enjoyed the privilege—for 
privilege indeed it was—of listening to 
Sir James Mackintosh, had been disposed 
to find some fault in his conversation, they 
might perhaps have observed that he 
yielded too little to the impulse of the 
moment. He seemed to be recollecting, 
not creating. He neverappeared to catcha 
sudden glimpse of a subject in a new light. 
You never saw his opinions in the making, 
—still rude, still inconsistent, and requir- 
ing to be fashioned by thought and discus- 
sion. They came forth, like the pillars of 
that temple in which no sound of axes or 
hammers was heard, finished, rounded, and 
exactly suited to their places. —Macau- 
LAY, THOMAS BABINGTON, 1834, Mackin- 
tosh’s History of the Revolution in England 
in 1688, Critical and Miscellaneous Essays. 

His range of study and speculation was 
nearly as large as that of Bacon; and there 
were, in fact, but few branches of learning 
with which he was not familiar. But in 
any attempt at delineating his intellectual 
character, it is necessary to bear in mind, 
that his mastery was in mental philosophy, 
not merely in its recondite or metaphysical 
departments, but in its still more impor- 
tant application to conduct and affairs, and 
in their higher brauches of politics and 
legislation, which derive their proofs and 
principles from history,and give authority 
to its lessons in return. Upon all these 
subjects, he was prokably the most learned 
man of his age; and in maturing and 
digesting his views of them, I am per- 
suaded that there have been few, in any 
age, who ever brought a more powerful 
and disciplined understanding to bear with 
so much candour, caution, and modesty, 
upon so large a collection of materials. — 
JEFFREY, FRANCIS LORD, 1835, Letter to 
Robert James Mackintosh, March 16; Mem- 
oirs of Mackintosh, ed., his Son, vol. ul, 
Drage 

If we might venture to conclude, that 
in these pages have also been revealed 
more abiding endowments, and such as 
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death does not cancel;—sympathy with 
the triumph of truth, and justice, and 
liberty, and with whatever is loftiest and 
noblest in our nature; active devotion, 
through a life of labour, disappointment, 
gome sorrow, and much sickness, to the 
interests of his kind, whether in struggling 
for their liberty, or in the still higher 
vocation of teaching them worthily to 
enjoy it; a political career, in troubled 
times, which, on retrospect, certainly 
offered no action, and probably no word, 
directed against an enemy, which need be 
recalled; an admiration of excellence in 
others so pure, as to be one of the principal 
sources of his own enjoyment, joined to an 
unaffected humility in estimating his own 
merits; warm affections, quick sensibility, 
and generous confidence; religious senti- 
ments, such as might be embodied in his 
own confessions, ‘‘that there was nothing 
in this world so right as to cultivate and 
exercise kindness—the most certainly 
evangelical of all doctrines—THE principle 
of Jesus Christ,’’ and which led him to 
look forward with ardent hope, and humble 
faith, to the day when tears shall be ‘‘ wiped 
from all eyes:’’—if these, or any of them 
shall have been made duly manifest, then 
will the labour of the present work have 
been amply rewarded, and its object not 
wholly unattained.—MACKINTOSH, ROBERT 
JAMES, 1836, Memoirs of the Life of Sir 
James Mackintosh, vol. u, p. 508. 

Porson disliked Mackintosh; they dif- 
fered in politics, and their reading had 
little in common.—MALTBYy, WILLIAM, 
1854, Porsoniana. 

Mackintosh told me that he had received 
in his youth comparatively little instruc- 
tion, —whatever learning he possessed he 
owed to himself. He had a prodigious 
memory, and could repeat by heart more 
of Cicero than you would easily believe. 
His knowledge of Greek was slender. I 
never met a man with a fuller mind than 
Mackintosh,—such readiness on all sub- 
jects, such a talker !—RoceErs, SAMUEL, 
1855, Recollections of Table-Talk, ed. Dyce. 

Sir James Mackintosh had a very Parson- 
Adams-like forgetfulness of commonthings 
and lesser proprieties, which was very 
amusing. On his arrival at Bombay, there 
being no house ready for his reception, 
the Governor offered his garden-house for 
the temporary accommodationof Sir James 
and his family, who were so comfortable 
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in their quarters, that they forgot to quit, 
month after month, till a year had elapsed, 
when the Governor took forcible possession 
of his own property. Again, Sir James 
and his Lady, on requesting to inspect the 
seat of Lord Melville, in Perthshire, were 
invited to stay two or three days, which 
were protracted to as many months, till 
every species of hint was thrown away upon 
them.—Timss, JOHN, 1860, A Century of 
Anecdote, p. 210. 

No man doing so little ever went through 
a long life, continually creating the belief 
that he would ultimately do so much. A 
want of earnestness, a want of passion, a 
want of genius, prevented him from play- 
ing a great part amongst men during his 
day, and from leaving any of those monu- 
ments behind him which command the at- 
tention of posterity. A love.of knowledge, 
an acute and capacious intelligence, an 
early and noble ambition, led him into 
literary and active life,and furnished him 
with materials and at moments with the 
energy by which success in both is ob- 
tained. Ap amiable disposition, a lively 
flow of spirits, an extraordinary and various 
stock of information made his society 
agreeable to the most distinguished per- 
song of his age, and induced them, en- 
couraged by some occasional displays of 
power, to consider his abilities to be 
greater than they really were.—BULWER, 
Sir Henry Lytron, 1867, Historical Char- 
acters, vol. Il, p. 98. 

I saw much afterwards of Madame de 
Staél at her own house in Argyll Street, 
in those literary and political circles which 
she gathered round her, and where she de- 
claimed or argued with all who could meet 
her with her own weapons and in her own 
language. Sir J. Mackintosh was the most 
frequent and expert of these intellectual 
combatants: and it was the combat most 
congenial to his own tastes. In some 
points there was a certain intellectual like- 
ness between them; such as the power of 
putting an argument into its most pithy 
shape — what may be called a wit of 
speech, apart from that gift of humour, 
to which neither of them could lay much 
claim.—HOLLAND, Sir HENRY, 1871, Ree- 
ollections of Past Life, p. 112. 

The great Whig leader was grandly elo- 
quent—at times; but it seemed as hard to 
rouse him to exertion as it would have 
been to move the half-torpid sloth. His 


SIR JAMES MACKINTOSH 


exordiums were sluggish; not so his per- 
orations. He spoke, however, like a ma- 
chine, that, once set moving, will go on 
doing its allotted work effectually to the 
end. He would sway backward and for- 
ward, as if his head were too heavy for his 
body. Those who remember him before 
his actual decay will recall him as alto- 
gether Scottish in manner and mind: his 
accent retained the smack of early train- 
ing. Lacking grace and dignity, the spirit 
of earnestness that pervaded his speeches 
almost supplied the places of both... . 
Mackintosh was usually sluggish—often 
as much so as his proverbially sleepy 
neighbor, Charles Grant—afterwards Lord 
Glenelg; but when suddenly excited, he 
poured forth a torrent of eloquence, 
majestic in its wrath; when indignation 
roused him, it was generally an instant 
outburst—at least in his latter days. It 
would not seem exaggeration, to those 
who remember him in his decadence, to 
liken it to a volcanic fire. —HALL, SAMUEL 
CARTER, 18838, Retrospect of a Long Life, 
pp. 119, 120. 
GENERAL 
Read Mackintosh’s “‘ Vindicie Gallice.’’ 
His style and manner, in this piece, are 
magnificent, but uniformly cumbrous, and 
occasionally warm. He has infinitely im- 
proved both in his ‘‘Preliminary Dis- 
course,’’ though some of the ponderosity 
still remains. There can hardly bea more 
express and full contradiction than in two 
passages, —p. 265 of the ‘‘Vindicie’’ and 
49 of the ‘‘Discourse.’’—GREEN, 
THomas, 1799, Diary of a Lover of Liter- 
ature, Apr. 29. 


Asan author, Sir James Mackintosh may 
claim the foremost rank amung those who 
pride themselves on artificial ornaments 
and acquired learning, or who write what 
may be termed a composite style. His 
‘‘Vindicie Gallicie’’ is a work of great 
labour, great ingenuity, great brilliancy, 
and great vigour. Itis little too antithet- 
ical in the structure of its periods, too 
dogmatical in the announcement of its 
opinions. Sir James has, we believe, re- 
jected something of the false brilliant of 
the one, as he has retracted some of the 
abrupt extravagance of the other. We 
apprehend, however, that our author is not 
one of those who draw from their own 
resources and accumulated feelings, or 
who improve with age. He belongs to a 
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class (common in Scotland and elsewhere) 
who get up school-exercises on any given 
subject in a masterly manner at twenty, 
and who at forty are either where they 
were—or retrograde, if they are men of 
sense and modesty. . . . Allhis ideas may 
be said to be given preconceptions. They 
do not arise,as it were, out of the subject, 
or out of one another at the moment, and 
therefore do not flow naturally and grace- 
fully from one another. They have been 
laid down before hand in a sort of formal 
division or frame work of the understand- 
ing; and the connexion between the prem- 
ises and the conclusion, between one branch 
of a subject and another, is made out in a 
bungling and unsatisfactory manner. 
There is no principle of fusion in the work; 
he strikes after the iron is cold, and there 
is want of malleability in the style.—Haz- 
LITT, WILLIAM, 1825, The Spirit of the 
Age, pp. 145, 146. 


The present work[ “Ethical Philosophy” ] 
is distinguished by a similar affluence of 
rare learning, acute and delicate discrimi- 
nation of thought, great force of argu- 
ment, and singular candor and urbanity in 
the discussion of systems, which are at 
war with the opinions of the author him- 
self, and which it is his purpose pointedly 
to condemn. We cannot say so much of 
the style of Sir James Mackintosh, as the 
expression of philosophical reasoning. It 
is elaborate to excess; but too visibly 
elaborate to be perfectly agreeable: and 
in many instances, his love of condensation 
betrays him into obscurity. In those pas- 
sages which contain a long train of reason- 
ing, the transition from one step to an- 
other,is usually far from being evident ;and 
the enunciation of the propositions upon 
which he depends, as well as of the con- 
clusions at which he arrives, is presented 
in such abstract terms, that we are often 
uncertain, whether we have rightly appre- 
hended his meaning. We miss the variety 
and playfulness of illustration, which make 
the style of Hume so attractive,and which 
will always give him the rank of a most 
entertaining as well as acute writer on 
subjects of abstract speculation. Neither 
do we find any resemblance to the full and 
graceful flow of transparent diction, by 
which Dugald Stewart is quite as favorably 
distinguished as by the variety of his learn- 
ing and the soundness of his understanding. 
With these abatements, which we could 
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not inconscience omit, we regard Sir James 
Mackintosh as entitled to a high rank 
among the philosophical writers of the 
present and the last age, who have given 
an imperishable charm to the fruits of deep 
speculation, and erected a splendid monu- 
ment to their names, in the history of Eng- 
lish literature. —RIPLEY, GEORGE, 1838, 
Sir James Mackintosh’s Ethical Philosophy, 
Christian Examiner, vol. 18, p: 311. 


In these memorials of Sir James Mackin- 
tosh, we trace throughout the workings 
of a powerful and unclouded intellect, 
nourished by wholesome learning, raised 
and instructed by fearless though reverent 
questionings of the sages of other times 
(which is the permitted Necromancy of the 
wise), exercised by free discussion with 
the most distinguished among the living, 
and made acquainted with its own strength 
and weakness, not only by a constant inter- 
course with other powerful minds, but by 
mixing, with energy and deliberation, in 
practical business and affairs; and here 
pouring itself out in a delightful miscel- 
lany of elegant criticism, original specula- 
tion, and profound practical suggestions 
on politics, religion, history, and all the 
greater and the lesser duties, the arts and 
the elegances of life—all expressed with 
a beautiful clearness and tempered dignity 
—breathing the purest spirit of good- 
will to mankind—and brightened not 
merely by an ardent hope, but an assured 
faith in their constant advancement in 
freedom, intelligence, and virtue.—JEF- 
FREY, FRANCIS Lorp, 1835-1844, Sir 
James Mackintosh, Contributions to the 
Edinburgh Review, vol. iv, p. 522. 

As a writer, he will ever be highly 
esteemed by a chosen few—but he is, we 
fear we must admit, not likely to sustain 
an extensive popularity with posterity.— 
CROKER, JOHN WILSON, 1835, Life of Sir 
James Muckintosh, Quarterly Review, vol. 
54, p. 291: 

I must now, however, mention to you the 
three octavo volumes on English History 
that were drawn up by Sir James Mackin- 
tosh, for Dr. Lardner. There is little 
pretension in the appearance of these 
volumes: do not be deceived by this cir- 
cumstance; they are full of weighty mat- 
ter, and are everywhere marked by para- 
graphs of comprehensive thought and 
sound philosophy, political and moral; 
they are well worthy their distinguished 
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author. The sentences are now and then 
overcharged with reflection, so as to be- 
come obscure, particularly in the first 
volume. But donot be deterred by a fault 
that too naturally resulted from the richly 
stored and highly metaphysical mind of 
this valuable writer.—SmyTH, WILLIAM, 
1839, Lectures on Modern History, vol. 1, 
p. 132. 

We do not think his works are fair and 
full exponents of his nature; and his rep- 
utation was always justly greater for 
what he was, than for what he performed, 
valuable as were most of his performances. 
—WHIPPLE, EDWIN P., 1845, North Amer- 
ican Review, Essays and Reviews, vol. i, 
p. 148. 

He is full of information and suggestion 
upon every topic which he treats. Few 
men have so much combined the power of 
judging wisely from a stationary position 
with the power of changing that station 
under changing circumstances in the age 
or in the subject. He moves slowly, or 
with velocity, as he moves amongst break- 
ers, or amongst open seas. And upon 
every theme which he treats, in proportion 
as it rises in importance, the reader is 
sure of finding displayed the accomplish- 
ments of a scholar, the philosophic re- 
sources of a very original thinker, the ele- 
gance of a rhetorician, and the large sagac- 
ity of a statesman, controlled by the most 
sceptical caution of a lawyer.—DrE QuIN- 
CEY, THOMAS, 184F-59, Glance at the 
Works of Mackintosh, Works, ed. Masson, 
vol. VII, p. 156. 

Much he learned—thought much—col- 
lected much treasure ; but the greater part 
of it was buried with him. Many a prize, 
hung on high in the intellectual firmament, 
he could discern with eyes carefully purged 
from the films of ignorance and grossness ; 
he could discern the steps even by which 
he might have mounted to the possession 
of any one which he had resolutely chosen 
and perseveringly sought—but this he did 
not. And though many a pillar and many 
a stone remain to tell where he dwelt and 
how he strove, we seek in vain for the 
temple of perfect workmanship with which 
Nature meant so skillful an architect 
should have adorned her Harth.—Ossoul, 
MARGARET FULLER, 1850? Art, Literature 
and the Drama, p. 59. 

_ Mackintosh has been already discussed 
in these pages as a senator; but his merits 
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as an essayist, and as one of the original 
contributors to the Edinburgh Review, are 
too considerable to render any apology 
necessary for again making him the sub- 
ject of discussion. His mind was essen- 
tially philosophical; his soul was imbued 
with principle, his memory stored with 
knowledge. He was fitted to have been a 
_great teacher of men, rather than their 
powerful ruler. These characteristics are 
strongly apparent in his writings; and the 
English language cannot present a more 
perfect example of philosophical disquisi- 
tion than some of his political essays, par- 
ticularly that on Parliamentary Reform, 
exhibit.—ALISON, SiR ARCHIBALD, 1853- 
59, History of Hurope, 1815-1852, ch. v. 

If he had only had the courage to devote 
himself to what he knew to be his forte, 
but which could not bring him immediate 
fame; had he read systematically, instead 
of discursively, and made himself as well 
acquainted with the higher forms of the 
Greek and German philosophy, as he did 
with the later forms and of British phi- 
losophy, —he might have ranked with the 
highest thinkers of hisage. As it is he 
has left us little that will endure beyond 
these able and candid sketches of ethical 
writers. —McCosu, JAMES, 1874, The Scot- 
tish Philosophy, p. 359. 

In one sense Mackintosh can hardly be 
regarded as an historian ; in another sense 
he-is the most philosophic historian that 
ever lived. He accomplished so little that 
his fame rests on a small basis; but the 
little which he accomplished is remarkable 
for so much knowledge, research, and dis- 
crimination, that his studies deserve espe- 
cial attention. —WALPOLE, SPENCER, 1878, 
A History of England from the Conclusion 
‘of the Great War in 1815, vol. 1, p. 344. 

His style is elegant and carefully 
wrought, but somewhat languid and want- 
ing in pith and power.—NIcoLL, HENRY, 
J., 1882, Landmarks of English Litera- 
ture, p. 342. 

This [‘‘Vindiciz Gallice’’] should be 
read in connection with Burke’s essay. Its 
purpose is sufficiently indicated by its title. 
Perhaps Mackintosh was the only man at 
the time in England who by his literary 
skill and his political sympathy was quali- 
fied to review the work and break the force 
of its great influence. Through the whole 
essay there runs a strong current of liberal 
thought, which gives to it a constant value. 
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As a presentation of the view opposed to 
that of Burke, it has had no superior, and, 
perhaps, has never been equalled. Its 
appearance in England raised the author 
at once to a position of supreme influence 
among the members of the Whig party.— 
ADAMS, CHARLES KENDALL, 1882, A Manz 
ual of Historical Literature, p. 364. 

Mackintosh’s historical writings, thcugh 
tending to discourse rather than narrative, 
show reading and a judicial temper, but 
have been superseded by later books. The 
“Dissertation upon Ethical Philosophy’’ 
is perfunctory, except in regard to the 
English moralists since Hobbes, and 
greatly wanting in clearness and precision. 
It is intended to be eclectic, accepting 
Hume’s doctrine of utility as the ‘‘cri- 
terion’? of morals, and Butler’s doctrine 
of the supremacy of the conscience, while 
the formation of the conscience is ex- 
plained by Hartley’s doctrine of associa- 
tion. In substance it seems to be a modi- 
fication of utilitarianism, and suggests 
some important amendments in the theory. 
James Mill, however, attacked it with ex- 
cessive severity in his ‘‘Fragment on 
Mackintosh,’’ 1835, and exposed much 
looseness of thought and language.— 
STEPHEN, LESLIE, 1898, Dztctionary of 
National Biography, vol. Xxxv, p. 177. 

The ‘‘Dissertation’’ is not faultless 
either in matter or style. The position of 
Kant for example, could hardly be prop- 
erly understood from it; nor do we learn 
much when we are told that the system of 
Hobbes was like a “‘palace of ice gradually 
undermined by the central warmth of 
human feeling, before it was thawed into 
muddy water by the sunshine of true phil- 
osophy.’’ Mackintosh could use the lan- 
guage of common life when he chose. The 
question whether a simple representative 
legislature is better than a constitution of 
mutal control, is (he says in the Vind. 
Gall.) simply the question ‘‘whether the 
vigilance of the master, or the squabbles 
of the servants, are the best security for 
faithful service.’’ A little more of this 
plainness of speech would have enhanced 
the value of his writings; but formed 
habits were too strong for him.—Bonar, 
JAMES, 1895, Hnglish Prose, ed. Cratk, 
vol. IV, p. 589. 

To pass from Burke to Mackintosh is to 
make the descent from genius to talent 
with more suddenness, not to say violence, 
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than one would naturally prefer. Yet 
Mackintosh is perhaps the only other prose 
writer who can be even mentioned in the 
period overshadowed by Gibbon and Burke ; 
for Robertson, though an historian of 
merit, can hardly be said as a prose writer 
to be anything more than an echo of his 
English models. Mackintosh has un- 
doubtedly more individuality. The ‘‘Vin- 
dicize Gallice’’ can still be read with pleas- 
ure; and did it not everywhere challenge a 
disastrous comparison with the monu- 
mental work to which it is the very inade- 
quate answer, it would win more admira- 
tion than it does. As it is, one cannot 
help reading it with a feeling that with all 
its more than respectable merit it is 
thoroughly characteristic of that universal 
genius whom partial friends regarded as 
an Admirable Crichton and posterity has 
clean forgotten.—TRAILL, HENRY DUFF, 
1896, Social England, vol. v, p. 452. 


His range of acquirements was most 
wide—too wide and too unceasing for the 
persistency which goes with great single 
achievements. His histories are frag- 
ments. His speeches are misplaced treat- 
ises; his treatises are epitomes of didactic 
systems. When we weigh his known worth, 
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his keenness of intellect, his sound judg- 
ment, his wealth of language, his love for 
thoroughness—which led him to remotest 


sources of information—hisamazing power » 


in coloquial discourse, we are astonished 
at the little store of good things he has 
left.—MITCHELL, DoNALD G., 1897, Hng- 
lish Lands Letters and Kings, The Later 
Georges to Victoria, p. 105. 

There has been acertain tendency, both 
in his own time and since, to regard 
Mackintosh as a sort of philosopher thrown 
away. If he was so, he would probably 
have made his mark rather in the history 
of philosophy than in philosophy itself, for 
there are no signsin him of much original 
depth. But he wrote very well, and was 
a sound and on the whole a fair critic.— 
SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1896, A History of 
Nineteenth Century Literature, p. 345. 

In James Mackintosh the school of 
Stewart stepped from its academic seclu- 
sion into the world of politics and law, 
only to betray more obviously its academic 
quality; its capacity for learned and 
luminous exposition of principles, but not 
for the philosophy that shapes lives and 
transforms states.— HERFORD, C. H., 
1897, Tne Age of Wordsworth, p. 20. 


Adam Clarke 
1762 ?-1832. 


A Wesleyan divine, distinguished for his varied learning, was born at Moybeg, in 
the north of Ireland, in 1760 or 1762. After receiving a very limited education he 
was apprenticed to a linen manufacturer, but, finding the employment uncongenial, he 
soon abandoned it, and devoted himself to study. . . . In 1782he entered on the 
duties of the ministry, being appointed by Wesley to the Bradford (Wiltshire) circuit. 
His popularity as a preacher was very great, and his influence in the denomination is 
indicated by the fact that he was three times chosen to be president of the Conference. 
He served twice on the London circuit, the second period being extended considerably 
longer than the rule allowed, at the special request of the British and Foreign Bible 
Society, who had employed him in the preparation of their Arabic Bible. He had found 
time during his itinerancy for diligent study of Hebrew and other Oriental languages, 
undertaken chiefly with the view of qualifying himself for the great work of his 
life, his “Commentary on the Holy Scriptures,’’ the first volume of which appeared in 
1810, and the eighth and last in 1826. It is a work of much learning and ability, and 
it still possesses some value, though it is in great part superseded by the results of 
later scholarship. Dr. Clarke’s other literary works were very numerous. In 1802 
he published a ‘‘Bibliographical Dictionary’’ in six volumes, to which he afterwards 
added a supplement. He was selected by the Record’s Commission to edit Rymer’s 
“‘Foedera,’’ a task for which he was not well qualified, and which he did not complete. 
He also wrote ‘‘Memoirs of the Wesley Family’’ (1823), and edited a large number of 
religious works. He died of cholera in London on the 16th August, 1832. His Mis- 
cellaneous Works have been published in a collected form in 18 vols., and a Life by 
J. B. B. Clarke appeared in 1833.—BAyYNES, THOMAS SPENCER, ed., 1877, Encyclope- 
dia Britannica, Ninth ed., vol. v, p. TOT. 
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PERSONAL 


In personal appearance there was nothing 
particularly remarkable in my Father: he 
was about five feet nine inches high, and 
in the latter years of his life had a tend- 
ency to a full habit of body; his frame 
was one of considerable strength, his limbs 
straight and well-proportioned, and his 
person unbowed to the last hour of his 
life. His features were characteristic of 
the benevolence of his mind; his smile 
inspired a confidence which the kindness 
of his manner confirmed; and no one could 
feel distrustful in the presence of his 
cheerful frankness, nor fail to do rever- 
ence to a dignity resulting from piety and 
wisdom, rendered more venerable by his 
grey hairs. His personal habits were 
those of unintermitted industry, unincum- 
bered by busy haste, and directed by the 
exactest order; what he had to do was 
performed at once and to the best of his 
power, his mind never giving way to that 
sort of hesitating examination of a dif- 
ficulty or duty which only discourages 
from its conquest or performance, with- 
out affording any additional power or wis- 
dom to undertake thetask. I never once 
saw my father idle: even in his relaxations 
his mind was occupied either in contriving 
and affording entertainment for others, 
or else in deriving healthful pleasure to 
himself. A tolerably correct 
estimate of my Father’s diligence in 
preaching may be formed from the follow- 
ing statement:—from the year 1784 to 
1785, he preached 568 sermons, independ- 
ently of lectures, expositions, etc. ; and 
from 1782 to 1808, he preached no less 
than 6,615 sermons, also exclusive of ex- 
hortations, etc. During his abode in Lon- 
don, for three years, commencing 1795, 
he walked more than 7,000 miles, merely 
on journeys to preach in the city and its 
neighborhood, not reckoning his walking 
on other private and public business. — 
CLARKE, J. B. B., 1888, An Account of 
the Infancy, Religious and Literary Life 
of Adam Clarke, pp. 626, 628. 


In the midst of incessant toils as an 
evangelist, he acquired an amount of 
erudition which is truly surprising, and 
which made him one of the foremost 
scholars of his time. In addition to the 
classics and Hebrew, Dr. Clarke was famil- 
jar with the Syriac and Chaldee languages, 
with Persian, Arabic, and Sanscrit, and had 
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some knowledge of Ethiopic and Coptic, 
together with Anglo-Saxon, French, and 
German. Besides these, he had studied 
nearly all the natural sciences, and was 
well read in general literature. Do our 
young readers ask, with amazement, How 
could this possibly be done by one so 
actively engaged? Wereply, Adam Clarke 
knew the value of time, and emphatically 
he ‘‘redeemed’’ it—redeemed it from 
sleep, idle gossip, and frivolous pursuits, 
Like Doddridge, he was an early student, 
rising at four or fiye o’clock, and giving 
the first morning hours to study and 
meditation.—GRosER, WILLIAM H., 1871, 
Men Worth Imitating, p. 145. 


He conveyed little idea of a man who 
labored by lamp-light; but rather that of 
one whose work was done, at all seasons, 
in the open air. In the pulpit he had only 
the eloquence that proceeds from perse- 
verance and convincing zeal. It is some- 
thing to have known a man who was the 
associate and friend as well as one of the 
chosen missionaries of John Wesley. Dr. 
Clarke loved much to speak of his know]l- 
edge of that great man, who, in 1782, had 
laid his hand on the head of the young 
neophyte, and dedicated him to the minis- 
try: and when the subject of this brief 
notice died, his mortal remains were in- 
terred in the burial-ground of the Method- 
ists in the City Road, close beside those 
of the Gamaliel at whose feet he had sat. 
—HALL, SAMUEL CARTER, 1883, Retro- 
spect of a Long Life, p. 415. 


GENERAL 


The literary world in general, and biblical 
students in particular, are greatly indebted 
to Dr. Clarke for the light he has thrown 
on many very difficult passages. —HorRNE, 
THOMAS HARTWELL, 1818-89, A Manual 
of Biblical Bibliography. 

It [‘‘Commentary’’] displays much 
learning and vast reading. It dwells fre- 
quently on minute points of comparatively 
small importance, and touches some other 
points very lightly. . . . The doctrines 
of Arminius appeared in it, but are not 
offensively urged; and those who cannot 
afford to purchase many books, will find in 
the stores of Dr. Clarke’s ‘‘Commentary”’ 
valuable assistance for the understanding 
of the Bible.—OrME, WILLIAM, 1824, 
Bibliotheca Biblica. 


There is much valuable matter in it 
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[‘‘Commentary’’]. Light is sometimes 
thrown on'difficult passages; but he is too 
fond of innovations, and justifying gener- 
ally condemned characters, and has both 
eccentric and exceptionable passages; yet 
he often makes good practical remarks.— 
BICKERSTETH, EDWARD, 1844, The Chris- 
tian Student. 

One hardly likes to close this sketch of 
the Methodist leaders without at least a 
passing notice of the most learned of them 
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all, Dr. Adam Clarke.—OvERTON, JOHN 
Henry, 1886, The Evangelical Revival in 
the Eighteenth Century, p. 43. 


The literary power and capacity of in- 
vestigation evinced by Clarke bore fruit 
in two ways. Asa theological writer he 
produced many works of ability, including 
English translations and new editions of 
other men’s books.—BLAIKIE, WILLIAM 
GARDEN, 1887, Dictionary of National 
Biography, vol. X, p. 413. 


Philip Freneau 
1752-18382. 


A journalist of New York city who, during the Revolution, produced much patriotic 
verse that was very effective as well as popular, though none of it is marked by any 


high degree of excellence. 


“‘Poems of Philip Freneau, written chiefly during the Late 


War’’ (1786) ; ‘‘Poems Written between the Years 1768 and 1794’’ ; ‘‘Poems Written 
and Published during the American Revolution’’ ; ‘‘Collection of Poems on American 


Affairs.’ 


Among his prose writings are, ‘‘The Philosopher of the Forest’’ ; ‘‘Essays 


by Robert Slender.’’—Apams, Oscar Fay, 1897, A Dictionary of American Authors, 


p. 138. 
PERSONAL 

On the.eighteenth of December, 1832, 
an old man, sprightly and vigorous under 
the weight of nearly eighty-one years, 
started, just as the evening was coming 
on, to walk from the village of Monmouth, 
in New Jersey, to his home in the open 
country, a distance of about two miles. 
At that home, a paternal estate of a 
thousand acres, this man had passed, at 
intervals, many years of his long life— 
filled as it had been with manifold employ- 
ments onland and sea. He wasstill a fine 
specimen of active and manly old age; in 
person somewhat below the ordinary 
height, but muscular and compact; his 
face pensive in expression and with a care- 
worn look; his dark gray eyes sunken deep 
in their sockets, but sending out gleams 
and flashes of fire when aroused in talk; 
his hair once abundant and beautiful, now 
thinned and bleached by time; stooping a 
little as he walked; to those who knew 
him, accustomed to give delight by a con- 
versation abounding in anecdotes of the 
great age of the American Revolution. On 
the evening just referred to, he had started 
alone on his walk towards his home, but 
the night passed away without his arrival 
there; and the next morning his lifeless 
body was found in a swampy meadow, 
into which, as it seemed, he must have wan- 
dered, —missing his way in the darkness, 
and in his exhaustion and bewilderment 


surrendering at last to death. That 
dead.old man was Philip Freneau, incom- 
parably the bitterest and the most un- 
relenting, and, in some respects the most 
powerful, of the satirical poets belonging 
to the insurgent side of the Revolution.— 
TYLER, Moses Coit, 1897, The Literary 
History of the American Revolution, 1763-— 
1783; vol. 1, p. 171. 

Extremely hospitable, Freneau always 
warmly welcomed his friends at Mount 
Pleasant, where he devoted his declining 
years to reading and answering his numer- 
ous correspondents, and in occasionally 
penning an article for the press. He al- 
ways retained his original frankness in ex- 
pressing himself, but it was softened down 
considerably as he advanced in years. In 
fact it was his pen, as some author has 
said, more than his heart that was so 
acrimonious in his early years ; no personal 
malice ever rested in his mind, and he was 
ever ready to pardon those who had injured 
him. Even his adversaries, some of whom 
he had treated pretty roughly with his pen 
in early days, in later times claimed him 
as a friend. In his friendships he was 
ardent and sincere, and they were usually 
life-long. — Austin, Mary §&., 1901, 
Philip Freneau the Poet of the Revolution, 
p. 202. 

GENERAL 

Philip Freneau was the most dis- 

tinguished poet of our revolutionary 
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time. He was a voluminous writer, and 
many of his compositions are intrinsically 
worthless, or, relating to persons and 
events now forgotten, are no longer inter- 
esting; but enough remain to show that he 
had more genius and more enthusiasm than 
any other bard whose powers were called 
into action during the great struggle for 
_ liberty. —GrISWOLD, RuFus W., 1842-46, 
The Poets and Poetry of America, p. 1. 

He wrote many songs and ballads in a 
patriotic and historical vein, which at- 
tracted and somewhat reflected the feel- 
ings of his contemporaries, and were not 
destitue of merit. Their success was 
owing, in part, to the immediate interest 
of the subjects, and in part to musical 
versification and pathetic sentiment. One 
of his Indian ballads has survived the gen- 
eral neglect to which more artistic skill 
and deeper significance in poetry have 
banished the mass of his verses; to the 
curious in the metrical writings, however, 
they yet afford a characteristic illustration 
of the taste and spirit of the times.— 
TUCKERMAN, HENRY T., 1852, A Sketch 
of American Interature. 

The poems of Philip Freneau represent 
his times, the war of wit and verse no less 
than of sword and stratagem of the Revolu- 
tion; and he superadds to this material a 
humorous, homely simplicity peculiarly 
his own, in which he paints the life 
of village rustics, with their local man- 
ners fresh about them, of days when 
tavern delights were to be freely spoken 
of, before temperance societies and Maine 
laws were thought of; when men went 
to prison at the summons of inexor- 
able creditors, and when Connecticut 
deacons rushed out of meeting to arrest 

‘and waylay the passing Sunday traveller. 
When these humors of the day were ex- 
hausted, and the impulses of patriotism 
were gratified in song, when he had paid 
his respects to Rivington and Hugh Gaine, 
he solaced himself with higher themes, in 
the version of an ode of Horace, a vision- 
ary meditation on the antiquities of 
America, or a sentimental] effusion on the 
loves of Sappho. These show the fine 
tact and delicate handling of Freneau, who 
deserves much more consideration in this 
respect from critics than he has ever re- 
ceived. — Duyckinck, Evert A. AND 
GrorcE L., 1855-65-75, Cyclopedia of 
American Literature, ed. Simons, vol. 1. 


187 


The headlong mass of his verse far ex- 
ceeded his powers to keep it up to the 
highest standard of that age, far less to 
escape the anathemas of our own when 
every graduate can make fair jingle on 
moon or glacier, on love or war. Nine- 
tenths of his patriotic hymns, of his odes 
valedictory, worshipful, or comminative, 
are such as are consigned to the corners 
of weekly newspapers. Some half dozen 
pieces, however, remain to prove that 
Philip Freneau was a poet.—NICHOL, 
JOHN, 1880-85, American Literature, 
p. 94. 

Freneau was a genius in his way, and 
had brilliant instincts. Some of his poetry 
sprung from the intense flame of oppres- 
sion, and as a‘poet he blew it to a white 
heat. He was possessed of an impetuous 
flow of song for freedom, and his wit was 
pungent and stinging. That he used this 
with effect can be readily seen by any 
person who reads his supposed interview 
with King George and Fox. Then take 
his exquisite dirge of the heroes of Hutaw 
Springs, his odes like ‘‘Benedict Arnold’s 
Departure ;’’ some parts of them unrivalled. 
His works show that he imitated in some 
degree both Gray and Shelley.—Murray, 
JAMES D., 1883, Lecture Before the Long. 
Island Historical Society. 

Perhaps the most versatile of our early 
writers of verse was Philip Freneau,a man 
of French extraction, possessing the tal- 
ents of a ready writer, and endowed with 
that brightness and elasticity of mind 
which makes even shallowness of thought 
and emotion pleasing.—WHIPPLE, EDWIN 
PERCY, 1886, American Literature and 
Other Papers, ed. Whittier, p. 22. 

Philip Freneau is talked about, but is 
not read. Hisname is known, in a vague 
way, as that of ‘‘the Poet of the Revolu- 
tion;’’ and those unfamiliar with his 
voluminous verse are ready to believe that 
he was a patriot, a wit, and a successful 
lyrist. Freneau’s masterpiece, 
which seems to me the best poem written 
in America before 1800, is ‘‘The House 
of Night, a Vision,’’ in one hundred and 
thirty-six four-line stanzas, which ap- 
peared in his 1786 collection. Its occa- 
sional faults of expression and versification 
are manifest, but in thought and execution, 
notwithstanding the influence of Gray, it 
is surprisingly original and strong, dis- 
tinctly anticipating some of the methods 
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of Coleridge, Poe, and the English pre- 
Raphaelite poets, none of whom, probably, 
ever read a line of it. To those who enjoy 
a literary ‘‘find,’? and like to read and 
praise a bit of bizarre genius unknown to 
the multitude, I confidently commend ‘‘The 
House of Night.’’—RICHARDSON, CHARLES 
F., 1888, American Literature, 1607— 
1885, vol. 1, pp. 13, 15. 

“Wild-Honeysuckle”—the first stammer 
of poetry in America. We delight to 
linger over this little piece, consisting of 
only four stanzas of the sort known as 
‘‘sesta rima,’’ and in spite of its imperfec- 
tions, read it over and over again until we 
find that we have learned it by heart. And 
it is worthy of our praise; the delight it 
shows in the simple beauty of the flower, 
embosomed in nature; the thought of the 
frosts of autumn, and regret for death, — 
area foretaste of Bryant and ahost of fol- 
lowers. We may read Freneau’s volumes 
through, and find nothing to compare with 
this; some few pieces faintly recall it, but 
the vast majority of them are satirical and 
partisan in spirit.—WHITE, GREENOUGH, 
1890, Sketch of the Philosophy of American 
Interature, p. 42. 

Lived to more than twice the age of 
Brown, but, with the exception of one 
imaginative poem, ‘‘The House of Night,’’ 
wrote nothing of more than temporary 
value. But his political, humorous, and 
society verses were voluminous, and, in 
their way and for their time, telling and 
entertaining. His perceptions were quick, 
his feelings lively, he wrote rapidly and 
heedlessly ; but now and then he struck a 
true note or expressed a memorable 
thought.—HAWTHORNE, JULIAN, AND LEM- 
MON, LEONARD, 1891, American Litera- 
ture, p. 25. 

Freneau’s patriotic verses and political 
lampoons are now unreadable; but he de- 
serves to rank as the first real American 
poet, by virtue of his “Wild Honeysuckle,” 
‘‘Indian Burying-Ground,”’ ‘‘Indian Stu- 
dent,’’ and a few other little pieces, which 
exhibit a grace and delicacy inherited, 
perhaps, with his French blood. Indeed, 
to speak strictly, all of the ‘‘poets’’ hither- 
to mentioned were nothing but rhymers; 
but in Freneau we meet with something of 
beauty and artistic feeling; something 
which still keeps his verses fresh.— 
Beers, Henry A., 1895, Initial Studies 
in American Letters, p. 62. 
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Many of his forgotten poems show high 
imaginative range—touching the land- 
scape (where it appears) with rare tact 
and grace. —MITCHELL, DONALD G., 1897, 
American Lands and Letters, The May- 
flower to Rip- Van- Winkle, p. 216. 


The review of our early poetry would be 
disheartening indeed, were it not for the 
name of Philip Freneau. Captain 
Freneau’s political verse, whether satiric 
or eulogistic, has vigor and a certain 
rough originality, but no charm. It is 
the rare lyric, the sudden grate of phrase 
or image that the long-baffled seeker for 
American poetry hails as birdnotes in 
March. Here and there, the French blood 
tells. When this noisy sailor softens his 
tones to sing how 

“At Eutaw Springs the valiant died,”’ 


Keltic pathos makes itself felt even 
through the formalism of the diction. 
There are touches of ‘‘natural magic’’ in 
his stanzas to ‘‘The Wild Honeysuckle’’ 
and ‘‘Honey Bee,”’ and the Keltic turn for 
style, no less than the new poetic vision 
of ‘‘the ancients of these lands,’’ imparts 
a lasting attraction to his revery upon 
“The Indian Burying Ground.’’—BArTEs, 
KATHARINE LEE, 1897, American Litera- 
ture, pp. 83, 84. 


The poet who was capable of producing 
lines fit to be thus blended with their own 
by Thomas Campbell and Walter Scott, and 
of such true lustre as to catch the eye of 
any critical reader, as they sparkled 
among those gems of poetic strass with 
which they were intermingled by the 
honorable lady who had condescended to 
claim them as her own, was not forced into 
the field of satire for lack of genius to 
succeed in some higher sphere of poetry. 
—TyLer, Mosss Coit, 1897, The Liter- 
ary History of the American Revolution, 
1763-1788, vol. 1, p. 179. 


Philip Freneau, who turned out much 
doggerel and indifferent verse for the 
newspapers, reaches at times, in some lyric 
like his ‘‘Indian Burying Ground,’’ a level 
higher than that to which any of his more 
ambitious brethren attained. His best 
work is indeed small in quantity, and shines 
out from amass of rubbish, but gems like 
the poem just mentioned, ‘‘The Wild 
Honeysuckle,’’ and ‘‘Eutaw Springs’’ may 
be said to hold a permanent place in our 
literature. Such poems bear the stamp of 
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that originality which is one of the marks 
of a true poet, and they have an un- 
mistakable grace and delicacy of touch.— 
PANcoAST, HENRY S., 1898, An Intro- 
duction te American Literature, p. 107. 

In one or two of his poems, it now seems 
probable, we can find more literary merit 
than in any other work produced in 
America before the nineteenth century. 
——WENDELL, BARRETT, 1900, A Literary 
History of America, p. 130. 
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“The Wild Honeysuckle’”’ is the high- 
water mark of American poetry of the 
eighteenth century, in delicacy of feeling 
and felicity of expression being at least 
the equal of Bryant’s ‘‘To the Fringed 
Gentian.’’ When such lines were possible 
in the very infancy of the national life, 
there ‘was no reason to despair for the 
future of American literature. —BrRon- 
SON, WALTER C., 1900, A Short History 
of American Literature, p. 65. 


Sir John Leslie 
1766-1832. 

Sir John Leslie, natural philosopher, born at Largo, 16th April 1766, studied at St. 
Andrews and Edinburgh, and travelled as tutor in America and on the Continent, mean- 
while engaging in experimental research. The fruits of his labors were a translation 
of Buffon’s ‘‘Birds’’ (1793), the invention of a differential thermometer, a hygrometer, 
and a photometer, and ‘‘Inquiry into Heat’’ (1804). In 1805 he obtained the chair of 
Mathematics at Edinburgh, though keenly opposed by the ministers as a follower of 
Hume. In 1810 he invented artificial refrigeration. Transferred to the chair of 
Natural Philosophy (1819), he invented the pyroscope, atmometer, and zthrioscope. 
Knighted in 1832, on 3rd November he died. See Memoir by Macvey Napier (1888). 


—PATRICK AND GROOME, eds., 1897, Chambers’s Biographical Dictionary, p. 587. 


PERSONAL 


In 1819 the death of Playfair was fol- 
lowed by Leslie’s election to the chair of 
natural philosophy at Edinburgh without 
oppositon. He devoted himself to improv- 
ing the experimental equipment of the 
physical laboratory, and to the work of 
teaching his favourite science, but he is 
said to have been wanting, like so many 
original workers, in the power of lucid 
exposition. Of all his ‘‘great and varied 
gifts, none was more remarkable than the 
delicacy and success with which he per- 
formed the most delicate experiments, ex- 
cepting perhaps his intuitive sagacity in in- 
stantly detecting the cause of an accidental 

’ failure.’’—PLATTS, CHARLES, 1893, Dic- 
tionary of National Biography, vol. XXXiii, 


p. 106. 
GENERAL 


Mr. Leslie is well known to the scientific 
world, by the ingenuity he has displayed 
in the contrivance of his methods and in- 
struments, in those experimental investiga- 
tions to which he has directed his atten- 
tion. Mr. Leslie’s experimental 
results are sometimes too briefly stated, 
and the grounds on which his conclusions 
rest, are not always brought sufficiently 
forward: the evidence for them, there- 
fore, frequently appears not equal to the 
confidence with which they are delivered ; 


and objections occur, which amore ample 
statement or illustration might perhaps 
have obviated. We need scarcely add, 
that the whole work is marked by that 
ingenuity of invention, and that minute 
discrimination, which have always distin- 
guished Mr. Leslie’s investigations.— 
MurrAy, JOHN, 1815, Leslie on Heat and 
Moisture, Edinburgh Review, vol. 24, pp. 
839, 353. 

It would be impossible, we think, for any 
intelligent and well-constituted mind, 
thoroughly acquainted with the powers and 
attainments of Sir John Leslie, to view 
them without a strong feeling of admira- 
tion for his vigorous and inventive genius, 
and of respect for that extensive and 
varied knowledge which his active curi- 
osity, his excursive reading, and his happy 
memory had enabled him to amass and 
digest. His theoretical notions may be 
thrown aside or condemned; but his ex- 
quisite instruments and his experimental 
combinations will ever attest the utility 
no less than the originality of his labours, 
and continue to act as helps to farther 
discovery.—NAPIER, MACVEY, 1838, En- 
cyclopedia Britannica. 

His real merit was, that, notwithstand- 
ing the difficulties which beset his path, 
he firmly seized the great truth, that there 
is no fundamental difference between light 
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and heat. As he puts it, each is merely a 
metamorphosis of the other. Heat is light 
incomplete repose. Light is heat in rapid 
motion. Directly light is combined with 
a body, it becomes heat; but when it is 
thrown off from that body, it again be- 
comes light. Whether this is true or 
false, we cannot tell; and many years, 
perhaps many generations, will have to 
elapse before we shall be able to tell. But 
the service rendered by Leslie is quite 
independent of the accuracy of his opinion, 
as to the manner in which light and heat 
are interchanged. That they are inter- 
changed, is the essential and paramount 
idea. And we must remember, that he 
made this idea the basis of his researches, 
at a period when some very important 
facts, or, I should rather say, some very 
conspicuous facts, were opposed to it; 
while the main facts which favoured it 
were still unknown. When he composed 
his work, the analogies between light and 
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heat, with which we are now acquainted, 
had not been discovered; no one being 
aware, that double refraction, polariza- 
tion, and other curious properties, are 
common to both. To grasp so widea truth 
in the face of such obstacles, was a rare 
stroke of sagacity. But, on account of 
the obstacles, the inductive mind of Eng- 
land refused to receive the truth, as it was 
not generalized from a survey of all the 
facts. And Leslie, unfortunately for him- 
self, died too soon to enjoy the exquisite 
pleasure of witnessing the empirical cor- 
roboration of his doctrine by direct ex- 
periment, although he clearly perceived 
that the march of discovery, in reference 
to polarization, was leading the scientific 
world to a point, of which his keen eye had 
discerned the nature, when, to others, it 
was an almost invisible speck, dim in the 
distant offing.—BuCKLE, HENRY THOMAS, 
1862-66, History of Civilization in Eng- 
land, vol, I, p. 384. 


Hannah More 
1745-1883 


Born, at Stapleton, Gloucestershire, 2 Feb. 1745. Precocious abilities in childhood. 
Adopted literary career. Visit to London, 1774; friendship with Garrick begun. Play, 
‘<The Inflexible Captive,’’ translated from Metastasio, performed at Exeter and Bath, 
1775. Tragedy, “‘Percy,’’ produced at Covent Garden, 10 Dec. 1777. ‘‘The Fatal 
Falsehood,’’ Covent Garden, 6 May 1779. Gave up connection with stage after 
Garrick’s death. Settled at Cowslip Green, near Bristol, 1785. Started Sunday- 
schools, with her sisters’ help, in her parish of Blagdon, 1789. Took part in ‘‘ Blagdon 
Controversy,’’ 1800-02. Removed to Barley Wood, 1802; to Clifton, 1828. Died, 
at Clifton, 7 Sept. 1838. Buried at Wrington, Gloucestershire. Works: ‘‘The 
Search after Happiness,’’ 1773 (2nd edn. same year) ; ‘‘The Inflexible Captive,’’ 1774 
(8rd edn. same year); ‘‘Sir Eldred of the Bower and the Bleeding Rock,’’ 1776; ‘‘Ode 
to Dragon’’ (anon.), 1777; ‘‘Essays on Various Subjects,’’ 1777; ‘‘Percy’’ (anon.), 
1778; ‘‘Works . in prose and verse,’’ 1778; ‘‘The Fatal Falsehood,’’ 1779; 
“‘Sacred Dramas,’’ 1782; ‘‘Florio and The Bas Bleu,’’ 1786; ‘‘Slavery,’’ 
1788; ‘‘Thoughts on the Importance of the Manners of the Great’’ (anon.), 1788; 
“Bishop Bonner’s Ghost’’ (anon.), 1789; ‘‘An Estimate of the Religion of the 
Fashionable World’’ (anon), 1791; ‘‘Remarks on the Speech of M. Dupont,’’ 1793 
(8rd edn. same year) ; ‘‘Village Politics’’ (under pseud. ‘‘ Will Chip’’), 1793; ‘‘Hints 
to all Ranks of People’’ (anon.), [1795]; Tracts signed ‘‘Z,’’ in ‘‘Cheap Repository 
Tracts’? 1795-98; ‘‘A Hymn of Praise’’ (anon.), [1796]; ‘‘Strictures on the Modern 
System of Female Education’’ (2 vols.), 1799 (8rd edn. sume year); ‘‘ Works (8 vols.), 
1801; ‘‘Hints towards forming the character of a Young Princess’’ (anon. ; 2 vols.), 
1805; “‘Coelebs in search of a Wife’’ (anon.), 1808; ‘‘Practical Piety’’ (2 vols.), 
1811 (4th edn. same year) ; ‘‘Christian Morals’’ (2 vols.), 1813 (5th edn. same year) ; 
“‘Hissay on the Character and Practical Writings of St. Paul,’? 1815 (3rd edn. same 
year) ; ‘‘Poems’’ (collected), 1816; ‘‘Works’’ (19 vols.), 1818-19; ‘Stories for the 
Middle Ranks of Sotiety,’’ 1819; ‘‘Moral Sketches of prevailing Opinions and Manners,” 
1819 (5th edn. same year) ; ‘‘Bible Rhymes on the Names of all the Books of the Old 
and New Testaments,’’ 1821; ‘‘The Spirit of Prayer,’’ 1825 (8rd edn. same year); 
“The Feast of Freedom,” 1827 ; ‘‘Poems’’ (collected), 1829 ; ‘‘Works’’ (11 vols.), 18380. 
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HANNAH MORE 


She edited : 
Works”’ (2 vols.), 1840. Life: 
to Zackary Macaulay,’’ 
Dictionary of English Authors, p. 202. 


PERSONAL 


I visited Hannah More, at Cowslip Green, 
on Monday last, and seldom have | lived a 
pleasanter day. She knew my opinions, 
and treated them with a flattering defer- 
ence. Her manners are mild, her informa- 
tion considerable, and her taste correct. 
There are five sisters, and each of them 
would be remarked in a mixed company. 
. . . They pay for and direct the educa- 
tion of 1,000 poor children.—SouTHEy, 
RoBerT, 1795, Letter To Grosvenor C. Red- 
ford, Oct. 10; Life and Correspondence, ed. 
C. C. Southey. 


When she chose, or when she was ade- 
quately excited, could really perform with 
effect and execution; and, at times, she 
executed bravuras, or passages of col- 
loquial effect, which electrified all who 
heard. Mrs. H. More was the most op- 
posite creature in the world. She was 
modest, feminine, and, by nature, retiring. 
Her manners, which were those of a well- 
bred woman, accustomed to good society, 
and therefore free from all bustle, hurry, 
and excitement, supported the natural ex- 
pression of her mind. It was only by a 
most unnatural and transient effort that 
she ever attempted to shine. On the other 
hand, to the eye, she was a far more pleas- 
ing woman than the masculine De Stael. 

Mrs. H. More was soft, delicate, 
and agreeable; and, in youth, must have 
been pretty. Her eyes only too bright for 
absolute repose of countenance; else hers 
would have been nearly quiescent. Her 
sisters were, if not more interesting, at 
least more entertaining; especially Mrs. 
Sally, who had exuberant spirits, mirth, 
and good nature: and Mrs. Patty, who was 
distinguished for humour, or at least 
drollery.—DE QuiINcEy, Tuomas, 1833, 
Recollections of Hannah More, Works, ed. 
Masson, vol. xiv, pp. 111, 112. 


It may be questioned whether any one 
in modern times has lived so long with 
less waste of existence, or written so much 
with less abuse of ability; whether wis- 
dom has been better consecrated or re- 
ligion better seconded, in this our day at 
least, by the pure and prudent application 
of popular talents.—RoBERTS, WILLIAM, 


“Poems”? by Ann Yearsley, 1785. 
by H. Thompson, 1888. Posthumous : 2 
ed. by A. Roberts, 1860.—SuHarp, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A 
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Collected Works: ‘‘Miscellaneous 


“Letters . . 


1834, Memoirs of the Life and Correspond- 
ence of Mrs. Hannah More, pt.v, ch. iii. 


Though I think that Mrs. More’s very 
great notoriety was more the work of 
circumstances, and the popular turn of her 
mind, than owing to a strong original 
genius, I am far from thinking her an 
ordinary woman. She must have had 
great energy of character, and a spritely, 
versatile mind, which did not originate 
much, but which readily caught the spirit 
of the day, and reflected all phases of 
opinion in the pious and well-disposed por- 
tion of society in a clear and lively man- 
ner.—COLERIDGE, SARA, 18384, Letter to 
Miss E. Trevenen, Aug.; Memoirs and Let- 
ters, ed. Daughter. 


I never, to the best of my recollection, 
proposed to review Hannah More’s Life or 
Works. If I did, it must have been in 
jest. She was exactly the very last person 
in the world about whom I should choose 
to write a critique. She was a very kind 
friend to me from childhood. Her notice 
first called out my literary tastes. Her 
presents laid the foundation of my library. 
She was to me what Ninon was to Voltaire, 
—begging her pardon for comparing her 
to a bad woman, and yours for comparing 
myself to a great man. She really was a 
second mother to me. I have a real 
affection for her memory. I therefore 
could not possibly write about her unless 
I wrote in her praise; and all the praise 
which I could give to her writings, even 
after straining my conscience in her favor, 
would be far indeed from satisfying any 
of her admirers.—MACAULAY, THOMAS 
BABINGTON, 1837, To Napier, June 15; 
Life and Letters, ed. Trevelyan. 


The cottage, except by the growth of 
the trees then planted, is little altered 
from its appearance in 1785, when Miss 
More first took possession of it. It is 
only one story high; the roof is thatch; a 
smooth lawn, with a few shrubs and trees, 
fronts the window of the drawing-room, 
which looks towards the south. A border 
of flowers runs nearly round the walls. 
Situate in the midst of the bright and 
fertile vale of Wrington, Cowslip Green 
commands a variety of exquisite views. 
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On one side of the lawn rises the abrupt 
hill on which the noble mansion of Aldwick 
Court has since been erected. To the south 
spreads the rich and sylvan valley, bounded 
by the dark outline of the Mendips, with 
their warm-tinted herbage and dusky 
woods, casting out in bold relief the 
picturesque village of Blagdon, and the 
“‘Magick Garden’’ of Mendip Lodge with 
its noble terraces of ‘‘Shade above shade, 
a woody theatre of stateliest view ;’’ while 
between them the cottage roofs and vener- 
able tower of Burrington shelter in the 
leafy skirts of their bold and rocky coomb. 
—THOMPSON, HENRY, 1838, Life of Han- 
nah More. 


I like neither her letters, nor her books, 
nor her character. She was that most 
disagreeable of all monsters, a_blue- 
stocking—a monster that can only exist 
in a miserably false state of society, in 
which a woman with but a smattering of 
learning or philosophy is classed along 
with singing mice or card-playing pigs. — 
ELIOT, GEORGE, 1848, Letter to J. Sibree, 
Life, ed. Cross, vol. 1, p. 123. 

Her form was small and slight, her 
features wrinkled with age ; but the burden 
of eighty years had not impaired her 
gracious smile, nor lessened the fire of her 
eyes, the clearest, the brightest, and the 
most searching I have ever seen. They 
were singularlarly dark—positively black 
they seemed as they looked forth among 
carefully-trained tresses of her own white 
hair; and absolutely sparkled while she 
spoke of those of whom she was the vener- 
ated link between the present and the long 
past. Her manner on entering the room, 
while conversing, and at our departure, was 
positively spritely ; she tripped about from 
console to console, from window to win- 
dow, to show us some gift that bore a 
name immortal, some cherished reminder 
of other days—almost of another world, 
certainly of another age; for they were 
memories of those whose deaths were 
registered before the present century had 
birth. She was clad, I well remember, in 
a rich dress of pea-green silk. It was an 
odd whim, and contrasted somewhat oddly 
with her patriarchal age and venerable 
countenance, yet was in harmony with the 
youth of her step and her increasing vi- 
vacity, as she laughed and chatted, chatted 
and laughed; her voice strong and clear 
as that of a girl.—HALL, 8. C., 1871, A 
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Book of Memoirs of Great Men and Women 
of the Age. 

Free from vanity she scarcely was, even 
in her latter days, though she had forsaken, 
as she supposed, the vain and frivolous 
world; but she was singularly amiable, 
thoroughly guileless, and sincere; hence 
the,number of her devoted friends. Her 
intellectual abilities were confessedly of 
a high order, her piety unaffected, and 
her benevolence conspicuous.—CoOPNER, 
JAMES, 1885, Sketches of Celibate Worthies, 
p. 327. 

Hannah More did get unendurably poky, 
narrow, and solemn in her last days, and 
not a little sanctimonious; and we natur- 
ally think of her as an aged spinster with 
black mitts, corkscrew curls, and a mob 
cap, always writing or presenting a tedious 
tract, forgetting her brilliant youth, when 
she was quite good enough, and lively, 
too.— SANBORN, KATE, 1885, The Wit of 
Women, p. 33. 

Strict and consistent as a moralist, she 
was never led into any extravagances or 
fanaticisms. Stern even as a disciplin- 
arian, she did not proscribe healthy and 
natural amusements. Strong-minded,— 
if I may use a modern contemptuous 
phrase,—she never rebelled against the 
ordinances of nature or the laws dictated 
by inspiration. She was a model woman: 
beautiful, yet not vain; witty, yet never 
irreverent ; independent, yet respectful to 
authority; exercising private ‘judgment, 
yet admired by bishops; learned, without 
pedantry; hospitable, without extrava- 
gance; fond of the society of the great, 
yet spending her life among the poor; alive 
to the fascinations of society, yet con- 
secrating all her energies of mind and body 
to the good of those with whom she was 
brought in contact; as capable of friend- 
ship as Paula, as religious as Madame 
Guyon, as charming in conversation as 
Récamier, as practical as Elizabeth, as 
broad and tolerant as Fénelon.—Lorp, 
JOHN, 1886, Beacon Lights of History, 
vol. V, p. 425. 

On the 13th, the worn-out body was laid 
to rest beside those of her four sisters in 
the church-yard at Wrington. Her direc- 
tions had been to avoid all pomp and dis- 
play—only that suits of mourning were to 
be given to fifteen old men whom she had 
selected—but there were endless spontane- 
ous tokens of respect. Every church in 
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Bristol tolled its bell as the funeral passed 
through the streets. All the neighboring 
gentlemen met the procession a mile from 
the church, and fell into the rear; and for 
half a mile the road was crowded with 
country people mostly in mourning, and 
two hundred school-children, with a large 
number of clergy, preceded the coffin into 
_ church. Hannah More’s property was 
worth about thirty thousand pounds. 
Having no near relations, she left ten 
thousand pounds between various charities 
in London and at Bristol, with bequests 
to her clubs at Cheddar and Shipham. But 
her truly valuable legacy was not only the 
example of what one woman could be and 
could do, but a real influence on the tone 
of education in all classes of English 
women.—YONGE, CHARLOTTE M., 1888, 
Hannah More (Famous Women), p. 226. 

He [Freeman] always looked back with 
interest to this early friendship with 
Hannah More, and was accustomed to say 
that she was a direct link between himself 
and Samuel Johnson, for he had been a 
pet of Hannah More, as she had been a 
favourite of the learned Doctor. He was 
also fond of referring to Lord Macaulay’s 
acquaintance with her when he was a boy, 
only observing that he himself had not, 
like Macaulay, offered her a glass of old 
spirits. STEPHENS, W. R. W., 1895, The 
Life and Letters of Edward A. Freeman, 
vol. I, p. 6. 

CGELEBS IN SEARCH OF A WIFE 

1808 

This book is written, or supposed to be 
written, (for we would speak timidly of 
the mysteries of superior beings), by the 
celebrated Mrs. Hannah Moore! Weshall 
probably give great offence by such indis- 
cretion; but still we must be excused for 
treating it as a book merely human,—an 
uninspired production,—the result of 
mortality left to itself, and depending on 
its own limited resources. In taking up 
the subject in this point of view, we 
solemnly disclaim the slightest intention 
of indulging in any indecorous levity, or 
of wounding the religious feelings of a 
large class of very respectable persons. 
It is the only method in which we can 
possibly make this work a proper object of 
criticism. We have the strongest possible 
doubts of the attributes usually ascribed 
to this authoress; and we think it more 
simple and manly to say so at once, than 
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to admit nominally superlunary claims, 
which, in the progress of our remarks, we 
should virtually deny.—SmituH, SYDNEY, 
1809, Celebs in Search of a Wife, Edin- 
burgh Review, vol. 14, p. 145. 


Have you read ‘‘Celebs’’? It has 
reached eight editions in so many weeks, 
yet literally it is one of the very poorest 
sort of common novels, with the drawback 
of dull religion in it. Had the religion 
been high and flavored, it would have been 
something. I borrowed this ‘‘Celebs in 
Search of a Wife,’’ of a very careful, 
neat lady, and returned it with this stuff 
written in the beginning :— 

If ever I marry a wife 

I'd marry a landlord’s daughter, 

For then I may sit in the bar, 

And drink cold brandy-and-water. 
—LAMB, CHARLES, 1809, Letter to Cole- 
ridge, Final Memorials, ed. Talfourd. 

Mrs. Clifford tells me that Mrs. Hannah 
More was lately at Dawlish, and excited 
more curiosity there, and engrossed more 
attention, than any of the distinguished 
personages who were there, not excepting 
the Prince of Orange. The gentleman 
from whom she drew ‘‘Ccelebs’’ was there, 
but most of those who saw him did him the 
justice to declare that he was a much more 
agreeable man than Celebs. If you have 
any curiosity to know his name, I can tell 
you that—young Mr. Harford, of Blaise 
Castle. —EpcEwortH, Marta, 1810, To 
Mrs. Ruxton, Jan.; Life and Letters, ed. 
Hare, vol. 1, p. 170. 

Her novel, ‘‘Coelebs in Search of a 
Wife,’’ hasa great deal of shrewdness and 
caustic wit about it. It was the book of 
its year, and was quoted everywhere. 
Notwithstanding many expenses and dis- 
advantages, she cleared £2,000 by it ina 
single year. This sum was paid in the 
instalments of £500 a quarter, and the 
copyright remained in her own hands.— 
HAMILTON, CATHERINE J., 1892, Women 
Writers, First Series, p. 94. 

She wrote a novel called ‘‘Ccelebs in 
Search of a Wife.’’ Do you happen to 
have read it? I hardly know whether to 
advise it, or not; there isso much to read ! 
But if you do, you will find most excellent 
English in it, and a great deal of very good 
preaching ; and many hints about the social 
habits of that time—trustworthy even to 
the dinner hour and the lunch hour; and 
maxims good enough for a copy book, or 
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a calendar; and you will find—what you 
will not find in all stories nowadays—a 
definite beginning and a definite end. I 
know wuat you may say, if you do read it. 
You would say that the sermons are too 
long, and that the herois a prig; and that 
you would never marry him if he were 
worth twice his fortune, and were to offer 
himself ten times over. Well—perhaps 
not; but he had a deal of money. And 
that book of ‘‘Ccelebs’’—whatever you 
may choose to say of it, had a tremendous 
success; it ran over Europe like wildfire; 
was translated into French, into German, 
into Dutch, into Polish, and I know not 
what language besides; and across the 
Atlantic—in those colonial days, when 
bookshops were not, as now, at every cor- 
ner—over thirty thousand copies were 
sold.—MITCHELL, DONALD G., 1895, Eng- 
lish Lands Letters and Kings, Queen Anne 
and the Georges, p. 175. 
GENERAL 

I am very much pleased to find that 
‘‘Percy’’ meets with your approbation. It 
has been extremely successful, far beyond 
my expectation, and more so than any 
tragedy has been for many years. The 
profits were not so great as they would 
have been, had it been brought out when 
the town was full; yet they were such as 
I have no reason to complain of. The 
author’s nights, sale of the copy, etc., 
amounted to near six hundred pounds (this 
is entre nous); and as my friend Mr. 
Garrick has been so good as to lay it out 
for me on the best security, and at five per 
cent., it makes a decent little addition to 
my small income. Cadell gave £150—a 
very handsome price, with conditional 
promises. He confesses (a thing not 
usual) that it has had a very great sale, 
and that he shall get a good deal of money 
by it. The first impression was near four 
thousand, and the second is almost sold.— 
More, HANNAH, 1778, Letter to Mrs. 
Gwatkin, March 5; Memoirs, ed. Roberts, 
pt. i, ch. iv. 

Miss Moore has written a poem called 
“‘Le Bas Bleu;’’ whichis in my opinion a 
very great performance. It wanders about 
in manuscript, and surely will soon find its 
way to Bath.—JOHNSON, SAMUEL, 1784, 
To Mrs. Thrale, Apr. 19; Letters, ed. Hill, 
vol. 11, p. 390. 

She is a favourite writer with me, and 
has more nerve and energy, both in her 
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thoughts and language, than half the he- 
rhymers in the king¢dom.—CowPeErR, WIL- 
LIAM, 1788, To Lady Hesketh, Feb. 16; 
Life of Cowper by Hayley, vol. 1, p. 160. 

How unlike are these lines to the 
chymical preparations of our modern 
poetasters, cock and hen! who leave one 
with no images but of garlands of flowers 
and necklaces of coloured stones. Every 
stanza of ‘‘Bonner’s Ghost’’ furnishes you 
with a theme of ideas. I haveread them 
twenty times, and every time they improve 
onme. How easy, how well kept up the 
irony! how sensible the satire! how deli- 
cate and genteel the compliments! I hold 
‘Jekyll’? and ‘‘Bonner’s Ghost’’ perfect 
compositions, in their different kinds— 
a great deal to say, when poetry has been 
so much exhausted.—WALPOLE, HORACE, 
1789, Letter to Miss Berry, July 10; 
Journals and Correspondence of Miss Berry, 
ed. Lewis, vol. 1, p. 172. 

As a writer, how eminently artificial she 
was, notwithstanding some imaginary ad- 
miration which she always professed for 
simplicity, is evident from the very struc- 
ture of her sentences ; which are all turned 
as in a lathe, and areso entirely dependent 
for their effect upon antithesis, or direct 
contraposition in the words, even where 
there is little or none in the thoughts, 
that once a great poet,opening one of her 
works and reading a paragraph, made this 
remark to me,—‘‘These feeble thinkers 
dare not trust a single thought to its 
native powers: so afraid are they of 
seeming dull,and so conscious of no innate 
right to challenge or support attention, 
that each particular sentence is polished 
into a sparkling and independent whole; 
so that, open the book where you will, all 
has an exterior brilliancy, and will bear 
being detached without any injury to its 
effect, having no sort of natural cohesion 
with the context, or dependency upon what 
goes before.’’ With all these 
ineradicable disadvantages, Mrs. More’s 
works have their value. The very dilution 
of their thoughts recommends them, and 
adapts them to those who would shrink 
from severer or profounder speculations, 
and who seek, in all they read, to see their 
own ordinary sentiments reflected. Still, 
even thus, Mrs. H. More is not destined to 
any long existence.—DE QUINCEY, THOMAS, 
1833, Recollections of Hannah More, Works, 
ed. Masson, vol. xiv, pp. 180, 181. 
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Miss Hannah More,a lady not out of har- 
mony with these discords which mankind 
have been so long taking for their melan- 
choly music. . . . It isthe first time weever 
read any of her verses; and she has fairly 
surprised us not only with some capital 
good sense, but with liberal and feeling 
sentiments! How could a heart, capable of 
uttering such things, get incrusted with 
Calvinism! and that, too, not out of fear 
and bad health, but in full possession, as 
it should seem, both of cheerfulness and 
sensibility !—Hunt, LEIGH, 1847, British 
Poetesses ; Men, Women and Books. 

So low was the standard of poetical taste 
about the last quarter of the last century 
that Hannah More was regarded by a na- 
tion of admirers as a tenth muse. ; 
We do not mean to deny her the posses- 
sion of very considerable talent. She was 
the means of circulating through society 
much good sense in prose and verse very 
fairly written; her ideas also, on more 
than one great political question were 
sound and clear, but her knowledge was 
limited, and her reading very confined and 
much too sectarian. —WARBURTON, ELIOT, 
1852, ed., Memoirs of Horace Walpole and 
His Contemporaries, vol. u, p. 542. 


We venture to affirm that her books were 
more numerous, that they passed through 
more editions, that they were printed in 
more languages, and that they were read 
by more people, than those of any other 
authoress upon record.—ANDERSON, WIL- 
LIAM, 1871, Model Women, p. 138. 

Not many months ago, at a book depot 
not many miles from Paternoster Row, an 
application was made for a tract of Mrs. 
Hannah More’s entitled ‘‘Will Chip; or 
Village Politics.’”” The answer returned 
was that “Will Chip and Hannah Moor 
were both out of print.’ oe Tobe 
“out of print’’ is little; but to be turned 
into the title of a tract, to be misspelt 
into “Hannah Moor,”and set down amongst 
the shavings with one’s own ‘‘ Will Chip,’’ 
is a fate to reconcile the majority of us to 
oblivion. Yet since oblivion has not yet 
flowed over this good woman’s name, or 
has merely flowed over it to tarnish it with 
a little rust, it may be worth while, to 
spend a few moments in rubbing up the 
old lamp. If it cannot work wonders any 
more for us, or be lit up withits old light, 
it may be well to see how it looked and 
shone in tiie season when men were so 


195 


willing to rejoice in its light—anot religious 
or ‘‘evangelical’? men only, but poets, 
wits, actors, men and women of the world. 
—CHARLES, ELIZABETH RUNDLE, 1874, Mrs. 
Hannah More, Good Words, vol. 15, p. 699. 

By writings and by her own personal 
example Hannah More drew the sympathy 
of England to the poverty and crime of 
the agricultural laborer.—GREEN, JOHN 
RICHARD, 1874, A Short History of the 
English People, ch. x, sec. i. 

She forestalled nearly everything which 
has been written in our times pertaining 
to the life of woman, both at school and 
in society. And she evinced in her writ- 
ings on this great subject an acuteness of 
observation, a good sense, a breadth and 
catholicity of judgment, a richness of ex- 
perience, and a high moral tone which have 
never been surpassed. —LORD, JOHN, 1886, 
Beacon Lights of History, vol. v, p. 422. 

No one could wire-draw sentences and 
spin high-sounding platitudes full of long 
words and far-fetched similes, better than 
Hannah More.—HAMILTON, CATHERINE J., 
1892, Women Writers, First Series, p. 84. 

I freely admit that the celebrated Mrs. 
Hannah More is one of the most detestable 
writers that ever helda pen. She flounders 
like a huge conger-eel in an ocean of dingy 
morality. She may have been a wit in 
her youth, though I am not aware of any 
evidence of it—certainly her poem, ‘‘Bas 
Bleu,’’ is none—but for all the rest of her 
days, and they were many, she was an en- 
cyclopeedia of all literary vices. You may 
search her nineteen volumes through with- 
out lighting upon one original thought, 
one happy phrase. Her religion lacks 
reality. Not asingle expression of genuine 
piety, of heart-felt emotion, ever escapes 
her lips. She is never pathetic, never 
terrible. Her creed is powerless either to 
attract the well-disposed or make the 
guilty tremble. No naughty child ever 
read ‘‘The Fairchild Family’’ or ‘‘Stories 
from the Church Catechism’’ without 
quaking and quivering like a short-haired 
puppy after a ducking; but, then, Mrs. 
Sherwood was a woman of genius, whilst 
Mrs. Hannah More was a pompous failure. 
Still, she has a merit of her own, just 
enough to enable a middle-aged man to 
chew the cud of reflection as he hastily 
turns her endless pages. She is an ex- 
planatory author, helping you to under- 
stand how sundry people who were old 
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when you were young came to be the folk 
they were, and to have the books upon 
their shelves they had.—BIRRELL, AUGUS- 
TINE, 1894, Hssays about Men, Women 
and Books, p. 70. 

Her writings have the old-fashioned 
flavour of the eighteenth century; while 
they now represent the teaching of the 
evangelical school, which looked up to 
Newton and Cecil, and of which William 
Wilberforce and his friends were the 
recognised political and social leaders. 
Though now out of fashion, they show not 
only high moral and religious purpose, but 
strong sense, as well as considerable intel- 
lectual vivacity. If their author showed 
a little self-complacency, the wonder is 
that her strong sense kept her from being 
spoilt by the uniform flattery poured upon 
her by her contemporaries. Her services 
to education at a time of general indiffence 
deserve the highest praise, though her 
decided desire to keep the poor in their 
place is now out of fashion.—STEPHEN, 
LesLig, 1894, Dictionary of National 
Biography; vol. XXXviu, p. 419. 


MORE—O’KEEFFE 


Hannah More’s style is almost always 
conventional, and generally careless, but 
“The Cheap Repository Tracts” are simple, 
forcible, and dramatic; and her faults of 
manner never entirely obscure her natural 
vigour and good sense. She is animated 
and fluent, possessing an extensive, though 
not a pure vocabulary, and some turn for 
epigram. Her heaviest works are sprinkled 
with admirable phrases, reflections, and 
descriptions, as happy as those which make 
many of her letters so delightful. She 
was a thoroughly cultivated and charming 
woman, who could hold her own in the best 
society of her day, at once observant, 
sympathetic, and tactful, with a capacity 
for unfailing enthusiasm. — JOHNSON, 
REGINALD BRIMLEY, 1895, English Prose, 
ed. Craik, vol. Iv, p. 514. 

She was very unfortunately parted in 
respect of time, coming just before the 
days when it became possible for a 
lady to be decent in literature without 
being dull.—SaINTSsBURY, GEORGE, 1896, 
A History of Nineteenth Century Litera- 
ture, p. 45. 


John O’ Keeffe 
1747-18388 


A native of Dublin, commenced writing plays at the age of sixteen, and practised 
dramatic composition with such rapidity that the Biographia Dramatica enumerates 
nearly fifty of his plays produced before the end of the century. A collection of his 
“‘Dramatic Works,’’ in 4 vols. 8vo, was pub. in 1798; his ‘‘Recollections of his Life’’ 
appeared in 1826, 2 vols. 8vo; and a small volume of his poems, with autobiographical 
reminiscences, entitled ‘‘O’ Keefe’s Legacy to his Daughters,’’ was pub. in 1884, 12mo. 
Of his plays, ‘‘Tony Lumpkin in Town,”’ ‘‘The Agreeable Surprise,’’ ‘‘Wild Oats,’’ 
“‘Modern Antiques,’’ ‘‘Fontainebleau,’’ ‘‘The Highland Reed,’’ ‘‘Love in a Camp,’’ 
“The Poor Soldier,’’ and ‘‘Sprigs of Laurel,’’ still keep their place on the stage. 
O’ Keefe became blind in his fiftieth year.—ALLIBongE, S. AUSTIN, 1870, Critical Dic- 


tionary of English Literature, vol. u, p. 1451. 
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If Foote has been called our English 
Aristophanes, 0’ Keefe might well be called 
our English Moliere. The scale of the 
modern writer was smaller, but the spirit 
is the same. In light, careless laughter, 
and pleasant exaggerations of the humour- 
ous, we have had no one equal to him. 
There is no labour or contrivance in his 
scenes, but the drollery of his subject 
seems to strike irresistibly upon his fancy, 
and run away with kis discretion as it does 
with ours. His ‘‘Cowslip’’ and ‘‘Lingo’’ 
are ‘‘Touchstone’’ and ‘‘Audry’’ revived. 
He is himself a modern antique. His fancy 
has all the quaintness and extravagance 


of the old writers, with the ease and light- 
ness which the moderns arrogate to them- 
selves. All his pieces are delightful, but 
the ‘‘Agreeable Surprise’ is the most so. 
There are in this some of the most irre- 
sistible double entendres, the most felicit- 
ous blunders in situation and character, 
that can be conceived; and in Lingo’s 
superb replication, ‘‘A scholar! I was a 
master of scholars,’’ he has hit the height 
of the ridiculous.—HAzuiTT, WILLIAM, 
1818, Lectures on the English Comic Wri- 
ters, Lecture viii. 

His [Goldsmith’s] comic writing is of the 
class which is perhaps as much preferred 
to that of a staider sort by people in 
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general, as it is by the writer of these 
pages, —comedy running into farce; that 
is to say, truth richly coloured and over- 
flowing with animal spirits. It is that 
of the prince of comic writers, Molieré 
(always bearing in mind that Molieré beats 
every one of them in expression, and is a 
great verse writer to boot). The English 
have no dramatists to compare in this 
respect with the Irish. Farquhar, Gold- 
smith, and Sheridan surpass them all; and 
O’ Keefe, as a farce-writer, stands alone. 
—Hont, LEIcH, 1846, Wit and Humour, 
p. 339. 

The choicest and most popular farce- 
writer since the career of Foote; and as 
a pure farcist, as a dispenser of reckless 
fun, his rival, even his surpasser.— 
CLARKE, CHARLES COWDEN, 1872, On the 
Comic Writers of England, Gentleman’s 
Magazine, n. s., vol. 8, p. 317. 

O’ Keeffe’s ‘‘ Wild Oats’’ is played to this 
day, and one of the most successful of 
Buckstone’s revivals was ‘‘The Castle of 
Andalusia,’’ in which that actor took a 
leading part. But O’Keeffe’s popularity 
has not proved permanent, and his unpub- 
lished and unacted pieces, which his daugh- 
ter offered for sale at his death, did not 
find a purchaser.—FITZPATRICK, W. J., 
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1895, Dictionary of National Biography, 
vol. XLU, p. 74. 

O’ Keefe was to a certain extent a fol- 
lower of Foote; but his pieces—though he 
was a practised actor—depended less upon 
his own powers of exposition than Foote’s. 
They range from rather farcical comedies 
to pure farces and comediettas much inter- 
spersed with songs for music; and their 
strictly literary merit is not often great, 
while for sheer extravagance they require 
the utmost license of the boards to excuse 
them. There is, however,something much 
more taking in them than in most of the 
dramatic work of thetime. For instance, 
the ‘‘wild farce’’ (referred to but not 
named by Lamb in his paper on Munden) 
of ‘‘The Merry Mourners,’’ though as ‘*im- 
probable’’ as Mrs. Barbauld thought ‘‘The 
Ancient Mariner’’ to be, has a singular 
hustle and bustle of sustained interest, and 
not a few shrewd strokes. . . . O’Keefe 
has few gifts beyond knowledge of the 
stage, Irish shrewdness, Irish rattle, and 
an honest, straightforward simplicity ; and 
that one turns to him from other drama- 
tists of the period with some relief, is even 
more to their discredit than to his credit. 
—SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1896, A History of 
Nineteenth Century Literature, pp.418, 419. 


Arthur Henry Hallam 
1811-1833 


[Son of Henry Hallam.] Born, in London, 1 Feb. 1811. Visit to Germany and 
Switzerland, 1818. At first privately educated ; afterwards at Eton, till 1827. Contrib. 
to ‘‘Eton Miscellany,’’ 1827. In Italy, winter 1827-28. Returned to England, June 
1828. To Trin. Coll., Camb., Oct. 1828 Friendship with Tennyson formed there. 
B. A., 1832. Contrib. to ‘‘Englishman’s Mag.,’’ 1831. Student of Inner Temple, 
1832. With father in Germany, 1833. Died suddenly, at Vienna, 15 Sept. 1833. 
Works: ‘‘Remarks on Prof. Rossetti’s ‘ Disquisizioni sullo Spirito Antipapale’ ’’ (under 
initials: T. H. E. A.), 1832. Posthumous: ‘‘Remains in Prose and Verse,’’ ed. by 
his father (priv. ptd.), 1834.—SHarp, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of Eng- 


lish Authors, p. 122. 
PERSONAL 


More ought, perhaps, to be said; but it 
is very difficult to proceed. From the 
earliest years of this extraordinary young 
man, his premature abilities were not more 
conspicuous than an almost faultless dis- 
position, sustained by a more calm self- 
command than has often been witnessed in 
that season of life. The sweetness of 
temper that distinguished his childhood, 
became, with the advance of manhood, 
an habitual benevolence, and ultimately 
ripened into that exalted principle of love 


towards God and man, which animated and 
almost absorbed his soul during the latter 
period of his life, and to which most of 
the following compositions bear such em- 
phatic testimony. He seemed to tread the 
earth as a spirit from some better world; 
and in bowing to the mysterious will which 
has in mercy removed him, perfected by 
soshort a trial,and passing over the bridge 
which separates the seen from the unseen 
life in a moment, and, as we believe, 
without amoment’s pang, we must feel not 
only the bereavement of those to whom he 
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was dear, but the loss which mankind have 
sustained by the withdrawing of such 
light.—HaLuAM, HENRY, 1834, Remains 
in Verse and Prose of Arthur Henry Hal- 
lam, Memoir. 
My Arthur, whom I shall not see 
Till all my widow’d race be run; 
Dear as the mother to the son, 
More than my brothers are to me. 


Thy converse drew us with delight, 
The men of rathe and riper years: 
The feeble soul, a haunt of fears, 
Forgot his weakness in thy sight. 
On thee the loyal-hearted hung, 
The proud was half disarm’d of pride, 
Nor cared the serpent at thy side 

To flicker with his double tongue. 

The stern were mild when thou wert by, 
The flippant put himself to school 
And heard thee, and the brazen fool 

Was soften’d, and he knew not why. 
—TENNYSON, ALFRED Lorp, 1850, In 
Memoriam. 

And now what shall I say of Arthur 
Hallam? I have been somewhat taken by 
surprise,. though probably without suf- 
ficient cause, to find how much of his 
memory has ceased to exist for the younger 
men who sway the present time. He has 
remained so vividly before all of us, first 
as the most charming and perhaps the 
most promising of our contemporaries, and 
secondly, as the hero of the great poem 
“Tn Memoriam, ’’ that we thought his name 
an imperishable one; but a poem is one 
thing, the man in whose honour it is 
written, quite another. We now read 
“‘Lycidas’’ without taking any great inter- 
est in Mr. King, and those who come after 
us may go on admiring Tennyson’s verses, 
without dwelling much on the image of 
Tennyson’s friend. A son of 
Mr. Tennyson’s, though born many years 
after he left us, has been called Hallam, 
and a son of mine has been called Arthur. 
It seemed as if neither he nor I could bear 
to let the name pass quite away from us, 
and I have no doubt that the same thing 
has happened in many other families, as 
he was regarded by all who knew him with 
unusual affection. . . Weall of us, 
even Mr. Gladstone, I think, felt whilst 
conversing with him, that we were in the 
presence of a larger, profounder, and more 
thoughtful mind than any one of us could 
claim for himself.—Doy Ls, Sir FRANCIS 
HASTINGS, 1886, Reminiscences and Opin- 
tons, pp. 40, 41. 


ARTHUR HENRY HALLAM 


It is the simple truth that Arthur Henry 
Hallam was a spirit so exceptional, that 
everything with which he was brought into 
relation during his shortened passage 
through this world came to be, through 
this contact, glorified by a touch of the 
ideal. Among his contemporaries at Eton, 
that queen of visible homes for the ideal 
schoolboy, he stood supreme among all his 
fellows; and the long life which I have 
since wound my way, and which has 
brought me into contact with so many men 
of rich endowments, leaves him where he 
then stood, as to natural gifts, so far as 
my estimation is concerned. GLADSTONE, 
WituiaM Ewart, 1898, Arthur Henry 
Hallam, Companion Classics, p. 7. 

GENERAL 

We do not remember when we have been 
more impressed than by these ‘‘Remains’’ 
of this young man, especially when taken 
along with his friend’s Memorial; and in- 
stead of trying to tell our readers what 
this impression is, we have preferred giv- 
ing them as copious extracts as our space 
allows, that they may judge and enjoy for 
themselves. . . . We can promise them 
few finer, deeper, and better pleasures 
than reading, and detaining their minds 
over these two books together, filling their 
hearts with the fullness of their truth and 
tenderness. BROWN, JOHN, 1862, Arthur 
H. Hallam, Hore Subsecive, Second Series, 
p. 427. 

His very depth and originality rendered 
it more difficult for him to bring his ideas 
tothe surface,and give them their adequate 
expression. He required more time for 
his full development than we did. For 
instance, his poems, as poems of promise, 
gave greater hopes for the future than my 
diluted Scott and water or Byron and 
water. But just because they were his 
own, and not borrowed, they seemed 
(naturally enough, because he was yet 
but a boy) stiff as to the language, and 
imperfect in point of form. Before he 
died, these defects had almost disappeared, 
or at any rate were rapidly disappearing ; 
I would particularly mention a dramatic 
scene preserved in his Remains, between 
the painter Raphael and his mistress (the 
Fornarina she was called), which strikes 
me as not only beautifully conceived, but 
excellent in point of execution. His prose 
writings were vigorous and effective, but 
still somewhat wanting in ease, grace, and 
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lightness. Here again, he was moving 
onward with rapid strides. In proof of 
this 1 may refer to the fine analysis of 
Cicero’s character and writings, also pre- 
served in his Remains. It isa 
critical and philosophical dissertation in 
the very first rank of such dissertations. 
—DOoyYLe, Sir FRANcIS HASTINGS, 1886, 
Reminiscences and Opinions, p. 42. 

Arthur Hallam was himself little more 
than a hope unfulfilled. His pathetic little 
“‘Remains’’ do not even seem to convey 
to the reader the promises which all his 
youthful circle saw in him :—a conclusion 
not by any means unusual—yet in inspir- 
ing and making possible this great poem 
{‘‘In Memoriam’’] he has had an unusual 
fate.— OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. W., 1892, 
The Victorian Age of English Literature, 
p. 209. 

Arthur Hallam’s poems, we are told by 
his father, were intended to be published 
along with those of his friend, Alfred 
Tennyson. They would have been worthy 
of the association. If, on account of his 
youth, Arthur Hallam had not fashioned 
any one great work, there is abundant 
promise of greatness had life been allowed 
him. He has learned the power of 
simplicity; he has reached to Dante’s 
secret, and already knows how to suggest 
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by reserve of language. Some of his 
sonnets are very perfect—full of melody; 
and hardly could you either add to, or take 
away from them. He sees clearly, and 
his expression is adequate; he will allow 
no redundancy. Arthur Hallam 
was not only gifted, a genius and a poet, 
but he almost seems to have known 
nothing of that intermediate period of 
vague and misty aspiration, of which the 
poet Keats so pathetically speaks in the 
preface to ‘‘Endymion.’’—J App, ALEXAN- 
DER H., 1892, The Poets and Poetry of the 
Century, Frederick Tennyson to Arthur 
Hugh Clough, ed. Miles, pp. 107, 108. 


Arthur Hallam, whom ‘‘In Memoriam’’ 
has made immortal, was credited by the 
partial judgment of his friends with talents 
which, they would fain think, were actually 
shown both in verse and prose. A wiser 
criticism will content itself with saying 
that in one sense he produced ‘‘In 
Memoriam’’ itself, and that this is enough 
connection with literature for any man. 
His own work has a suspicious absence of 
faults, without the presence of any great 
positive merit,—a combination almost 
certainly indicating precocity, to be fol- 
lowed by sterility. —SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 
1896, A History of Nineteenth Century 
Interature, p. 299. 


William Wilberforce 
1759-1833 


Born at Hull, 24th August 1759, the son of a wealthy merchant. Educated at 
Wimbledon, Pocklington, and St. John’s College, Cambridge, in 1780 he was returned 
for Hull, in 1784 for Yorkshire, and was a close friend of Pitt, though he remained 
independent of party. In 1784-85, during a tour on the Continent with Dean Milner, 
he became seriously impressed ; and in 1787 he founded an association for the reforma- 
. tion of manners. In 1788, supported by Clarkson and the Quakers, he entered on his 
nineteen years’ struggle for the abolition of the slave-trade, crowned with victory in 
1807. He next sought to secure the abolition of the slave-trade abroad and the total 
abolition of slavery itself; but declining health compelled him in 1825 to retire from 
parliament. Long a central figure in the ‘‘Clapham sect’’ of Evangelicals, he died 
29th of July 1833, and was buried in Westminster Abbey. He wrote a ‘‘Practical 
View of Christianity’? (1797), helped to found the Christian Observer (1801), and 
promoted many schemes for the welfare of the community. See the Life by his sons 
(1838), and his ‘‘Private Papers,’’ edited by Mrs. A. M. Wilberforce (1898).— 
PATRICK AND GROOME, eds., 1897, Chambers’s Biographical Dictionary, p. 970. 


PERSONAL religion, of England,and of human nature. 


My Dear Sir—Unless Divine Power has 
raised you up to be as Athanasius contra 
mundum, I see not how you can go through 
your glorious enterprise, in opposing that 
execrable villainy which is the scandal of 


Unless God has raised you up for this very 
thing, you will be worn out by the opposi- 
tion of men and devils; and if God be for 
you, who can be against you? Are all of 
them together stronger than God? Oh! 
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be not weary of well-doing. Go on in the 
name of God, and in the power of his 
might, till even American slavery, ‘‘The 
Vilest Thing That Ever Saw The Sun,’’ 
shall vanish away before it. That He who 
has guided you from your youth up may 
continue to strengthen you in this and all 
things, is the prayer of, dear sir, your 
affectionate servant.— WESLEY, JOHN, 
1791, Letter to Wilberforce, Feb. 24. 
Thy country, Wilberforce, with just disdain, 
Hears thee by cruel men and impious, called 
Fanatic, for thy zeal to loose the enthralled 
From exile, public sale, and slavery’s chain. 
Friend of the poor, the wronged, the fetter- 
galled, 
Fear not lest labour such as thine be vain! 
Thou hast achieved a part; hast gained the 
ear 
Of Britain’s Senate to thy glorious cause: 
Hope smiles, joy springs, and though cold 
caution pause 
And weave delay, the better hour is near 
That shall renumerate thy toils severe 
By peace for Afric, fenced with British laws. 
Enjoy what thou hast won, esteem and love 


From all the just on earth and all the blest 
above! 


—Cowper, WILLIAM, 1792, To William 
Wilberforce. 

He is the very model of a reformer. 
Ardent without turbulence, mild without 
timidity or coldness, neither yielding to 
difficulties, nor disturbed or exasperated 
by them; patient and meek, yet intrepid: 
persisting for twenty years through good 
report and evil report; just and charitable 
even to his most malignant enemies; un- 
wearied in every experiment to disarm the 
prejudices of his more rational and dis- 
interested opponents, and supporting the 
zeal without dangerously exciting the 
passion of his adherents.—MACcKINTOSH, 
Sir JAMES, 1808, Journal, May 23; Life by 
his Son, vol. 1, ch. viii, p. 408. 

The fashionable part of my life in Lon- 
don was so laboriously dull in itself that 
I will not describe it. But there 
*was one place where I went several times, 
which was so unlike the others that it 
should not be mentioned with them,—I 
mean Mr. Wilberforce’s. He lives at 
Kensington. Everything in his 
house seemed to speak of quiet and peace. 

. He is about sixty years old, small, 
and altogether an ordinary man in his per- 
sonal appearance. His voice has a whine 
in it, and his conversation is broken and 
desultory. In general, he talks most and 
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is most attentive to those who talk most 
to him, for his benevolence has 
so long been his governing principle, 
that he lends his ear mechanically to all 
who address him. Yet now and then he 
starts a subject of conversation, and pur- 
sues it with earnestness, quotes Horace 
and Virgil, and almost rattles with a gay 
good-humor and vivacity, which strongly 
and uniformly mark his character. But, 
in general, he leaves himself much in the 
hands of those about him, or, if he attempts 
to direct the conversation, it is only by 
making inquiries to gratify his curiosity. 
—TiIcKNoR, GEORGE, 1819, Journal ; Life, 
Letters and Journals, vol. 1, p. 297. 


He acts from mixed motives. He would 
willingly serve two masters, God and 
Mammon. He is a personof many excel- 
lent and admirable qualifications, but he 
has made a mistake in wishing to reconcile 
those that are incompatible. He has a 
most winning eloquence, specious, per- 
suasive, familiar, silver-tongued, is ami- 
abie, .charitable, conscientious, pious, 
loyal, humane, tractable to power, ac- 
cessible to popularity, honouring the king, 
and no less charmed with the homage of 
his fellow-citizens. ‘‘What lacks he 
then?’’ Nothing but an economy of good 
parts. By aiming at too much, he has 
spoiled all, and neutralised what might 
have been an estimable character, dis- 
tinguished by signal services to mankind. 

We can readily believe that Mr. 
Wilberforce’ s first object and principle of 
action is to do what he thinks right: 
his next (and that we fear is of almost 
equal weight with the first) is to do what 
will be thought so by other people. He 
is always at a game of hawk and buzzard 
between these two: his ‘‘conscience will 
not budge,’’ unless the world goes with it. 

Mr. Wilberforce has the pride of 
being familiar with the great; the vanity 
of being popular, the conceit of an ap- 
proving conscience. He is coy in his ap- 
proaches to power: his public spirit is, in 
a manner, under the rose. He thus reaps 
the credit of independence, without the 
obloquy; and secures the advantages of 
servility, without incurring any obliga- 
tions. He has two strings ‘to his bow :— 
he by no means nelgects his worldly inter- 
ests, while he expects a bright reversion 
in the skies. Mr. Wilberforce is far from 
being a hypocrite; but he is, we think, as 
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fine a specimen of moral equivocation as 
can well be conceived.—Hazuitt, WIL- 
LIAM, 1825, The Spirit of the Age, pp. 
Pa ’212, 213. 


Wilberforce kept his faculties, and (ex- 
cept when he was actually in fits), his 
spirits, to the very last. He was cheerful 
and full of anecdote only last Saturday. 
He owned that he enjoyed life much, and 
that he had a great desire to live longer. 
Strange in a man who had, I should have 
said, so little to attach him to this world, 
and so firm a belief in another: in a man 
with an impaired fortune, a weak spine, 
and a worn-out stomach !—MACAULAY, 
THOMAS BABINGTON, 1883, To Hannah 
M. Macaulay, July 31; Life and Letters, 
ed. Trevelyan. 

His Christianity was of the most amiable 
and attractive character—his temper was 
cheerful even to playfulness—his pleas- 
antry, though measured, was copious—and 
his wit, though chastened, ready and en- 
livening.—CROKER, JOHN WILSON, 1838, 
Life of Wilberforce, Quarterly Review, vol. 
62, p. 285. 

Few persons have ever either reached 
a higher and more enviable place in the 
esteem of their fellow-creatures, or have 
better deserved the place they had gained, 
than William Wilberforce. . . His 
nature was mild and amiable beyond that of 
most men; fearful of giving the least pain, 
in any quarter, even while heated with the 
zeal of controversy on questions that 
roused all his passions; and more anxious, 
if it were possible, to gain over rather 
than to overpower an adversary—to dis- 
arm him by kindness, or the force of 
reason, or awakening appeals to his feel- 
ings, rather than defeat him by hostile 
attack. His eloquence was of a 
very high order. It was persuasive and 
pathetic in an eminent degree; but it was 
occasionally bold and impassioned, ani- 
mated with the inspiration which deep 
feeling alone can breathe into spoken 
thought, chastened by pure taste, varied 
by extensive information, enriched by 
classical illusion, sometimes elevated by 
the more sublime topics of Holy Writ—the 
thoughts and the spirit 
“That touch’d Isaiah’s hallow’d lips with 

fire.” 
-—BrouGHAM, HENRY LorD, 1839-48, His- 
torical Skeiches of Statesmen who Flourished 
in the Time of George III. 
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Who that knew him, can fail to recall 
the rapid movements of his somewhat 
diminutive form, the illumination of his 
expressive countenance, and the nimble 
finger with which he used to seize on every 
little object which happened to adorn or 
diversify his path? Much less can we 
forget his vivacious wit—so, playful, yet 
so harmless; the glow of his affections; 
the urbanity uf his manners; and the 
wondrous celerity with which he was ever 
wont to turn from one bright thought to 
another. Above all, however, his friends 
will never cease to remember that peculiar 
sunshine which he threw over a company 
by the influence of a mind perpetually 
tuned to love and praise. I am ready to 
think there could be no greater luxury than 
that of roaming with him in solitude over 
green fields and gardens, and drawing out 
of his treasury things new and old.— 
GURNEY, JOSEPH JOHN, 1838, Familiar 
Sketch, Life of William Wilberforce by his 
Sons, vol. Vv, p. 286. 


When his funeral reached Westminster 
Abbey on Saturday, Aug. 5th, the proces- 
sion was joined by the members then at- 
tending the two Houses of parliament. 
Public business was suspended; the 
Speaker of the House of Commons, the 
Lord Chancellor, one Prince of the Blood, 
with others of the highest rank, took their 
place as pall-bearers beside the bier. It 
was followed by his sons, his relations, and 
immediate friends. The Prebendary then 
in residence, one of his few surviving col- 
lege friends, met it at the Minster gate 
with the Church’s funeral office; and 
whilst the vaulted roof gave back the 
anthem his body was laid in the north 
transept, close to the tombs of Pitt, Fox, 
and Canning. It was remarked by one of 
the prelates who took part in this striking 
scene, that considering how long he had 
retired from active life,and that his intel- 
lectual superiority could be known only by 
tradition to the generation which thus 
celebrated his obsequies, there was a sort 
of testimony to the moral sublimity of his 
Christian character in this unequalled 
mark of public approbation. For while a 
public funeral had been matter of custom- 
ary compliment to those who died in official 
situations, this voluntary tribute of indi- 
vidual respect from the mass of the great 
legislative bodies of the land, was an un- 
precedented honour. It was one moreover 


202 


to which the general voice responded. 
—WILBERFORCE, ROBERT ISAAC AND SAM- 
UEL, 1838, The Life of William Wilber- 
force, vol. V, p. 375. 


I recall the great man as delicate in 
features, nothwithstanding a somewhat 
strongly marked outline, and in form the 
opposite of powerful; the head seemed a 
little ‘‘awry,’’ and is so shown in portraits 
and the statue at Westminster Abbey. But 
those features spoke, and that form 
dilated, when at his work in the house of 
Commons. It was, however, undoubtedly 
a disadvantage to the orator, whose busi- 
ness itis to persuade rather than convince 
—a disadvantage his distinguished son had 
not, and his grandsons have not—owing 
more to external advantages than did the 
illustrious and victorious combatant for 
the veritable rights of man. He was far 
past his prime when I knew hin, but his 
voice continued clear, ringing, strong yet 
melodious, and his eye retained the bril- 
liancy that indicates creative genius.— 
HALL, SAMUEL CARTER, 1888, Retrospect 
of a Long Life, p. 112. 

His transparent kindliness and simplicity 
made him, like Fox, lovable even to his 
antagonists. His freedom from _ the 
coarser indulgences which stained Fox’s 
private life implied also a certain unfitness 
for the rough game of politics. He 
escaped contamination at the cost of 
standing aside from the world of corrup- 
tion and devoting himself to purely philan- 
thropical measures. Thecharmof hischar- 
acter enabled him to take the part of moral 
censor without being morose; and the re- 
ligious views which in other members of his 
sect were generally regarded as gloomy, 
if not pharisaical, were shown by his ex- 
ample to be compatible with indomitable 
gaiety and sociability. . . . His extraor- 
dinary breadth and quickness of sympathy 
led to his taking part in a vast variety of 
undertakings, which taxed the strength of 
a delicate constitution and prompted an 
almost reckless generosity. The slavery 
agitation happily concentrated his powers 
upon one main question of the day. His 
more one-sided supporters, who sometimes 
lamented the versatility which prevented 
him from confining his powers to one ob- 
ject, perhaps failed to observe how much 
his influence even in that direction was 
strengthened by his sensibility to other 
claims. He could not be regarded asa 
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fanatic of one idea. He held a unique 
position in his time as one who was equally 
respected by his tory allies, by such ortho- 
dox whigs as Brougham and Sydney Smith, 
and by such radicals as Romilly and Ben- 
tham. His relations to his own family 
seem to have been perfect, and no one had 
warmer or more lasting friendships.-— 
STEPHEN, LeEsLiE, 1900, Dictionary of 
National Biography, vol. LX1, p. 216. 

PRACTICAL VIEW OF CHRIS- 

TIANITY 
1797 

Some very serious persons have their 
doubts as to the theological principles of 
this work in their full extent, and I fear it 
is too rigid and exclusive in it’s doctrines. 
There is also too much of a sectarzan lan- 
guage, which cannot be approved. But 
of the intention, virtue, learning, and 
patriotism of the eloquent and well in- 
formed Senator, I have the most honour- 
able and decided opinion. His work is 
vehement, impassioned, urgent, fervid, 
instant; though sometimes copious to 
prolixity, and in a few parts even to 
tediousness. Perhapsitis the production 
of an orator rather than of a writer. I 
should think it had been dictated. Through- 
out the whole, there is a manly fortitude 
of thought, firm and unshrinking.—Mart- 
THIAS, THOMAS JAMES, 1798, The Pur- 
sutts of Literature, Highth ed., p. 414. 

A work which, for excellency of plan, a 
strain of masculine eloquence, acuteness 
of discernment, and force of reasoning, 
and, aboveall, for sublime devotion, is not 
equalled in our language.—-WILLIAMS, 
EDWARD, 1800, The Christian Preacher. 

It is the expostulation of a brother. 
Unwelcome truth is delivered with scrupu- 
lous fidelity, and yet with a tenderness 
which demonstrates that the monitor feels 
the pain which he reluctantly inflicts. It 
is this tone of human sympathy breathing 
in every page which constitutes the 
essential charm of this book.—STEPHEN, 
Sir JAMES, 1838, Life of William Wil- 
berforce, Edinburgh Review, vol. 67, p. 163. 

We are happy that, having been obliged 
to dissent on so many occasions from Mr. 
Wilberforce’s peculiar views, we can give 
to this his most important work—and we 
really believe the most unquestionable and 
lasting benefit he conferred on mankind— 
our almost unlimited approbation. Wedo 
not pretend to enter into anything like a 
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critical, or still less a theological examina- 
tion of this work—twenty editions before 
the copyright had expired, and a great 
many since, attest its popularity, and in 
the case of such a book popularity is a 
high criterion of merit . Produced 
not only a sudden, but a permanent effect— 
his station, his reputation, the lucidity, if 
not the force of his reasoning, the practical 
character of his means and object, and the 
persuasive earnestness, yet simplicity of 
his style, combined to command the at- 
tention, to conciliate the feelings, and 
finally to convince and convert to the vital 
truths he inculcated, the hearts of many, 
on whom a drier, more doctrinal,and more 
argumentive appeal might have been made 
in vain. And if he fixes the standard of 
conduct too high for general attainment, 
he places it, at least, so clearly in sight, 
that it seems nearer than it is—and many 
will be tempted to climb and some will be 
encouraged to approach the summit, 
though few or none may be destined to 
reach it; but, in proportion to whatever 
height any one may attain, his views will 
be extended and brightened, and he will 
be, at last, by so much the nearer to 
heaven.—CROKER, JOHN WILSON, 1838, 
Life of Wilberforce, Quarterly Review, vol. 
62, pp. 266, 267. 

The persons he addressed were men 
such as those whom St. Paul addressed on 
Mars’ Hill, but whom few preachers were 
bold enough to summon to the bar, with 
the same unhesitating plainness with which 
they arraigned their humbler neighbours. 
Wilberforce did not appeal to infidels or 
unbelievers. He made no assault upon 
scepticism. His object was to show the 
respectable and intelligent how far their 


-calm and easy ignoring of religion, even 


while professing it, was unlike the spirit 
of Christianity. There is no special charm 
of style to redeem his treatise from the 
respectful oblivion into which—after a 
popularity greater in degree than that 
which almost: any other kind of literary 
production enjoys in its day—religious 
books are apt to fall. And nothing can 
be more unlike the works which have 
gained something of a similar influence in 
our own time. It is to be feared that to 
Wilberforce that broad and conciliatory 
treatment which translated the time-worn 
language of Christianity into the phrase- 
ology of its philosophical opponents, by 
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way of betraying these latter tenderly into 
something like faith, or approval at least— 
would have appeared flat blasphemy. He 
would have had no understanding of the 
process which turns the love of Christ into 
the Enthusiasm of Humanity. The society 
which he addressed was not one which re- 
quired such methods.—OLIPHANT, MArR- 
GARET O. W., 1882, Literary History of 
England, XVIIU-XIX Century, vol. 1, 
p. 313. 
GENERAL 

As these are letters addressed to 
friends, we cannot expect to find in them 
any depth of thought; yet they indicate 
critical discrimination in reading, asaga- 
cious perception of merits or demerits in 
political organizations, a penetrating judg- 
ment of real oratory, liveliness of fancy, 
and felicity of diction. Such elements of 
literary merit may be found scattered 
through a correspondence comprising 
many hundred letters, some of which run 
into too great diffuseness of expression ; 
but all are written in a pleasant, easy style, 
leading the reader on from page to page 
without weariness. . . . The earlier stage 
of Wilberforce’s life was in the very age of 
correspondence, contemporary with two 
eminent masters of the art, Cowper and 
Newton. . . . With neither of these wri- 
ters, in some respects, is Wilberforce to 
be placed on a level : certainly one misses in 
his letters the indescribable sort of charm 
which invests those of his contemporaries, 
but in other respects—such as knowledge 
of the world, large experience gathered 
from varied intercourse, a comprehensive 
and many-sided sympathy, and a peculiar 
habit of rapidly passing from one subject 
to another, as graceful as it is character- 
istic of his extraordinary versatility— 
Wilberforce is superior to either of his 
contemporaries.—STOUGHTON, JOHN,1880, 
William Wilberforce (Men Worth Remem- 
bering), pp. 152, 153. 

The few and trifling faults of Wilber- 
force as an orator and a man are scarcely 
worth mentioning. The extraordinary 
discursiveness and versatility of his mind 
made him sometimes attempt to keep too 
many irons in the fire—to shift too rapidly 
from one subject to another—and oc- 
casionally gave an appearance of incon- 
sistency to his conduct.—NICOLL, HENRY 
J., 1881, Great Movements and Those who 
Achieved Them, p. 68. 
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William Sotheby 
1757-1833 


William Sotheby, an accomplished scholar and translator, was born in London on the 
9th of November 1757. He was of good family, and educated at Harrow School. At 
the age of seventeen he entered the army as an officer in the 10th Dragoons. He 
quitted the army in the year 1780, and purchased Bevis Mount, near Southampton, 
where he continued to reside for the next ten years. Here Mr. Sotheby cultivated his 
taste for literature, and translated some of the minor Greek and Latin poets. In 1788, 
he made a pedestrian tour through Wales, of which he wrote a poetical description, 
published, together with some odes and sonnets, in 1789. In 1798, he published a 
translation from the ‘‘Oberon’’ of Wieland, which greatly extended his reputation, and 
procured him the thanks and friendship of the German poet. He now became a fre- 
quent competitor for poetical fame. In 1799, he wrote a poem commemorative of the 
battle of the Nile; in 1800, appeared his translation of the ‘‘Georgics’’ of Virgil; in 
1801, he produced a ‘‘Poetical Epistle on the Encouragement of the British School of 
Painting ;’’ and in 1802, a tragedy on the model of the ancient Greek drama, entitled 
“‘Orestes.’’? He next devoted himself to the composition of an original sacred poem, 
in blank verse, under the title of ‘‘Saul,’’ which appeared in 1807. The fame of 
Scott induced him to attempt the romantic metrical style of narrative and descrip- 
tion, and in 1810, he published ‘‘Constance de Castille,’’ a poem in ten cantos. In 
1814, he republished his ‘‘Orestes,’’ together with four other tragedies; and in 1815, 
a second corrected edition of the ‘‘Georgics.’’ This translation is one of the best of 
a classic poet in our language. A tour on the continent gave occasion to another 
poetical work, ‘‘Italy.”’ He next began a labour which he had long contemplated, the 
translation of the ‘‘Iliad’’ and ‘‘Odyssey,’’ though he was upwards of seventy years of 
age before he entered upon the Herculean task. Mr. Sotheby’s translation 
of the ‘‘Iliad’’ was published in 1831, and was generally esteemed spirited and faithful. 
The ‘‘Odyssey’’ he completed in the following year. He died on the 30th of December, 
1833.—CHAMBERS, RoBERT, 1876, Cyclopedia of English Literature, ed. Carruthers. 


GENERAL 


My acquaintance with this admirable 
poem, [‘‘Oberon’’] being hitherto through 
the medium of a very different French 
version, it was with much pleasure and ex- 
pectation I took up the volumes of Mr. 
Sotheby; nor have I been disappointed. 
The versification is usually free and har- 
monious, and the diction in many places 
glows with a curious felicity of expression. 
The various descriptions of female beauty, 
and the numerous sketchings in landscape 
with which the ‘‘Oberon’’ abounds, are 
given con amore. The elegant and happy 
machinery, too, of this poem, unfolding to 
so much advantage the luxuriant and 
sportive imagination of Wieland, has been 
transfused with energy and ease. —DRAKE, 
NATHAN, 1798-1820, Literary Hours, 
vol. 1, p. 108. 

A scriptural subject treated in blank 
verse unfortunately brings Milton to the 
thoughts of most readers; and the name 
of the translator of Oberon raises expecta- 
tions which it is not easy to answer. This 
poem has certainly disappointed us. It 
is not very like Milton; except in the 


multitude of Hebrew names: and it is strik- 
ingly inferior to Mr. Sotheby’s other com- 
position, even in those points where we 
reckoned with certainty on improvement. 
There was great beauty of diction in the 
Oberon; and, considering the difficulty of 
the measure, an unusual flow and facility 
of versification. When we found the 
author writing in blank verse, therefore, 
we naturally looked for still greater free- 
dom and variety of composition; and ex- 
pected to be charmed with all those natural 
graces of expression, which are necessarily 
excluded, to a certain degree, by the bond- 
age of an intricate stanza. The very 
reverse is the case, however, with the 
work now before us. Mr. Sotheby’s blank 
verse is as remarkable for harshness, con- 
straint, and abruptness, as his stanzas 
were for ease and melody; and his muse, 
we are afraid, is like one of those old 
beauties, who, having been long accustomed 
to move gracefully in tight stays, high 
shoes, and hooped petticoats, feels her 
supports withdrawn when disencumbered 
of her shackles, and totters and stumbles 
when there are no longer any restraints on 


“UopUuoTy ‘hdaJOD 71V4440g [OUOIJON Iq] Ut Mou 
‘aydpuny 4ajad hq BUNUIDY [VUITUC 243 MOL 


aWv'l SATYVHO HOCINaATOO YOTAVL TANWVS 


SOTHEB Y—COLERIDGE 


her movements.—JEFFREY, FRANCIS LORD, 
1807, Sotheby's Saul, Edinburgh Review, 
vol. 10, p. 206. 

Sotheby was full of his translation of 
Homer’s Iliad, some specimens of which 
he has already published. It isa complete 
failure, more literal than that of Pope, 
but still tainted with the deep radical vice 


Pot Pope’s version, a thoroughly modern 


and artificial manner. It bears the same 
kind of relation to the Iliad that Robert- 
son’s narrative bears tothe story of Joseph 
in the book of Genesis. — MACAULAY, 
THOMAS BABINGTON, 1831, To Hannah 
M. Macaulay, June 10th; Life and Let- 
ters, ed. Trevelyan. 

Mr. Sotheby was a man of rare scholar- 
ship, deeply imbued with the spirit of 
classical literature, and his numerous 
writings, consisting of translations from 
the Greek, Latin, and German, and original 
English poems, ill deserve the neglect to 
which they have recently been consigned. 
—GRISWOLD, RuFrus W., 1844, The Poets 
and Poetry of England in the Nineteenth 
Century, p. 22. 

Sotheby was never great, except when 
treading in some beaten path. His 
*<Saul,’’ an epic poem, and his ‘‘Constance 
de Castille,’’? a romance in the manner of 
Scott, as well as his ‘‘Italy,’’ a descrip- 
tive poem, contain each fine and spirited 
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passages ; but even these are almost always 
reflections of what has attracted his own 
particular admiration in others. As a 
translator, it would be difficult to name 
his superior. He had the good sense to 
discover that his great forte lay in the 
transfusion of ideas from one language 
into another ; and he not only enthusiastic- 
ally, but industriously, employed himself 
in the enriching English Literature.— 
Morr, D. M., 1850-51, Sketches of the 
Poetical Lnterature of the Past Half- 
Century, p. 88. 


Sotheby, wrote Byron, ‘‘has imitated 
everybody, and occasionally surpassed his 
models.’’ Although his poems and plays 
were held in high esteem by his friends, 
his translations of Virgiland Wieland alone 
deserve posthumous consideration. They 
are faitful to their originals and betray 
much literary taste, if they are not of the 
stuff of which classics are made. Asa 
translator of Homer, Sotheby, who owed 
much to Pope, failed to reproduce Homer’s 
directness of style and diction. The 
translation, although eminently readable, 
was a work of supererogation. Sotheby’s 
intimate relations with men of high dis- 
tinction in literature give his career its 
chief interest.—LrEg£, SIDNEY, 1898, Dic- 
tionary of National Biography, vol. Lin, 
p. 268. 


Samuel Taylor Coleridge 
1772-1884 


1772—Born at Ottery St. Mary, Oct. 21. 
1793—REnlists in the Light Dragoons. 


1791—Enters Cambridge University. 


1782—Admitted to Christ’s Hospital. 
1794— 


Returns to Cambridge; meets Southey at Oxford; Pantisocracy hatched; leaves Cam- 


bridge and goes to London. 
at Clevedon. 


wick. 
family discord. 


Malta; made secretary to Sir Alexander Ball. 


1796—First volume of poems; The Watchman. 
Nether Stowey ; first meeting with Wordsworth; the ‘‘ Lyrical Ballads’’ begun. 
“Lyrical Ballads’’ published; visits Germany with the Wordsworths. 
to England; Morning Post and ‘‘ Wallenstein.”’ 
1801—Broken health; the ‘‘Kendal Black Drop.’’ 
1803—Visits Scotland with the Wordsworths. 


1795—Goes to Bristol; marries Miss Fricker, and settles 


1797—Removes to 
1798— 
1799—Returns 
1800—Removes to Greta Hall, Kes- 
1802—Dejection and 
1804—Sails for 
1805—Visits Sicily and Rome. 


1806-10—At Coleorton with Wordsworth; lectures on the poets at the Royal Institu- 


tion,-London; at Grasmere; projects the Friend. 
1813-16—‘‘Remorse’”’ at Drury Lane; lectures at 


on Shakespeare and Milton. 


1811-12—In London; lectures 


Bristol; goes to Calne; settles at Highgate with the Gillmans; publishes ‘‘Christahel.” 


1817—‘‘Biographia Literaria’’ and ‘‘Sibylline Leaves.”’ 
1818—Failure of publishers. 
1825-34—Last years at Highate.—GEORGE, 


meets Thomas Allsop and Keats. 
1825—‘‘ Aids to Reflection’’ ; Pension. 


1818—Lectures in London; 
1820-22—Hackwork. 


ANDREW J., 1897, ed. Coleridge’s The Ancient Mariner, p. 27. 


Works: ‘‘Fall of Robespierre’’ (act I. by Coleridge; acts ii., iii. by Southey), 1794; 
‘Moral and Political Lecture delivered at Bristol,’? 1795; ‘‘Conciones ad Populum,”’ 
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1795; ‘‘The Plot Discovered,’’ 1795; ‘‘The Watchman,’’ 1796; ‘‘Ode on the Depart- 
ing Year,’’ 1796; ‘‘Poems on various subjects,’’ 1796; ‘‘Fears in Solitude,’’ 1798; 
‘“‘Prance,’? 1798; ‘‘Frost at Midnight,’? 1798; ‘‘Ancient Mariner’’ contributed to 
‘Lyrical Ballads,’’ 1798; Poems contributed to “Annual Anthology,’’ 1800; ‘‘The 
Friend,’’ 1809-10; contributions to Southey’s ‘‘Omniana,’’ 1812; ‘‘Remorse,’’ 1813; 
“‘Christabel, Kubla Khan and Pains of Sleep,’’ 1816; ‘‘The Statesman’s Manual,’’ 1816; 
“‘Blessed are ye that sow beside all waters: a lay Sermon,’ 1817; ‘‘Biographia 
Literaria,’’ 1817; ‘‘Sibylline Leaves,’’ 1817; ‘‘Zapolya,’’ 1817; ‘‘Aids to Reflection 
in the formation of a Manly Character,’’ 1825; ‘‘Poetical Works, including Dramas,”’ 
1829 ; ‘‘On the Constitution of Church and State,’? 1830. Posthumous: “‘Table-Talk,’’ 
1885 ; ‘‘Literary Remains,’’ 1836-88 ; ‘‘Letters, ed. by T. Allsop,’’ 1836; ‘‘Confessions 
of an Enquiring Spirit,’’ 1840; ‘‘Treatises on Method’’ (from ‘‘Encyclopzdia Metro- 
politana’’), 1845; ‘‘Hints towards a formation of a more comprehensive Theory of 
Life,’’ 1848; ‘‘Notes and Lectures upon Shakespeare,’’ 1849; “‘Essays on his Own 
Times, forming a second series of ‘The Friend,’ ’’ 1850; ‘‘The Relation of Philosophy 
to Theology,’’ 1851; ‘‘Lay Sermons,’’ 1852; ‘‘Notes upon English Divines,’’ 1853; 
‘‘Notes theological, political and miscellaneous,’’ 1853; ‘‘Anima Poetze; from the 
unpublished notebooks of S. T. Coleridge, ed. by E. H. Coleridge,’’ 1895; ‘‘Letters; 
edited by HE. H. Coleridge,’’ 1895. He translated: Schiller’s ‘‘Wallenstein,’’ 1800. 
Collected Works: in 7 vols., ed. by W. G. T. Stedd, 1884; ‘‘Poems,’’ ed. by W. Bell 
Scott, 1894. Life: by H. D. Traill, 1884.—SuHarp, R. FaRQuHARSON, 1897, A Dic- 


tionary of English Authors, p. 60. 
PERSONAL 


My Father was very fond of me, and 1 
was my Mother’s darling: in consequence 
whereof I wasvery miserable. For Molly, 
who had nursed my brother Francis, and 
was immoderately fond of him, hated me 
because my Mother took more notice of 
me than of Frank; and Frank hated me 
because my Mother gave me now and then 
a bit of cake when he had none. F 
So I became fretful and timorous, and a 
tell-tale; and the school-boys drove me 
from play, and were always tormenting me. 
And hence I took no pleasure in boyish 
sports, but read incessantly. . . . And I 
used to lie by the wall, and mope; and my 
spirits used to come upon me suddenly, 
and ina flood ;—and then I was accustomed 
to run up and down the church-yard, and 
act over again all I had been reading on 
the docks, the nettles and the rank grass. 
At six years of age I remember to have 
read Belisarius, Robinson Crusoe, and 
Philip Quarles; and then I found the 
Arabian Nights’ Entertainments, one tale 
of which made so deep an im- 
pression onme.. . that I was haunted 
by spectres, whenever I was in the dark: 
. . . Sol became a dreamer, and acquired 
an indispositon to all bodily activity; and 
[ was fretful and inordinately passionate ; 
and as I could not play at anything, and 
was slothful, I was despised and hated by 
the boys; and because I could read and 
spell, and had, I may truly say, a memory 


and understanding forced into almost un- 
natural ripeness, -I was flattered and 
wondered at by all the old women. —COLE- 
RIDGE, SAMUEL TAYLOR, 1797, Letter to 
Mr. Poole, Oct. 9; Biographia Literaria, 
Biographical Supplement, ed. H. N. Cole- 
ridge. 

Every sight and every sound reminded 
me of him—dear, dear fellow, of his many 
talks to us, by day and by night, of all 
dear things. Iwas melancholy, and could 
not talk, but at last I eased my heart by 
weeping—nervous blubbering says Wil- 
liam. It isnot so. O! how many, many 
reasons have I to be anxious for him.— 
WorpswortH, Dorotuy, 1801, Journals, 
Nov. 10, ed. Knight, vol. 1, p. 64. 

O capacions Soul! 
Placed on this earth to love and understand, 
And from thy presence shed the light of love, 
Shall I be mute, ere thou be spoken of ? 
Thy kindred influence to my heart of hearts 
Did also find its way. 
—WorDSWoRTH, WILLIAM, 1805, The 
Prelude, bk. xiv. 


His countenance is the most variable that 
I have ever seen; sometimes it is kindled 
with the brightest expression, and some- 
times all its light goes out, and is 
utterly extinguished. Nothing can convey 
stronger indications of power than his eye, 
eyebrow, and forehead. Nothing can be 
more imbecile than all the rest of the face; 
look at them separately, you would hardly 
think it possible that they could belong to 


~ Campbell. 
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one head; look at them together, you 
wonder how they came so, and are puzzled 
what to expect from a character whose 
outward and visible signs are so contra- 
dictory.—SouTHEY, Ropert, 1808, Let- 


ter to Mattida Betham, June 3; Fraser’s 


Magazine, vol. 98, p. 80. 


Coleridge has been lecturing against 
Rogers was present, and from 
him I derive the information. We are 
going to make a party to hear this 
Manichean of poesy.—Byron, Lorp, 1811, 
Letters To Mr. Harness, Dee. 8. 


He confined himself to ‘‘Romeo and 
Juliet’’ for a time, treated of the inferior 
characters, and delivered a most eloquent 
discourse on love, with a promise to point 
out how Shakespeare has shown the same 
truths in the persons of the lovers. Yester- 
day we were to have a continuation of the 
theme. Alas! Coleridge began with a 
parallel between religion and love, which, 
though one of his favorite themes, he did 
not manage successfully. Romeo and 
Juliet were forgotten. And in the next 
lecture we are really to hear something of 
theselovers. Now this will be the fourth 
time that his hearers have been invited ex- 
pressly to hear of this play. There are to 
be only fifteen lectures altogether (half 
have been delivered), and the course is 
to include Shakespeare and Milton, the 
modern poets, etc.!!! Instead of a-lec- 
ture on a definite subject we have an 
immethodical rhapsody, very delightful to 
you and me, and only offensive from the 
certainty that it may and ought to offend 
those who come with other expectations. 
Yet, with all this, I cannot but be charmed 
with these splendida vitia, and my chief dis- 
pleasure is occasioned by my being forced 
to hear the strictures of persons infinitely 
below Coleridge, without any power of 
refuting or contradicting them.—RoBIN- 
son, Henry Crabs, 1811, To Mrs. Clarkson, 
Dec. 13; Diary, Reminiscences and Cor- 
respondence, ed. Sadler, vol. 1, p. 227. 


Coleridge has a grand head, but very ill 
balanced, and the features of the face are 
coarse—although, to be sure, nothing can 
surpass the depth of meaning in his eyes, 
and the unutterable dreamy luxury in his 
lips. LOCKHART, JOHN GIBSON, 1819, 
Peter’s Letters to His Kinsfolk, Letter liv. 


Come back into memory, like as thou 
wert in the day-spring of thy fancies, with 
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hope like a fiery column before thee—the 
dark pillar not yet turned—Samuel Taylor 
Coleridge—Logician, Metaphysician, Bard! 
—How have I seen the casual passer 
through the Cloisters stand still, entranced 
with admiration (while he weighed the 
disproportion between the speech and the 
garb of the young Mirandula),to hear thee 
unfold, in thy deep and sweet intonations, 
the mysteries of Jamblichus, or Plotinus 

(for even in those years thou waxedst not 
pale at such philosophic draughts), or 
reciting Homer in his Greek, or Pindar— 
while the walls of the old Grey Friars re- 
reechoed to the accents of the inspired 
charity-boy ! — LAMB, CHARLES, 1820, 
Christ's Hospital Five and Thirty Years 
Ago. 

His complexion was at that time [1798] 
clear, and even bright— 

‘“Asare the children of yon azure sheen.”’ 
His forehead was broad and high, light as 
if built of ivory, with large projecting 
eyebrows, and his eyes rolling beneath 
them, like a sea with darkened lustre. ‘‘A 
certain tender bloom his face o’erspread,”’ 
a purple tinge as we see it in the pale 
thoughtful complexions of the Spanish 
portrait-painters, Murillo and Velasquez. 
His mouth was gross, voluptuous, open, 
eloquent; his chin good-humoured and 
round; but his nose, the rudder of the 
face, the index of the will, was small, 
feeble, nothing—like what he has done. 

His hair (now, alas! gray) was 
then black and glossy as the raven’s, and 
fell in smooth masses over his forehead. 
—Hazuitt, WILLIAM, 1821-22, My First 
Acquaintance with Poets, Table Talk. 
Father, and Bard revered! to whom I owe, 
Whate’er it be, my little art of numbers, 
Thou in thy night-watch o’er my cradled 

slumbers, 
Didst meditate the verse that lives to shew, 
(And long shall live, when we alike are low) 
Thy prayer how ardent, and thy hope how 
strong, 
That I should learn of Nature’s self the song, 
The lore which none but Nature’s pupils 
know. 
— COLERIDGE, HARTLEY, 1833, Poems, 
Dedicatory Sonnet. 
Stop, Christian passer-by: Stop, child of 
God 


And read, with gentle breast. Beneath this 
sod 


A poet lies, or that which once seemed he— 
O, lift one thought in prayer for 8. T. C.— 
That he who many a year with toil of breath 
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Found death in life, may here find life in 
death : 
‘Mercy for praise,—to be forgiven for fame,— 


He asked, and hoped, through Christ. Do 
thou the same. 
—COLERIDGE, SAMUEL TAYLOR, 1838, 


Epitaph. 

You know how long and severely he 
suffered in his health; yet, to the last, he 
appeared to have such high intellectual 
gratifications that we felt little impulse to 
pray tor his immediate release ; and though 
his infirmities had been grievously increas- 
ing of late years, the life and vigor of his 
mind were so great that they hardly led 
those around him to think of his dissolu- 
tion. His frail house of clay was so 
illumined that its decaying condition was 
the less perceptible. His departure, after 
all, seemed to come suddenly upon us. 
We were first informed of his danger on 
Sunday, the 20th of July, and on Friday, 
the 25th, he was taken from us. 

When he knew that his time was come, he 
said that he hoped by the manner of his 
death to testify the sincerity of his faith; 

and hoped that all who had heard of his 
name would know that he died in that of 
the English Church.—CoLERIDGE, SARA, 

1834, To Mrs. Plummer, Oct., Memoir and 
Letters, ed. her Daughter, p. 98. 


After trial and temptation ; after sorrow 
and pain; after daily dyings to the world; 
after daily risings into holiness; at length 
comes that ‘‘rest that remaineth unto the 
people of God.’’ After the fever of life; 
after wearinesses and sicknesses ; fightings 
and despondings; struggling and failing, 
struggling and succeeding; after all the 
changes and chances of this troubled and 
unhealthy state, at length comes death, at 
length the White Throne of God, at length 
the Beatific Vision. —NEWMAN, JOHN 
Henry, 1834-42, Parochial Sermons. 


In height he might seem to be about 
five feet eight (he was, in reality, about 
an inch and a-half taller, but his figure 
was of anorder which drowns the height) ; 
his person was broad and full, and tended 
even to corpulence; his complexion was 
fair, though not what painters technically 
style fair, because it was associated with 
black hair; his eyes were large, and soft 
in their expression; and it was from the 
peculiar appearance of haze or dreaminess 
which mixed with their light that I recog- 
nised my object. I examined him 
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steadfastly for a minute or more; and it 
struck me that he saw neither myself nor 
any other object in the street. He was in 
adeep reverie; for | had dismounted, made 
two or three trifling arrangements at an 
inn-door, and advanced close to him, before 
he had apparently become conscious of my 
presence. The sound of my voice, an- 
nouncing my own name, first awoke him: 
he started, and for a moment seemed at 
a loss to understand my purpose or his own 
situation ; for he repeated rapidly a number 
of words which had no relation to either 
of us. There was no mauvaise honte in his 
manner, but simple perplexity, and an ap- 
parent difficulty in recovering his position 
amongst daylight realities. This little 
scene over, he received me with a kindness 
of manner so marked that it might he 
called gracious. . . . 
when the heat of the day had declined, I 
walked out with him; and rarely, perhaps 
never, have I seen a person so much inter- 
rupted in one hour’s space as Coleridge, 
on this occasion, by the courteous atten- 
tions of young and old.—DE QUINCEY, 
THOMAS, 1834-54, Autobiography from 1803 
to 1808, Collected Writings, ed. Masson, 
vol. I, pp. 150, 151. 


[To] pass an entire day with Coleridge, 
was a marvellous change indeed. It was 
a Sabbath past expression deep, and tran- 
quil, andserene. You came to aman who 
had travelled in many countries, and in 
critical times; who had seen and felt the 
world in most of its ranks and in many of 
its vicissitudes and weaknesses; one to 
whom all literature and genial art were 
absolutely subject, and to whom, with a 
reasonable allowance as to technical de- 
tails, all science was in a most extraor- 
dinary degree familiar. Throughout a 
long-drawn summer’s day would this man 
talk to you in low, equable, but clear and 


In the evening, - 


musical tones, concerning things human | 
and divine; marshalling all history, har- | 


monizing all experiment, probing the 
depths of your consciousness, and reveal- 
ing visions of glory and of terror to the 
imagination; but pouring withal such 
floods of light upon the mind, that you 
might, for a season, like Paul, become blind 
in the very act of conversion. And this 


he would do, without somuchasone allusion | 


to himself, without a word of reflection on 
others, save when any given act fell natu- 
rally in the way of his discourse, —without 
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one anecdote that was not proof and illus- 
tration of a previous position ;—gratifying 
no passion, indulging no caprice, but, with 
a calm mastery over your soul, leading you 
onward and onward for ever through a 
thousand windings, yet with no pause, to 
some magnificent point in which, as ina 
focus, all the parti-coloured rays of his 


discourse should converge in light. In 


ail this he was, in truth, your teacher and 
guide; butin a little while you might for- 
get that he was other than a fellow-student 
and the companion of your way,—-so play- 
ful was his manner, so simple his lan- 
guage, so affectionate the glance of his 
pleasant eye!—CoLErIDGE, HENRY NEL- 
SON, 1835, ed., Specimens of the Table Talk 
of Samuel Taylor Coleridge, Preface. 

The manner of Coleridge was rather 
emphatic than dogmatic, and thus he was 
generally and satisfactorily listened to. 
There was neither the bow-wow nor the 
growl which seemed usually to charac- 
terize Johnson’s method of speaking ; and 
his periods were more lengthened and con- 
tinuous. . . . Coleridge was a mannerist. 
It was always the same tone—in the same 
style of expression—not quick and bound- 
ing enough to diffuse instant and general 
vivacity. There was always this 
characteristic feature in his multifarious 
conversation—it was delicate, reverend, 
and courteous.—DIBDIN, THOMAS FRoG- 
NALL, 1836, Reminiscences of a Literary 
Life, pp. 255, 256. 

William Coope tells us that he used 
often to see S. T. Coleridge till within a 
month of his death, and was an ardent ad- 
mirer of his prominent blue eyes, reverend 
hair and rapt expression. He has met 
Charles Lamb at his house. On one oc- 
casion Coleridge was holding forth on the 
effects produced by his preaching, and ap- 
pealed to Lamb, ‘‘You have heard me 
preach, I think?’ ‘‘I have never heard 
you do anything else,’’ was the urbane 
reply.—Fox, CAROLINE, 1836, Memories 
of Old Friends, ed. Pym, Journals, Dee. 
18, p. 14. 

His benignity of manner placed his 
auditors entirely at their ease; and in- 
clined them to listen delighted to the 
sweet, low tone in which he began to dis- 
course on some hightheme. Whether he 
had won for his greedy listener only some 
raw lad, or charmed a circle of beauty, 
rank, and wit, who hung breathless on his 


209 


words, he talked with equal eloquence ; for 
his subject, not his audience, inspired him. 
At first his tones were conversational; he 
seemed to dally with the shadows of the 
subject and with fantastic images which 
bordered it; but gradually the thought 
grew deeper, and the voice deepened with 
the thought; the stream gathering 
strength, seemed to bear along with it all 
things which opposed its progress, and 
blended them with its current ; and stretch- 
ing away among regions tinted with ethe- 
real colors, was lost at airy distance in the 
horizon of fancy. His hearers were unable 
to grasp his theories, which were indeed 
too vast to be exhibited in the longest con- 
versation; but they perceived noble 
images, generous suggestions, affecting 
pictures of virtue, which enriched their 
minds and nurtured their best affections. 

. He usually met opposition by con- 
ceding the point to the objector, and then 
went on with his high argument as if it 
had never been raised ; thus satisfying his 
antagonist, himself, and all who heard him; 
none of whom desired to hear his discourse 
frittered into points, or displaced by the 
near encounter even of the most brilliant 
wits.—TALFOURD, THOMAS Noon, 1837, 
The Life and Letters of Charles Lamb, 
ji Creae 

Whatever might have been his habits in 
boyhood, in manhood he was scrupulously 
clean in his person, and especially took 
great care of his hands. In his 
dress also he was as cleanly as the liberal 
use of snuff would permit, though the 
clothes-brush was often in requisition to 
remove the wasted snuff. ‘‘Snuff,’’ he 
would facetiously say, ‘‘was the final cause 
of the nose, though troublesome and ex- 
pensive in its use.’’—GILLMAN, JAMES, 
1838, The Lafe of Samuel Taylor Coleridge, 
De 19, note. 

After dinner he got up, and began pac- 
ing to and fro, with his hands behind his 
back, talking and walking, as Lamb laugh- 
ingly hinted, as if qualifying for an itin- 
erant preacher ; now fetching a simile from 
Loddige’s garden, at Hackney; and then 
driving off for an illustration to the sugar- 
making inJamaica. With his fine, flowing 
voice, it was glorious music, of the ‘‘never- 
ending, still-beginning’’ kind and you did 
not wish it to end. It was rare flying, as 
in the Nassau Balloon; you knew not 
whither, nor did you care. Like his own 
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bright-eyed Marinere, he had a spell in his 
voice that would not let you go. To 
describe my own feeling afterward, I had 
been carried, spiralling,up to heaven by a 
whirlwind intertwisted with sunbeams, 
giddy and dazzled, but not displeased, and 
had then been rained down again with a 
shower of mundane sticks and stones that 
battered out of me all recollection of 
what I had heard, and what I had seen !— 
Hoop, Tuomas, 1845? Literary Reminis- 
censes. 

The Mercury at these times was gener- 
ally Mr. Coleridge, who, as has been stated, 
ingeniously parried every adverse argu- 
ment, and after silencing his hardy dis- 
putants, announced to them that he was 
about to write and publish a quarto volume 
in favor of Pantisocracy, in which a variety 
of arguments would be advanced in defence 
of his system, too subtile and recondite to 
comport with conversation. It would 
then, he said, become manifest that he 
was not a-projector raw from his cloister, 
but a cool calculating reasoner, whose 
efforts and example would secure to him 
and his friends the permanent gratitude 
of mankind. From the sentiments thus 
entertained I shall represent Mr. Coleridge, 
in the section of his days which devolves 
on me to exhibit, just as he was, and that 
with a firm belief that by so doing, with- 
out injuring his legitimate reputation, I 
shall confer an essential benefit on those 
to come, who will behold in Mr. C. much 
to admire and imitate; and certainly some 
thingstoregret. For it should be remem- 
bered, Mr. Coleridge, from universal ad- 
mission, possessed some of the highest 
mental endowments, and many pertaining 
to the heart; but if a man’s life be valu- 
able, not for the incense it consumes, but 
for the instruction it affords, to state even 
defects, (in one like Mr. C. who can so 
well afford deductions without serious 
loss), becomes in his biographer, not 
optional, but a serious obligation. —Cort- 
TLE, JOSEPH, 1847, Reminiscences of Sam- 
uel Taylor Coleridge and Robert Southey, 
p..0s 

The house which Mr. Gillman occupied 
is now occupied bya Mr. Brendon. There 
is nothing remarkable about the house ex- 
cept its view. Coleridge’s room looked 
upon a delicious prospect of wood and 
meadow, with a gay garden full of color 
under the window. When a friend of his 
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first saw him there, he said he thought he 
had taken his dwelling-place like an 
abbot. There he cultivated his flowers, 
and had a set of birds for his pensioners, 
who came to breakfast with him. He 
might be seen taking his daily stroll up 
and down near Highgate, with his black 
coat and white locks, and a book in his 
hand; and was a great acquaintance of the 
little children.— Howitt, WILLIAM, 1847, 
Homes and Haunts of the Most Eminent 
British Poets, vol. 1, p. 121. 

Coleridge was as little fitted for action 
as Lamb, but on a different account. His 
person was of a good height, but as slug- 
gish and solid as the other’s was light and 
fragile. He had, perhaps, suffered it to 
look old before its time, for want of ex- 
ercise. His hair was white at fifty; and 
as he generally dressed in black, and had 
a very tranquil demeanor, his appearance 
was gentlemanly, and for several years 
before his death was reverend. Never- 
theless, there was something invincibly 
young in the look of his face. It was 
round and fresh-colored, with agreeable 
features, and an open, indolent, good- 
natured mouth. This boy-like expression 
was very becoming in one who dreamed 
and speculated as he did when he was 
really a boy, and who passed his life apart 
from the rest of the world, with a book, 
and his flowers. His forehead was pro- 
digious—a great piece of placid marble; 
and his fine eyes, in which all the activity 
of his mind seemed to concentrate, moved 
under it with a sprightly ease, as if it was 
pastime to them to carry all that thought. 
—Hunt, Leicu, 1850-60, Autobiography. 

Every body has heard the often told 
story of Coleridge’s enlisting in a cavalry 
regiment under a feigned name, and being 
detected as a Cambridge scholar in conse- 
quence of his writing some Greek lines, or 
rather, I believe, some Greek words, over 
the bed of a sick comrade, whom, not 
knowing how else to dispose of him, he 
had been apppointed to nurse. It has not 
been stated that the arrangement for his 
discharge took place at my father’s house 
at Reading. Such, however, was the case. 
—MiITForRD, MARY RUSSELL, 1851, Recollec- 
tions of a Literary Life, p. 394. 

Coleridge sat on the brow of Highgate 
Hill, in those years, looking down on Lon- 
don and its smoke-tumult, like a sage 
escaped from the inanity of life’s battle; 
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attracting towards him the thoughts of in- 
numerable brave souls still engaged there. 
. . . The good man, he was now getting 
old, sixty perhaps; and gave you an idea 
of a life that had been full of sufferings; 
a life heavy-laden, half-vanquished, still 
swimming painfully in seas of manifold 
physical and other bewilderment. Brow 
and head were round and of massive 
weight, but the face was flabby and irreso- 
lute. Thedeepeyes,of alight hazel, were 
as full of sorrow as of inspiration; con- 
fused pain looked mildly from then, as in 
a kind of mild astonishment. The whole 
figure and air, good and amiable otherwise, 
might be called flabby and irresolute; ex- 
pressive of weakness under possibility of 
strength. He hung loosely on his limbs, 
with knees bent,and stooping attitude; in 
walking, he rather shuffled than decisively 
stept; and a lady once remarked, he never 
could fix which side of the garden walk 
would suit him best, but continually 
shifted, in corkscrew fashion, and kept 
trying both. A heavy-laden, high-aspir- 
ing, and surely much-suffering man. His 
voice, naturally soft and good, had con- 
tracted itself into a plaintive snuffle and 
singsong; he spoke as if preaching, —you 
would have said, preaching earnestly and 
almost hopelessly the weightest things. I 
still recollect his ‘‘object’’ and ‘‘subject,’’ 
terms of continual recurrence in the Kan- 
tean province; and how he sang and 
snuffed them into ‘‘om-m-mject’’ and 
“‘sum-m-mject,’’ with a kind of solemn 
shake or quaver, as he rolled along. No 
talk, in his century or in any other, could 
be more surprising. —CARLYLE, THOMAS, 
1851, The Life of John Sterling. 


Coleridge was amarvellous talker. One 
morning he talked three hours without 
intermission about poetry, and so admira- 
bly that I wished every word he uttered 
had been written down. But sometimes 
his harangues were quite unintelligible, 
not only to myself but to others. Words- 
worth and I called upon him one forenoon 
when he was lodging in Pall Mall. He 
talked uninterruptedly for about two 
hours, during which Wordsworth listened 
to him with profound attention, every now 
and then nodding his head as if in assent. 
On quitting the lodging I said to Words- 
worth, ‘‘ Well, for my own part I could not 
make head or tail of Coleridge’s oration ; 
pray, did you understandit?’’ ‘‘Not one 
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syllable of it,’? was Wordsworth’s reply. 
—ROoGERS, SAMUEL, 1855, Recollections of 
Table Talk, ed. Dyce. 

“What do you think of Dr. Channing, 
Mr. Coleridge ?’’ said a brisk young gentle- 
man to the mighty discourser, as he sat 
next him at a small tea-party. ‘‘Before 
enteting upon that question, sir,’’ said 
Coleridge, opening upon his inquirer those 
‘‘noticeable gray eyes,’’ witha vague and 
placid stare, and settling himself in his 
seat for the night, ‘‘I must put you in 
possession of my views, in extenso on the 
origin, progress, present condition, future 
likelihoods, and absolute essence of the 
Unitarian controversy, and especially the 
conclusions I have, upon the whole, come 
to on the great question of what may be 
termed the philosophy of religious differ- 
ence.’’—BROWN, JOHN, 1858-61, Hore 
Subsecive. 


His voice was deep and musical, and his 
words followed each other in an unbroken 
flow, yet free from monotony. There was 
indeed a peculiar charm in his utterance. 
His pronunciation was remarkably cor- 
rect; in some respects pedantically so. 
He gave the full sound of thel in talk, and 
should, and would.—LESLIE, CHARLES R., 
1860, Autobiographical Recollections, ed. 
Taylor. 


In all, he was physically of an enervated 
nature—I mean the reverse of muscular. 
His action was most quiet and subdued, 
even when most energetically declaiming : 
and his hand was as velvety as 
the sheathed paw of cat or mole, and 
might have manifested the veriest Sybarite 
that ever lived for luxury alone.—JER- 
DAN, WILLIAM, 1866, Men I have Known. 


Meadows, in these our pleasant per- 
ambulations, was wont to speak of an old 
lady who kept the Lion and Sun Hotel in 
that neighborhood [Highgate]. This was 
a favorite resort of Coleridge; and the 
communicative landlady used to remark 
that he was a great talker, and ‘‘when he 
began there was no stopping him.’’ When- 
ever she returned to the room, she said, 
after leaving it for a short time, he would 
still ‘‘be going on,’’ and sometimes he 
made such a noise that she wished him 
further.—HoppER, GEORGE, 1870, Mem- 
oirs of My Time, ch. v. 

I recollect him only as an eloquent but 
intolerable talker; impatient of the speech 
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and opinions of others; very inconsecutive, 
and putting forth with a plethora of 
words misty dogmas in theology and meta- 
physics, partly of German origin, which he 
never seemed to me to clear up to his own 
understanding or to that of others. What 
has come out posthumously of his phi- 
losophy has not removed this imputation 
upon it.—HoLLAND, Sir Henry, 1871, 
Recollections of Past Life, p. 205. 


Samuel Taylor Coleridge was like the 

Rhine, 

That exulting and abounding river, 
He was full of words, full of thought; 
yielding both in an unfailing flow, that 
delighted many, and perplexed a few of 
his hearers. He was a manof prodigious 
miscellaneous reading, always ready to 
communicate allhe knew. From Alpha to 
Omega, all was familiar to him. He was 
deep in Jacob Behmen. He was intimate 
with Thomas Aquinas and Quevedo; with 
Bacon and Kant, with ‘‘Peter Simple’’ and 
“‘Tom Cringle’s Log;’’ and withall the old 
divines of both England and France. The 
pages of all the infidels had passed under 
his eye and made their legitimate (and not 
more than their legitimate) impression. 
He went from flower to flower, throughout 
the whole garden of learning, like the 
butterfly or the bee,—most like the bee. 
He talked with everybody, about anything. 
He was so full of information that it was 
a relief to him to part with some portion 
of it to others. It was like laying down 
part of his burden.—PRocTER, BRYAN 
WALLER, 1874? Recollections of Men of 
Letters, p. 144. 
The upper part of Coleridge’s face was 
excessively fine. His eyes were large, 
light gray, prominent, and of liquid bril- 
liancy, which some eyes of fine character 
may be observed to possess, as though the 
orb itself retreated to the innermost re- 
cesses of the brain. The lower part of 
his face was somewhat dragged, indicating 
the presence of habitual pain; but his 
forehead was prodigious, and like a smooth 
slab of alabaster.—CLARKE, CHARLES AND 
Mary CowbDEN, 1878, Recollections of 
Writers, p. 35. 
Like desert pools that show the stars 
Once in long leagues,—even such the scarce- 
snatched hours 

Which deepening pain left to his lordliest 
powers :— 

Heaven lost through 
prison-bars. 


spider-trammelled 
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Six years, from sixty saved! Yet kindling 
skies : 
Own them, a beacon to our centuries. 


—ROsseETTI, DANTE GABRIEL, 1881, Sam- 
uel Taylor Coleridge, Five English Poets, 
Ballads and Sonnets. 

Recently an old laborer here, very old 
and fearing death, sent for the curate of 
the parish, who discovered that he was 
using laudanum for his rheumatism, and 
warned him of the risks heran. The old 
man replied: ‘‘Why, I know better, 
Parson; my brother was doctor’s boy to 
Mr. Gillman fifty years or more ago, and 
there was an old chap there called Coling- 
rigs, or some such name, as Mr. Gillman 
thought he was a-curing of drinking 
laudanum, and my brother he used to fill a 
bottle with that stutf from Mr. Gillman’s 
own bottles, and hand it to me, and! used 
to put it-under my jacket and give it to 
h’old Colingrigs, and we did that for years 
and it never hurted nhim.”?” . . . Mrs. 
Dutton, a charming old lady greatly re- 
spected in Highgate, lives in an ivy- 
covered cottage on the Grove, and remem- 
bers Coleridge well. She used to sit on 
his knee and prattle to him, and she tells 
how he was followed about the Grove by 
troops of children for the sakeof the sweet- 
ies of which his pockets were always full. 
—Marti, Dr. E. B., 1884, Literary Land- 
marks of London, by Hutton, Letter, p. 58. 

If Coleridge was at any period guilty of 
offence against the moral law it must have 
been in those early days when, as he says, 
he knew ‘‘just so much of folly’’ as ‘‘made 
maturer years more wise.’’ In later years 
his walk became, more than ever, that of 
a man who had never so much as a tempta- 
tion to such offence. It is acurious fact, 
which any careful reader of his letters may 
verify, that when he became a slave to 
opium, his spiritual consciousness became 
more active, and his watchfulness of the 
encroachments of the baser impulses of 
his nature more keen. If his excesses in 
this regard were what Southey described 
them, guilty animal indulgences, it is a 
strange problem in psychology why the 
whole spiritual nature of the man should 
undergo a manifest exaltation. Every one 
who was brought into contact with Cole- 
ridge in the darkest days of his subjection 
to opium, observed this extraordinary 
moral transfiguration.—CaINE, HALL, 
1887, Life of Samuel Taylor Coleridge 
(Great Writers), p. 186. 
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A gentle peace soothed these last years. 
He had fought a terrible battle against 
the most insidious foe that can attack man. 
He had suffered many a defeat, and had 
gained many a victory, but at last the soul 
rose triumphant over the weakened body. 
In the days of his humiliation he had writ- 
ten books that are sought and studied by 
scholars, for their clear philosophy and 
their Christian teaching. The mists of 
doubt and questioning had long since 
cleared away, and his faith grasped the 
Bible and all its teachings as the only sure 
guide. At this time, during the 
long days and nights, when the Past with 
all its phases and mistakes rose before him, 
he could feel that at least he had always 
believed and written honestly, and that 
the principles of his youth were the 
principles of his age, only modified by 
the clearer vision gained by life’s varied 
experiences. His early friends were still 
the friends of his last years, and he had 
never stooped to truckle for favor or in- 
fluence.—LorpD, ALICE E., 1893, The Days 
of Lamb and Coleridge, A Historical Ro- 
mance, p. 368. 

In writing of the man of the ‘‘graspless 
hand,’’ the biographer’s own hand in time 
grows graspless on the pen; and in read- 
ing of him our hands too grow graspless 
on the page. We pursue the man and 
come upon group after group of his 
friends; and each, as we demand, ‘‘ What 
have you done with Coleridge?’’ answers, 
‘“‘He was here just now and we helped 
him forward alittle way.’’ Our best biog- 
raphies are all of men and women of 
character—and, it may be added, of 
beautiful character—of Johnson, Scott, 
and Charlotte Bronté.—QUILLER-CoUCH, 
A. T., 1893, Adventures in Criticism. 

A brief dawnof unsurpassed promise and 
achievement; ‘‘a trouble’’ as of “‘clouds 
and weeping rain;’’ then, a long summer 
evening’s work done by ‘‘the setting sun’s 
pathetic light’’—such was Coleridge’s 
day, the after-glow of which is stillin the 
sky. [am sure that the temple, with all 
the rubble which blended with its marble, 
must have been a grander whole than any 
we are able to reconstruct for ourselves 
from the stones that lie about the field. 
The living Coleridge was ever his own 
apology—men and women who neither 
shared nor ignored his shortcomings, not 
only loved him, but honored and followed 
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him.— CAMPBELL, JAMES DYKES, 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge, p. 281. 


Coleridge’s domestic life was not fortu- 
nate or wisely managed, but at Clevedon, 
for some time after his early marriage, 
he was as happy as a lover. Every one 
who knows his early verse remembers the 
frequent references to his beloved Sara, 
which are provoking in their lack of real 
characterisation. With the most exquisite 
feeling for womanhood in its general fea- 
tures, he seems to have been incapable of 
drawing strongly the features of any in- 
dividual woman. Hisnearest approach to 
the creation of a heroine is perhaps in his 
Illyrian queen, Zapolya. Even Christabel 
is a figure somewhat too faintly drawn, a 
figure expressing indeed the beauty, in- 
nocence, and gentleness of maidenhood, 
but without any of the traits of a distinc- 
tive personality. All his other imaginings 
of women are exquisite abstractions, 
framed of purely feminine elements, but 
representing Woman rather than being 
themselves veritable women.—DowDEn, 
EDWARD, 1895, New Studies in Litera- 
ture, p. 321. 

Domesticity was never a shining virtue 
in him; and wife, and cottage, and Arcadia 
somehow fade out from the story of his 
life—as pointless, unsaving, and ineffec- 
tive for him, all these, as the blurred lines 
with which we begin a story, and cross 
them out.—MITCHELL, DONALD G., 1895, 
English Lands Letters and Kings, Queen 
Anne and the Georges, p. 312. 

Coleridge’s life gilded slowly away, calm 
outwardly, but animated by inner and 
never resting intellectual and emotional 
forces. The close of his life was attended 
with many physical sufferings. He was 
troubled greatly by nightmare. 

What Coleridge appeared to me to lack 
was force of character and individuality. 
His life was centred in his imagination. 
His world was not our every-day working 
world, but one created out of his own inner 
consciousness. Coleridge was a Richter 
without his vivid humanity and humour. 
He was about 5 feet 94 inches in height, 
but looked shorter. When a youth, his 
hair was black and glossy; but it was 
white at fifty. His complexion was fair; 
his countenance thoughtful and benevo- 
lent. In advanced years he was a great 
snuff-taker ; but always scrupulously clean. 
—FOoRSTER, JOSEPH, 1897, Great Teachers. 
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POETRY 
Shall gentle Coleridge pass unnoticed here. 
To turgid ode and tumid stanza dear? 
Though themes of innocence amuse him best, 
Yet still obscurity’s a welcome guest. 
If Inspiration should her aid refuse 
To him who takes a pixy for a muse, 
Yet none in lofty numbers can surpass 
The bard who soars to elegize an ass. 
How well the subject suits his noble mind, 
He brays, the laureat of the long-ear’d kind. 
—Byron, Lor, 1809, English Bards and 
Scotch Reviewers. 
He was a mighty poet—and 
A subtle-soul’d psychologist; 
All things he seem’d to understand, 
Of old or new—of sea or land— 
But his own mind—which was a mist. 
This was a man who might have turn’d 
Hell into Heaven—and so in gladness 
A Heaven unto himself have earn’d; 
But he in shadows undiscern’d 
Trusted,—and damn’d himself to madness. 
—SHELLEY, PERCY ByssHE, 1819, Peter 
Bell the Third. 


He is superior, I think, to almost all 
our poets, except Spenser, in the delicious- 
ness of his numbers. This charm results 
more from melody than measure, from a 
continuity of sweet sounds than from an 
apt division or skilful variation of them. 
There is no appearance of preparation, 
effort or artifice; they rise or fall with 
his feelings, like the unbidden breathings 
of an Aolian harp, from the deep intona- 
tions of passion to the light skirmishes of 
fancy. On the generality of readers it is 
to be feared this is all so much thrown 
away. Rapidity of reading hinders attrac- 
tion to it. To enjoy the instrument one 
had need be in some such happy Castle of 
Indolence as Thomson has placed it in.— 
Cary, HENRY FRANCIS, 1823, Notices of 
Miscellaneous English Poets, Memoir, ed. 
Cary, vol. u, p. 299. 

; dreamy Coleridge, of the wizard lay! 
—ELLIOTT, ete 1829, The Village 
Patriarch, bk. 


It is to Mr. ee that I am bound 
to make the acknowledgement due from 
the pupil to his master.—Scorr, Sir 
WALTER, 1880, Lay of the Last Minstrel, 
Introduction. 

O! Heart that like a fount with freshness 
ran, 

O! Thought beyond the stature given to man, 

Although thy page had blots on many a line, 

Yet Faith remedial made the tale divine. 

With all the poet’s fusing, kindling blaze, 
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And sage’s skill to thread each tangled maze, 
Thy fair expressive image meets the view, 
Bearing the sunlike torch, and subtle clew. 
—STERLING, JOHN, 1839, Coleridge, Poems, 
p. 154. 

And visionary Coleridge, who 

Did sweep his thoughts as angels do 

Their wings with cadence up the Blue. 
—BROWNING, ELIZABETH BARRETT, 1844, 
A Vision of Poets. 


His poetry is another matter. It is so 

beautiful, and was so quietly content with 
its beauty, making no call on the critics, 
and receiving hardly any notice, that 
people are but now beginning to awake to 
a full sense of its merits. Of pure poetry, 
strictly so called, that is to say, consisting 
of nothing but its essential self, without 
conventional and perishing helps, he was 
the greatest master of his time. If you 
could see it in a phial, like a distillation 
of roses (taking it, I mean, at its best), 
it would be found without a speck. 
Oh! it is too latenow; and habit and ‘self- 
love blinded me at the time, and I did not 
know (much as I admired him) how great 
a poet lived in that grove at Highgate; or 
I would have cultivated its walks more, as 
I might have done, and endeavoured to 
return him, with my gratitude, a small 
portion of the delight his verses have given 
me.—Hunt, LeicH, 1844, Imagination 
and Fancy, pp. 250, 255. 

Lazy Coleridge, by the morning’s light, 
Gazed for a moment on the fields of white, 
And lo! the glaciers found at length a 

tongue, 
Mont Blanc was vocal, and Chamouni sung! 
—HOLMES, OLIVER WENDELL, 1846, A 
Rhymed Lesson. 

Few minds are capable of fathoming his 
by their own sympathies, and he has left 
us no adequate manifestation of himself 
as a poet by whichto judgehim. For his 
dramas, I consider them complete failures, 
and more like visions than dramas. For 
a metaphysical mind like his to attempt 
that walk, was scarcely more judicious 
than it would be for a blind man to essay 
painting the bay of Naples. Many of his 
smaller pieces are perfect in their way, 
indeed no writer could excel him in 
depicting a single mood of mind, as De- 
jection, for instance. . . Give Cole- 
ridge a canvass, and he will paint a single 
mood as if his colors were made of the 
mind’s own atoms. Here he is very unlike 
Southey. There is nothing of the spectator 
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about Coleridge; he is all life; not im- 
passioned, not vehement, but searching, 
intellectual life, which seems ‘‘listening 
through the frame’’ to its own pulses.— 
OssoLI, MARGARET FULLER, 1850? Art, 
Literature and the Drama, pp. 97, 98. 

Let me say here that I know of no Eng- 
lish translation of a poem of any length 
which, a few passages excepted, so per- 
fectly reproduces the original as this, 
[‘‘ Wallenstein’ ] and that if the same hand 
had given us in our language the other 
dramas of this author, we should have had 
an English Schiller worthy to be placed by 
the side of the German.—BRYANT, WIL- 
LIAM CULLEN, 1859, Schiller, Orations and 
Addresses, p. 299. 

A warm poetic joy in everything beauti- 
ful, whether it be a moral sentiment, like 
the friendship of Roland and Leoline, or 
only the flakes of failing light from the 
water-snakes—this joy, visiting him, now 
and again, after sickly dreams, in sleep or 
waking, asa relief not to be forgotten, 
and with such a power of felicitous ex- 
pression that the infection of it passes 
irresistibly to the reader—such is the 
predominant element in the matter of his 
poetry, as cadence is the predominant 
quality of its form.—PATER, WALTER, 
1865-80, Appreciations, p. 103. 

His utterances were but part of his 
system; like the leaves of the Sibyl, they 
but scattered forth part of the fulness, 
inwardness, warmth, and completeness of 
his convictions; and his philosophy has 
been lost to us—save that he himself was 
the father of a school of earnest and 
humble thinkers, and will yet beget more. 
Of true poets he is one:—he has dared, 
and known, and doubted—has penetrated 
into the sanctuary of poetry, and trod the 
utmost limits of the knowable—and yet 
dares humbly to write himself a Christian. 
The example of Coleridge was great, valu- 
able, beyond price, to the young men at 
the beginning of this century of doubt.— 
FRISWELL, JAMES HAIN, 1869, Essays on 
English Writers, p. 313. 

From natural fineness of ear, was the 
best metrist among modern English poets. 
—LOWELL, JAMES RUSSELL, 1870, Chaucer, 
My Study Windows, p. 267. 

It is like distant music when the tone 
comes to us pure and without any coarser 
sound of wood or wire; or like the odour on 
the air when we smell the flower without 
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detecting in it that of the stalk or of the 
earth.—DEVERE, AUBREY, 1873-97, Let- 
ters, Recollections, p. 197. 

As a poet his place is indisputable. It 
is high among the highest of all time. An 
age that should forget or neglect him 
might neglect or forget any poet that ever 
lived. At least, any poet whom it did 
remember such an age would remember 
as something other than a poet; it would 
prize and praise in him, not the absolute 
and distinctive quality, but something 
empirical or accidental. That may be said 
of this one which can hardly be said of 
any but the greatest among men; that 
come what may to the world in course of 
time, it will never see his place filled. 
Other and stronger men, with fuller con- 
trol and concentration of genius, may do 
more service, may bear more fruit; but 
such as his was they will not have in them 
to give. The highest lyric work is either 
passionate or imaginative; of passion 
Coleridge’s has nothing; but for height 
and perfection of imaginative quality he 
is the greatest of lyric poets. This was 
his special power, and this is his special 
praise. —SWINBURNE, ALGERNON CHARLES, 
1875, Essays and Studies, p. 274. 

His best work is but little, but of its kind 
it is perfect and unique. For exquisite 
music of metrical movement and for an 
imaginative phantasy, such as might belong 
to a world where men always dreamt, there 
is nothing in our Janguage to be compared 
with ‘‘Christabel,’’ 1805, and ‘‘Kubla 
Khan,’’ and to the ‘Ancient Mariner’’ 
published as one of the ‘‘Lyrical Ballads, ’’ 
in 1798. The little poem called ‘‘Love’’ 
is not so good, but it touches with great 
grace that with which all sympathise. All 
that he did excellently might be bound up 
in twenty pages, but it should be bound in 
pure gold.—Brookg, SToprorD A., 1876, 
English Literature (Primer), p. 152. 

As a poet, Coleridge’s own place is 
safe. His niche in the great gallery of 
English poets is secure. Of no one can it 
be more emphatically said that he was ‘‘of 
imagination all compact.’’ His peculiar 
touch of melancholy tenderness may pre- 
vent his attaining a high place in popular 
estimation. He does not possess the fiery 
pulse and humaneness of Burns, but the 
exquisite perfection of his metre and the 
subtle alliance of his thought and expres- 
sion must always secure for him the 


216 


warmest admiration of true lovers of 
poetic art.—Boy Le, G. D., 1877, Eney- 
clopedia Britannica, Ninth ed., vol. VI, 
p. 124. 


But it is less easy to follow Coleridge 
than to follow Southey, because it is more 
difficult to appreciate the full meaning of 
his conclusions. He loved to be mysterious 
and obscure; and this mystery and obscu- 
rity is constantly visible in his most beauti- 
ful poetry. Why was the Ancient Mariner 
to be doomed to perpetual mystery because 
he had shot an albatross? Why was the 
exquisitely pure Lady Christabel to be 
cursed for the performance of an act of 
Christian charity? The argument offends 
the reason as much as the language charms 
the sense. —WALPOLE, SPENCER, 1878, 
A History of England from the Conclusion 
of the Great War in 1815, vol. 1, p. 857. 


He is perhaps the finest instance we have 
in England of the critical and poetical 
power combined.—SuHairp, JOHN CAMpP- 
BELL, 1881, Poetic Style in Modern English 
Poetry, Aspects of Poetry. 


Endowed with so glorious a gift of song, 
and only not fully master of his poetic 
means because of the very versatility of 
his artistic power and the very variety 
and catholicity of his youthful sympathies, 
it is unhappily but too certain that the 
world has lost much by that perversity of 
conspiring accidents which so untimely 
silenced Coleridge’s muse. And the loss 
is the more trying to posterity because he 
seems, to a not, I think, too curiously con- 
sidering criticism, to have once actually 
struck that very chord which would have 
sounded most movingly beneath his touch. 
—TraILL, Henry Durr, 1884, Coleridge 
(English Men of Letters), p. 65. 


There is no one of Coleridge’s sonnets 
which can be pronounced distinctly satis- 
factory. The one I have given seems to 
me on the whole the best. The famous 
one on Schiller’s ‘‘Robbers’’ has been 
much overrated—though Coleridge him- 
self had a high opinion of it. Wordsworth 
showed his critical faculty when, on re- 
ceipt of Dyce’s ‘‘Sonnet-Anthology,’’ he 
referred to the insertion of ‘‘The Robbers’’ 
as a mistake, on the ground of ‘‘rant.”’ 
3 There are probably few readers 
of mature taste who would not consider 
Wordsworth’s epithet ‘‘rant’’ as literally 
applicable. One learns with a sense of 
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uncomfortable wonder that Coleridge him- 
self—this supreme master of metrical 
music—considered the last six lines 
“strong and fiery!’’ What a difference 
between this Schiller sonnet and the 
beautiful poem in fourteen lines entitled 
‘‘Work without Hope.”’ If these lines had 
only been adequately set in sonnet-mould, 
the result would have been a place for this 
poetic gem among the finest sonnets in the 
language.—SHARP, WILLIAM, 1886, Son- 
nets of this Century, p. 238, note. 


Coleridge, who had little technical 
knowledge of any art but that in which, 
when he was himself, he supremely ex- 
celled—poetry—had nevertheless a deeper 
insight into the fundamental principles of 
art than any modern writer, with the sole 
exception of Goethe.—PATMORE, COVEN- 
TRY, 1889-98, Principle in Art, p. 12. 


Coleridge, the poet, sees clearer than 
Coleridge, the metaphysician.—CHENEY, 
JOHN.VANCE, 1891, The Golden Guess, 
Dace: 

Those songs half-sung that ‘yet were all- 
divine— 

That woke Romance, the queen, to reign 

afresh— 
Had been but preludes from that lyre of 
thine, 

Could thy rare spirit’s wings have pierced 

the mesh 

Spun by the wizard who compels the flesh, 
But lets the poet see how heav’n can shine, 
—WATTS, THEODORE, 1892? Coleridge. 


The greatest master of the poetry of 
pure wonder which English literature has 
ever had is undoubtedly Coleridge. There 
is a subtle charm and magic, a witchery of 
sound and vision, insuch poemsas ‘‘Kubla 
Khan’’ and ‘‘Christabel’’ which has never 
been approached by any other English 
poet; and ‘“‘The Ancient Mariner’’ still 
remains the most splendid effort of pure 
imaginative poetry in modern literature. 
—Dawson, W. J.. 1892, Quest and Vision, 
p. 269. 

Coleridge never met with a patron; he 
who surpassed every poet but one in genius; 
so he famished, exclaiming, ‘‘Work with- 
out hope, draws nectar in a sieve!’’— 
HAKE, GORDON, 1892, Memoirs of Eighty 
Years, p. T7. 

The debt was not all on one side. It 
was during the memorable year of his com- 
panionship with Wordsworth that Cole- 
ridge wrote nearly every thing that now 
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remains aS a measure of his wonderful 
poetic gifts. ‘‘The Rime of the Ancient 
Mariner’? and ‘‘Christabel’’ were both 
written in that year, besides most of the 
short poems that make up the small volume 
of his poetical works. The presence by 
his side of the steady, resolute will of the 
Westmoreland dalesman seems to have for 
the time constrained his imagination from 
aimless wandering; and the lofty, un- 
wavering self-confidence of his friend in- 
spired him with a similar energy. Away 
from Wordsworth after that year he lost 
himself in visions of work to be done that 
always remained to be done. Coleridge 
had every poetic gift but one—the will 
for sustained and concentrated effort.— 
Minto, WILLIAM, 1894, The Literature of 
the Georgian Era, ed. Knight, p. 212. 

Even Shakespeare’s grasp of Nature, 
though wider, is not,I think, more intimate 
than Coleridge’s. To take a figure from 
physical science, the union of Nature with 
the soul in him is chemical, not mechanical 
combination. —PALGRAVE, FRANCIS TUR- 
NER, 1896, Landscape in Poetry, p. 203. 

The poetic genius of Coleridge, the 
highest of his many gifts, found brilliant 
and fascinating expression. His poems— 
those in which his fame lives—are as 
unique as they are memorable; and though 
their small number, their confined range, 
and the brief period during which his 
faculty was exercised with full freedom 
and power, seem to indicate a narrow vein, 
yet the remainder of his work in prose and 
verse leaves an impression of extraor- 
dinary and abundant intellectual force. In 
proportion as his imaginative creations 
stand apart, the spirit out of which they 
came must have possessed some singular- 
ity: and if the reader is not content with 
simple esthetic appreciation of what the 
gods provide, but has some touch of curios- 
ity leading him to look into the source of 
such remarkable achievement and its hu- 
man history, he is at once interested in the 
personality of the ‘‘subtle-souled psychol- 
ogist,’? as Shelley with his accurate 
critical insight first named him.—Woop- 
BERRY, GEORGE E., 1897, Library of the 
World’s Best Literature, ed. Warner, vol. 
vu, p. 3844. 

No other poet, perhaps, except Spenser, 
has been an initial influence, a generative 
influence, onso many poets. Having with 
that mild Elizabethan much affinity, it is 
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natural that he also should be ‘‘a poets’ 
poet’’ in the rarer sense—the sense of 
fecundating other poets. As with Spenser, 
it is not that other poets have made him 
their model, have reproduced essentials of 
his style (accidents no great poet will con- 
sciously perpetuate). The progeny are 
sufficiently unlike the parent. It is that 
he has incited the very sprouting in them 
of the laurel-bough, has been to them a 
fostering sun of song. Such a primary 
influence he was to Rossetti—Rossetti, 
whose model was far more Keats than 
Coleridge. Such he was to Coventry 
Patmore, in whose work one might trace 
many masters rather than Coleridge. .. . 
For the last thirty years criticism has un- 
burdened its suppressed feelings about 
Coleridge, which it considerately spared 
him while he was alive; and his position 
is clear, unquestioned ; his reputation be- 
yond the power of wax or wane. Alone 
of modern poets, his fame sits above the 
power of fluctuation. Wordsworth has 
fluctuated ; Tennyson stands not exactly as 
hedid; thereis reaction in some quarters 
against the worship of Shelley; though all 
are agreed Keats is a great poet, not all 
are agreed as to his place. But around 
Coleridge the clamour of partisans is 
silent: none attacks, none has need to de- 
fend. Over that wreck, most 
piteous and terrible in all our literary his- 
tory, shines, and will shine for ever, the 
five-pointed star, of his glorious youth; 
those poor five resplendent poems, for 
which he paid the devil’s price of a deso- 
lated life and unthinkably blasted powers. 
Other poets may have done greater things ; 
none a thing more perfect and uncom- 
panioned. Other poets belong to this class 
or that; he to the class of Samuel Taylor 
Coleridge.— THOMPSON, FRANCIS, 1897, 
Academy Portraits, The Academy, vol. 
51, pp. 179, 180. 


THE ANCIENT MARINER 
1798 

His ‘‘ Ancient Mariner’’ is the most re- 
markable performance, and the only one 
that I could point out to any one as giving 
an adequate idea of his great natural 
powers. It is high German, however, and 
in it he seems to ‘conceive of poetry but 
as a drunken dream, reckless, careless, 
and heedless, of past, present, and to 
come.’’—HAazuitt, WILLIAM, 1818, Lec- 
tures on the English Poets, Lecture viii. 


218 


A wild, mystical, phantasmagoric nar- 
rative, most picturesquely related in the 
old English ballad measure, and in lan- 
guage to which is skillfully given an air 
of antiquity in admirable harmony with 
the spectral character of theevents. The 
whole poem is a splendid dream, filling 
the ear with the strange and floating 
melodies of sleep, and the eye with a 
shifting, vaporous succession of fantas- 
tic images, gloomy or radiant.—SuHaw, 
THoMAS B., 1847, English Literature, p.426. 


It is Coleridge’s one great complete 
work, the one really finished thing, in a 
life of many beginnings.— PATER, WALTER, 
1865-80, Appreciations, p. 101. 

The ‘‘Ancient Mariner’’ has doubtless 
more of breadth and space, more of 
material force and motion, than anything 
else of the poet’s. And the tenderness of 
sentiment which touches with significant 
colour the pure white imagination is here 
no longer morbid or languid, as in the 
earlier poems of feeling and emotion. It 
is soft and piteous enough, but womanly 
rather than effeminate; and thus serves 
indeed to set off the strange splendours 
and boundless beauties of the story. For 
the execution, I presume no human eye is 
too dull to see how perfect it is, and how 
high in kind of perfection. Here is not 
the speckless and elaborate finish which 
shows everywhere the fresh rasp of file or 
chisel on its smooth and spruce excellence ; 
this is faultless after the fashion of a 
flower or a tree. Thusit has grown: not 
thus has it been carved.—SwINBURNE, 
ALGERNON CHARLES, 1875, Hssays and 
Studies, p. 264. 

The ‘‘Ancient Mariner’’ is a poem of 
which (in the experience of most of us) the 
first impression dates back to those earliest 
years when the Bible and the ‘‘Pilgrim’s 
Progress’’ made up the whole body of seri- 
ous reading; but if we could encounter it 
first of all late in life, after the stream of 
more modern literature had filtered into 
our minds, it would probably seem to us like 
meeting for the first time in person some 
great writer of whom we have known much 
through his books. For just as in the one 
case, many qualities of mind and heart 
which have endeared the writer to us, find 
to our heightened sense a kind of visible 
embodiment in the face, voice, gait and 
gesture of the man in whose work we 
recognised them; so in the other, many 
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exquisite and original imaginative fan- 


tasies which we must have seen wandering 
through uncertain channels, would find 
their true place and fitting mission in the 
beautiful and complete conception from 
which they were borrowed.—CAINE, HALL, 
1883, Cobwebs of Criticism, p. 59. 

It is enough for us here that he has 
written some of the most poetical poetry 
in the language, and one poem, the ‘‘An- 
cient Mariner,’’ not only unparalleled, but 
unapproached in its kind, and that kind of 
therarest. Itis marvellous in its mastery 
over that delightfully fortuitous inconse- 
quence that is the adamantine logic of 
dreamland. Coleridge has taken the old 
ballad measure and given to it by an in- 
definable charm wholly his own all the 
sweetness, all the melody and compass of 
asymphony. And how picturesque it is 
in the proper sense of the word. I know 
nothing like it. There is not a description 
init. It is all picture.—LOWELL, JAMES 
RUSSELL, 1885-90, Address on Unveiling 
the Bust of Coleridge in Westminster Ab- 
bey, T May; Prose Works, Riverside ed., 
vol. VI, p. 73. 

The component parts were supplied to 
him, but their novel and organic combina- 
tion was his own; and in art all depends on 
this power of construction. The real artist 
comprehends these things intuitively; but 
to the conscious psychologist they are as 
hidden as is the origin of life to the biol- 
ogist. At the same time,it is well worth 
our while to track the artist’s footsteps; 
for the nearer we can come to him, the 
more we instinctively feel the action of 
genius, both in detail and in general laws. 
—BRANDL, ALOIS, 1887, Samuel Taylor 
Coleridge and the English Romantic School, 
tr. Lady Eastlake, p. 204. 

In ‘‘The Ancient Mariner,’’ his powers 
are revealed at their highest. As a mere 
story the subject matter is fanciful, but 
under the subtle alchemy of so exquisite 
a genius the unreality is lost, and the effect 
is irresistible. We feel it not the least 
in passages that surprise us by their quaint 
simplicity and unsophisticated truthful- 
ness. Brevity and conciseness never 
fail, restraint is never relaxed. There 
is no rambling away into commonplace; 
even in the imagery the reader has scarcely 
realised the beauty of one figure before 
the narrative resumes its interest, or yet 
another simile claims his admiration. All 
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is quick, tense, and nervous; sprightly in 
rhythm, concentrated in oftect t, apt and 
succinet in expression, The charm of its 
Saxon Knglish never seems assumed or 
strainod, Its seones of weird horror 
fascinate bub never repel. The ory of de- 
apair from that scorched deok in mid-ocean 
is utterly free from theatrical impressive- 
nose; even in those parts that most abound 
with ornament we are hurried away from 
{heir contemplation with an impetuosity 
Which forbids us to look back; half a dozen 
short versos bring us from the fogs and 
ico-tloos of arctic seas to the hot silence of 
a tropic calm.—Grosnr, Horacn G., 
1891, The Poets and the Poetry of the Cen- 
tury, Orabbe to Coleridge, ed. Miles, p. 442. 


If in oubward form the poom cannot be 
called religious, in its spirit it is steeped 
in roligious thought and conviction. Into 
it has passed, perhaps unconsciously to 
the poet himself, the profoundest human 
exporionces which are indicative of the 
enorgy of the religious consciousness. — 
Carpunter, W. Boyp, 1901, The Reli- 
gious Spirit in the Poets, p. 160. 


OHRISTABEL 
1805-16 
““Ohristabel’’=1 won't have any one 
snoor at “‘Christabel:’’ it is a fine wild 
poom.BYRnon, Lond, 1816, Letter to Mr. 
Murray, Sept. 30. 


It ia common to hear everything which 
Mr, Coleridge has written condemned with 
bitterness and boldness. His poems are 
called extravagant; and his prose works, 
pooms too, and of the noblest breed, are 
pronounced to be mystical, obscure, meta- 
physical, theoretical, unintelligible, and so 
forth; just as the samo phrases have over 
and over been applied, with as muoh 
sagacity,to Plato, St. Paul, Cudworth, and 
Kant. But ‘‘Christabel’’ is the only one 
of hia writings which is ever treated with 
unminglod contempt. Throughout 
the poom there runs and lives one especial 
excellence, the beauty of single lines and 
oxprossions, porfeot flowers in themselves, 
yot interfering as little with the breadth 
and unity of the general effect, as the 
primroses and hawthorns of the valley 
with its sweeping perspective of light and 
shadow. No one, | imagine, can fail to 
recognise in it the original germ of the 
“Lay of the Last Minstrel,’’ but how 
suporior ia it to that spirited and brilliant 
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tale, in the utter absence both of defect 
and superfluity in the diction,—in the 
thrilling interest and beauty of every, the 
slightest circumstance, —in the relation of 
each atom to the whole,—and in the deep 
reflection, which is the very atmosphere 
and vital air of the whole composition !— 
STERLING, JOHN, 1828-58, On Coleridge’s 
Christabel, Hssays and Tales, ed. Hare, 
vol. 1, pp. 101, 110. 

The thing attempted in ‘‘Christabel’’ is 

the most dificult of execution in the whole 
field of romance—witchery by daylight ; 
and the success is complete. Geraldine, 
so far as she goes, is perfect. She is sui 
generis. The reader feels the same terror 
and perplexity that Christabel in vain 
struggles to express, and the same spell 
that fascinates her eyes. Who and what 
is Goraldine—whence come, whither going, 
and what designing? What did the poet 
mean to make of her? What could he 
havo made of her? Could he have gone 
on much farther without having had re- 
course to some of the ordinary shifts of 
witch tales? Was she really the daughter 
of Roland de Vaux, and would the friends 
have met again and embraced? 
We are not amongst those who wish to 
havo ‘‘Christabel’’ finished. It cannot be 
finished. The poet has spun all he could 
without snapping. ‘The theme is too fine 
and subtle to bear much extension. It is 
better as it is, imperfect as a story, but 
complete as an exquisite production of the 
imagination, differing in form and colour 
from the ‘‘ Ancient Mariner,’’ yet differing 
in offect from it only so as the same power- 
ful faculty is directed to the feudal or the 
mundane phases of the preternatural.— 
LOCKHART, JOHN Gipson, 1884, The Poet- 
ical Works of S. 7. Coleridge, Quarterly 
Review, vol, 62, pp. 29, 80. 

Out of a hundred readers of ‘‘Christa- 
bel,’”’ fifty will be able to make nothing of 
its rhythm, while forty-nine of the remain- 
ing fifty will, with some ado, fancy they 
sxomprehend it after the fourth or fifth 
perusal. The one out of the whole hundred 
who shall both comprehend and admire it 
at first sight must be an unaccountably 
clever person; and Iam by Tar too modest 
to assume, for a moment, that that very 
clever person is myself.—Pon, HpGar 
ALLAN, 1848, The Rationale of Verse, 
Works of Poe, ed. Stedman and Wood- 
berry, vol, v1, p. 76. 
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For my part, I cannot compare ‘‘Kubla 
Khan’’ with ‘‘Christabel.’? The magical 
beauty of the latter has been so long 
canonized in the world’s estimate, that to 
praise it now would be unseemly. It 
brought into English poetry an atmosphere 
of wonder and mystery, of weird beauty 
and pity combined, which was quite new at 
the time it appeared, and has never since 
been approached. The movement of its 
subtle cadences has a union of grace with 
power, which only the finest lines of 
Shakespeare can parallel. As we read 
“‘Christabel’’ and a few other of Cole- 
ridge’s pieces, we recall his own words: 

“In a half-sleep we dream, 
ane green hear thee still, O singing 
ar: 


That singest like an angel in the clouds.”’ 
—SHAIRP, JOHN CAMPBELL, 1881, Poetic 
Style in Modern English Poetry, Aspects 
of Poetry. 

I confess that I prefer the ‘‘Ancient 
Mariner’* to ‘‘Christabel,’’ fine as that 
poem is in parts and tantalizing as it is in 
the suggestion of deeper meanings than 
wereever there. The ‘‘ Ancient Mariner’’ 
seems to have come of itself. In ‘‘Christ- 
abel’’ I fancy him saying, ‘‘Go to, let us 
write an imaginative poem.’’ It never 
could be finished on those terms.—Low- 
ELL, JAMES RUSSELL, 1885-90, Address 
on Unveiling the Bust of Coleridge in 
Westminster Abbey, 7 May; Prose Works, 
Riverside ed., vol. vi, p. 76. 

Inhospitably hast thou entertained, 

O Poet, us the bidden to thy board, 

Whom in mid-feast, and while our thousand 
mouths 

Are one laudation of the festal cheer, 

Thou from thy table dost dismiss, unfilled. 

Yet lordlier thee than many a lavish host 

We praise, and oftener thy repast half-served 

Than many a stintless banquet, prodigally 

Through satiate hours prolonged; nor praise 
less well 

Because with tongues thou hast not cloyed, 
and lips 

That mourn the parsimony of affluent souls, 

And mix the lamentation with the laud. 

—WATSON, WILLIAM, 18938, Lines in a 

Flyleaf of “‘Christabel,” Poems, p. 145. 


“‘Christabel’”’ is a fragment of most 
wonderful quality, and exhibits another 
singular feature of Coleridge’s poetry— 
his marvellous power of touching the sense 
of the supernatural.—MINTO, WILLIAM, 
1894, The Literature of the Georgian Era, 
ed. Knight, p. 218. 
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KUBLA KHAN 
1816 

Were we compelled to the choice, I for 
one would rather preserve ‘‘Kubla Khan’’ 
and ‘‘Christabel’’ than any other of Cole- 
ridge’s poems. It is more conceivable that 
another man should be born capable of 
writing the ‘‘Ancient Mariner’’ than one 
capable of writing these. The former is 
perhaps the most wonderful of all poems. 
In reading it we seem rapt into that 
paradise revealed to Swedenborg, where 
music and colour and perfume were one, 
where you could hear the hues and see 
the harmonies of heaven. For absolute 
melody and splendour it were hardly rash 
to call it the first poem in the language. 
—SWINBURNE, ALGERNON CHARLES, 1875, 
Essays and Studies, p. 264. 


Were there left of Coleridge nothing but 
“Kubla Khan,’’ from this gem one might 
almost reconstruct, in full brightness, its 
great author’s poetic work, just as the ex- 
pert zoologist reconstructs the extinct 
megatherium from a single fossil bone. 
Of this masterpiece, the chief beauty is 
not the noted music of the versification, 
but the range and quality of the imaginings 
embodied in this music. Were there in 
these no unearthly breathings, no mysteri- 
ous grandeur, the verse could not have 
been made to pulsate so rhythmically. The 
essence of the melody is in the fineness of 
the conception, in the poetic imaginations. 
—CALVERT, GEORGE H., 1880, Coleridge, 
Shelley, Goethe, p. 12. 


To us ‘‘Kubla Khan’’ is a splendid curi- 
osity, a lyrical landscape fairy tale, which 
we know not what to make of. Ninety 
years ago this specimen of emotional 
inspiration evinced a bold and powerful 
reaction. Shelley borrowed many a curi- 
osity from it; for example, in ‘‘Marianne’s 
Dream’’ we have the Fata Morgana towers 
—the half-joyful, half-demoniacal sound 
in the lady’s ears—the bursting streams 
of light, and the feverishly-tossing floods 
—all without any practical object. And 
again, in the ‘‘Skylark,’’ the ‘‘high-born 
maiden’’ in a palace, and the harmonious 
madness of the singer. This is why Byron, 
Shelley, and Keats indulge so commonly 
in visions, distinctly so entitled—for ex- 
ample, ‘‘Darkness,’’ ‘‘ Vision of the Sea,”’ 
“On a Dream’’—seeking in all seriousness 
to forecast the future, and even placing 
the truth of the dream before that of the 
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waking eye. The poetic atmosphere be- 
came puritied, but, in the zea] for reform, 
too much rarefied. —BRANDL, ALOIS, 1887, 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge and the English 
Romantie School, tr. Lady Eastlake, p. 186. 


AIDS TO REFLECTION 
1825 

Omitting, of course, one’s Bible and 
Shakespeare, which, if one really loves 
them, are mightier and more penetrating 
than any other books, the first that really 
went far—farther, perhaps, than any 
other—-to the making of me was Cole- 
ridge’s ‘‘Aids to Reflection,” which I came 
across early in college days. I was still 
only a boy, and should have been at school 
for some years vet. I hadnoone to guide 
my reading, and came on the book by 
chance, for I read just whatever happened 
to fall in my way. Brought up in the 
strictest sect of Calvinists, I had all along 
entered a silent protest against the thing 
I was taught for truth; but till now had 
never got any help in formulating that 
protest and obtaining a larger faith. On 
the religious side of my nature, this was 
the work that did most for me, and I soon 
found that my friend the impecunious 
grocer was quite as devoted to it as my- 
self. Weread it, quoted it, annotated it, 
and scraped enough money to get also 
“<The Confessions of an Inquiring Spirit’’ 
and Leighton’s ‘‘St. Peter.’’ But Leighton 
was not so much to me as Coleridge; the 
commentary touched me more nearly than 
the text, and there were times when I even 
thought they had little or no connection. 
But bethatasitmay. Itis not my present 
business to criticise the book, but only to 
_ tell what it was to me in those years. Of 
course it led me soon to read his poems; 
but here again, as with Shelley, I had little 
affinity with the weird and eerie genius 
that sang ‘‘The Ancient Mariner’’ and 
““Christabel,’’ and was chiefly affected by 
the wonderful melody of his verse. I 
speak now only of those early years. 
Later, I came to see that the same mind 
was at work in the poems as in the thought- 
ful prose. On the whole, Iam more in- 
debted to Coleridge than to any one else 
for what is deepest and best in me.— 
Situ, Water C., 1887, Books which 
Have Influenced Me, p. 92. 

It was just after I left school,and before 
I went up to the university, that the 
first great crisis in my intellectual life 
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occurred. I was introduced to the writ- 
ings of Samuel Taylor Coleridge. I do not, 
of course, refer to the poetical works, but 
to that entirely unique collection of theo- 
logico philosophical dogmatism, of pro- 
foundly suggestive hints and speculations, 
of hybrid mysticism, of subtile and preg- 
nant criticism, of dreams and lightning 
flashes of genius to be found in the prose 
writings of the Highgate sage. To me, 
as to many another young man at that 
time (1844), the ‘‘ Aids to Reflection’? came 
as a new revelation. I cannot stop to ex- 
plain how it was so, but the book iook 
such hold of me that for years I rarely 
passed a week without reading out of it. 
—Jrssopp, AUGUSTUS, 1888, Books that 
Have Helped Me, p. 62. 

No less devout adherent of that theology 
could have penetrated it so powerfully with 
his influence. But what was a condition 
of his immediate success has told fatally 
upon his lasting fame. Gold and clay are 
mingled, even more than in his political 
tracts, in the fragmentary records of his 
religious thought. In the ‘‘Aids to Re- 
flection,’’ a profound spiritual emotion 
struggles for utterance among concate- 
nated pedantries of phrase, and the termi- 
nology of Kant is constrained to the service 
of Anglican orthodoxy.—HERForRD, C. H. 
1897, The Age of Wordsworth, p. 32. 

GENERAL 

Beyond all other political speculators, 
our author mingles important moral phil- 
osophical principles with his reasonings. 
AM We cannot conclude without ex- 
pressing an earnest wish, that this original 
thinker and eloquent writer may be per- 
suaded to put the literary public speedily 
in possession, by successive volumes of 
essays, of an ample portion of those refined 
speculations, the argument and the 
strongest illustrations of which he is well 
known to have in an almost complete state 
in his mind—and many of which will never 
be in any other mind, otherwise than as 
communicated from him. The chief altera- 
tion desirable, for his reader’s sake, to 
be made in his mode of writing, is a re- 
solute restriction on that mighty profusion 
and excursiveness of thought, in which he 
is tempted to suspend the pursuit and re- 
tard the attainment of the one distinct 
object which should be clearly kept in 
view ; and, added to this,a more patient and 
prolonged effort to reduce the abstruser 
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part of his ideas, as much as their subtle 
quality will possibly admit, to a substantial 
and definable form.—FosTrER, JOHN, 1811, 
Coleridge, Critical Essays, ed. Ryland, vol. 
1, pp. 20, 23. 


A metaphysical dilettante.— TENNE- 
MANN, WILLIAM GOTTLIEB, 1812-52, A 
Manual of the History of Philosophy, tr. 
Johnson, ed. Morell, p. 490. 

Coleridge, too, has lately taken wing, 

But like a hawk encumber’d with his hood,— 
Explaining metaphysics to the nation— 

I wish he would explain his Explanation. 
—Byron, Lorp, 1819, Don Juan, Dedi- 
cation. 

You will see Coleridge—he who sits obscure 
In the exceeding lustre and the pure 

Intense irradiation of a mind, 

Which, with its own internal lightning blind, 
Flags wearily through darkness and despair— 
A cloud-encircled meteor of the air, 

A hooded eagle among blinking owls. 
—SHELLEY, PERCY BYSSHE, 1820, Letter 
to Maria Gisborne. 


Very great but rather mystical, some- 
times absurd.—CARLYLE, THOMAS, 1823, 
Letter to John A. Carlyle, Nov. 11; Early 
Letters, ed. Norton, p. 294. 

If Mr. Coleridge had not been the most 
impressive talker of his age, he would 
probably have been the finest writer; but 
he lays down his pen to make sure of an 
auditor, and mortgages the admiration of 
posterity for thestare of an idler. If he 
had not been a poet, he would have been 
a powerful logician; if he had not-.dipped 
his wing in the Unitarian controversy, he 
might have soared to the very summit of 
fancy. But in writing verse, he is trying 
to subject the Muse to transcendental 
theories: in his abstract reasoning, he 
misses his way by strewing it with flowers. 
All that he has done of moment, he had 
done twenty years ago: since then, he may 
be said to have lived on the sound of his 
own voice. . . . He walks abroad in the 
majesty of an universal understanding, 
eyeing the “‘rich strond,’’ or golden sky 
above him, and ‘‘ goes sounding on his way,” 
in eloquent accents, uncompelled and free! 
—HAZLITT, WILLIAM, 1825, The Spirit of 
the Age, pp. 38, 39. 


Taken absolutely and in itself, the 
“‘Remorse’’ is more fitted for the study 
than the stage; its character is romantic 
and pastoral ina high degree, and there 
is a profusion of poetry in the minor parts, 
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the effect of which could never be pre- 
served in the common routine of represen- 
tation. What this play wants is dramatic 
movement; there is energetic dialogue and 
a crisis of great interest, but the action 
does not sufficiently grow on the stage 
itself.—LOCKHART, JOHN GIBSON, 1834, 


The Poetical Works of S T. Coleridge, 


Quarterly Review, vol. 52, p. 23. 

Spirit! so oft in radiant freedom soaring 
High through seraphic mysteries unconfined, 
And oft, a diver through the deeps of mind, 
Its caverns, far below its waves, exploring; 
And oft such strains of breezy music pouring, 
As, with the floating sweetness of their sighs, 
Could still all fevers of the heart, restoring 
Awhile that freshness left in Paradise; 

Say, of those glorious wanderings what the 
goal? 

What the rich fruitage to man’s kindred soul 

From wealth of thine bequeathed? Oh, 
strong and high, 

And sceptred intellect! thy goal confessed 

Was the Redeemer’s Cross—thy last bequest 

One Pos breathing thence profound humil- 
ity. 

—HEMANS, FELICIA DoROTHEA, 1834, On 

Reading Ooleridge’s Epitaph Written by 

Himself. 

Coleridge was, like Moses, forbid to 
enter into the promised land; but, from a 
Pisgah of his own, he saw it in clear vision. 
—GRANT, ANNE, 1835, Letter, March 18; 
Memoir and Correspondence, ed. Grant, 
vol. Il, p. 252. 

The Opium-eater calls Coleridge ‘‘the 
largest and most spacious intellect, the 
subtlest and most comprehensive that has 
yet existed among men.’’ Impiety to 
Shakspeare! treason to Milton! Igiveup 
the rest, even Bacon. Certainly, since 
their day, we have seen nothing at all com- 
parable to him. Byron and Scott were but 
as gunflints to a granite mountain! Words- 
worth has one angle of resemblance.— 
LANDOR, WALTER SAVAGE, 1835, Letter 
to Lady Blessington, March 16; Literary 
Life and Correspondence, ed. Madden, vol. 
O. p. 128, 

I think with all his faults Old Sam was 
more of a great man than any one that has 
lived within the four seas in my memory. 
It is refreshing to see such a union of the 
highest philosophy and poetry, with so full 
a knowledge, in so many points at least, 
of particular facts.—ARNOLD, THOMAS, 
1836, Letter to W. W. Hull, Nov. 16; 
Life and Correspondence, ed. Stanley, vol. 
Il, p. 61. 
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No loftier, purer soul than his hath ever 
With awe revolved the planetary page, 
From infancy to age, 

Of Knowledge ; sedulous and proud to give 
her - 

The whole of his great heart for her own 
sake ; 

For what she is; not what she does, or what 
can make. 

—DEVERE, AUBREY, 1889, Coleridge, The 

Search after Proserpine and other Poems, 

p. 206. 


The name of Coleridge is one of the few 
' English names of our own time which are 
likely to be oftener pronounced, and to 
become symbolical of more important 
things, in proportion as the inward work- 
ings of the age manifest themselves more 
and more in outward facts. Bentham ex- 
cepted, no Englishman of recent date has 
left his impress so deeply in the opinions 
and mental tendencies of those among us 
who attempt to enlighten their practice 
by philosophical meditation. . The 
influence of Coleridge, like that of 
Bentham, extends far beyond those who 
share in the peculiarities of his religious 
or philosophical creed. He has been the 
great awakener in this country of the 
spirit of philosophy, within the bounds of 
traditional opinions. It is hardly 
possible to speak of Coleridge, and his 
position among his contemporaries, with- 
out reverting to Bentham: they are con- 
nected by two of the closest bonds of 
association—resemblance and contrast. 
It would be difficult to find two persons of 
philosophic eminence more exactly the 
contrary of one another. Compare their 
modes of treatment of any subject, and 
you might fancy them inhabitants of differ- 
- ent worlds. They seem to have scarcely a 
principle or a premiss in common. KHach 
of them sees scarcely anything but what the 
other does not see. Bentham would have 
regarded Coleridge witha peculiar measure 
of the good-humoured contempt with which 
he was accustomed to regard all modes of 
philosophizing different from his own. 
Coleridge would probably have made Ben- 
tham one of the exceptions to the enlarged 
and liberal appreciation which (to the 
credit of his mode of philosophizing) he ex- 
tended to most thinkers of any eminence, 
from whom he differed.—MILL, JOHN 
Stuart, 1840, Coleridge, London and 
Westminster Review, vol. 33, pp. 257, 
258, 259. 
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A new era of critical opinion upon Shak- 
spere, as propounded by Englishmen, may 
be dated from the delivery of the lectures 
of Samuel Taylor Coleridge, at the Surrey 
Insitution, in1814. What that great man 
did for Shakspere during the remainder of 
his valuable life can scarcely be appre- 
ciated by the public. For his opinions 
were not given to the world in formal 
treatises and ponderous volumes. They 
were fragmentary; they were scattered, 
as it were, atrandom; many of them were 
the oral lessons of that wisdom and 
knowledge which he poured out to a few 
admiring disciples. But they have had 
their effect. For ourselves, personally, 
we owe a debt of gratitude to that 
illustrious man that can never be repaid. 
If in any degree we have been enabled to 
present Shakspere to the popular mind 
under new aspects, looking at him from a 
central point, which should permit us, 
however imperfectly, to comprehend some- 
thing of his wondrous system, we owe the 
desire so to understand him ourselves to 
the germs of thought which are scattered 
through the works of that philosopher ; to 
whom the homage of future times will 
abundantly compensate fer the partial 
neglect of his contemporaries. We desire 
to conclude this outline of the opinions of 
others upon the works of Shakspere, in 
connection with the imperfect expres- 
sion of our own sense of those opinions, 
with the name of COLERIDGH.—Knicur, 
CHARLES, 1845, Studies of Shakspere, 
p. 560. 

To 
the honored memory 

OF SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE, 

the Christian Philosopher, 

who through dark and winding paths of 

speculation 
was led to the light 
in order that others by his guidance might 
reach that light, 
without passing through the darkness, 
these Sermons on the Work of the Spirit 
are dedicated 
with deep thankfulness and reverence 
by one of the many pupils 
whom his writings have helped to discern 
the sacred concord and unity of 
human and divine truth. 
—HArgE, JULIUS CHARLES, 1846, The Mis- 
sion of the Comforter, Dedication. 


Coleridge was the first who made criti- 
cism interpretative both of the spirit and 
the form of works of genius, the first who 
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founded his principles in the nature of 

things. .. . He had a clear notion of the 

difference lying at the base of all poetic 

criticism, between mechanical regularity 

and organic form.—WHIPPLE, EDWIN P., 

1846, Essays and Reviews, vol. U, pp. 

188, 184. 

A brook glancing under green leaves, self- 
delighting, exulting, 

And full ofa gurgling melody ever renewed— 

Renewed thro’ all changes of Heaven, un- 
ceasing in sunlight, 

Unceasing in moonlight, but hushed in the 
beams of the holier orb. 

—MEREDITH, GEORGE, 1851, Works, vol. 

31, p. 140. 


A man resembling Shakspeare in width 
and subtlety, although not in clearness and 
masculine strength and directness. —GIL- 
FILLAN, GEORGE, 1855, A Third Gallery 
of Portraits, p. 181. 


Atherton—You quoted Coleridge a min- 
ute since. He first, and after him Carlyle, 
familiarized England with the German 
distinction between reason and understand- 
ing. Infact, what the Epicureans and the 
Stoics were to Plotinus in his day, that 
were Priestley and Paley to Coleridge. 
The spiritualist is the sworn foe of 
your rationalist and pleasures-of-virtue 
man. Romance must loathe utilitarian- 
ism, enthusiasm scorn expediency. Hence 
the reaction which gives us Schelling as the 
Plotinus of Berlin, and Coleridge as the 
Schelling of Higate.—VAUGHAN, ROBERT 
ALFRED, 1856-60, Hours with the Mystics, 
vol. 1, p. T0. 


Coleridge, a catholic mind, with a hunger 
for ideas; with eyes looking before and 
after to the highest bards and sages, and 
who wrote and spoke the only high criti- 
cism in his time, is one of those who save 
England from the reproach of no longer 
possessing the capacity to appreciate what 
rarest wit the island has yielded. Yet the 
misfortune of his life, his vast attempts 
but most inadequate performings, failing 
to accomplish any one masterpiece, — 
seems to mark the closing of an era. 
Even in him, the traditional Englishman 
was too strong for the philosopher, and 
he fell into accommodations ; andas Burke 
had striven to idealize the English State, 
so Coleridge ‘‘narrowed his mind’’ in the 
attempt to reconcile the Gothic rule and 
dogma of the Anglican Church, with 
eternal ideas. But for Coleridge, and a 


SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE 


lurking taciturn minority uttering itself 
in occasional criticism, oftener in private 
discourse, one would say that in Germany 
and in America is the best mind in Eng- 
land rightly respected. —EMERSON, RALPH 
Wapo, 1856-84, Literature, Hnglish 
Traits ; Works, Riverside ed., vol. V, p. 236. 

Some of the peculiarities of Coleridge 
most familiar to theologians, —his tetrads 
and pentads, his doctrine of Church and 
State, his denial of the documentary in- 
spiration of the whole Bible, —we pass by ; 
not from any slighting estimate of their 
importance as parts of an organic whole, 
but in order to insulate the one character, 
—of religious Realism,—which is the inner 
essence of the system itself, and the living 
seed of its development in the school of 
Mr. Maurice.—MARTINEAU, JAMES, 1856-— 
90, Personal Influence on Present Theology ; 
Essays, Reviews and Addresses, vol. 1, 
p. 258. 

Among the men who have led the van of 
Britishthought during the present century, 
who have stamped the impress of their 
genius upon the forehead of the age, and 
moulded the intellectual destinies of our 
time, there is one name _ preéminently 
fraught with interest to the student of our 
internal history. That name is Samuel 
Taylor Coleridge. In our schools of 
poetry, of philosophy, of theology—among 
our critics and our ecclesiastics, our 
moralists and our politicians—the influence 
of Coleridge has worked, silently and 
viewlessly, but with wide-spread and 
mighty power. As by a verbal talisman, 
his name opens to our mental gaze vast 
and varied fields of reflection, invokes 
grave, important, and_ thickly-crowding 
thoughts, and forms the centre round 
which countless subjects of discussion and 
investigation group themselves.—BAYNE, 
PETER, 1858, Hssays in Biography and 
Criticism, Second Series, p. 108. 

In point of thorough knowledge of the 
meaning, and constant and scrupulous 
precision in the use, of individual words, I 
suppose Coleridge surpasses all other Eng- 
lish writers, of whatever period. —Marsu, 
GEORGE P., 1859, Lectures on the English 
Language, First Series, p. 115. 

Those, indeed, who learnt, and still 
learn, from the ‘‘Friend,’’ perceive that 
it had one main purpose; that whether 
Coleridge discussed questions of art or 
questions of ethics, or—what have the 
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largest place in the book—questions of 
politics, he was seeking to distinguish 
between those principles which are 
universal, which belong to one man as 
much as another, and those rules and 
maxims: which are generalized from 
experience. Having this end in view he 
accepted Kant’s distinction between the 
understanding and the reason as of inesti- 
mable worth. What we have said 
may help to remove the impression that 
any part of Coleridge’s influence arose 
from the unpractical qualities of his mind. 
Just in proportion as he yielded to these, 
or they prevailed over him, his influence 
was weakened. Whatever has been said, 
or may be said, to the contrary, he exer- 
cised no power through them. It is only 
by being in contact with the actual things 
which other men were thinking of, and 
with the thoughts which those things were 
awakening, that he gained a hearing in 
any quarter.—MAURICE, FREDERICK DEN- 
ISON, 1862, Moral and Metaphysical Phil- 
osophy, vol. i, pp. 665, 666. 


Coleridge had less delicacy and penetra- 
tion than Joubert, but more richness and 
power ; his production, though far inferior 
to what his nature at first seemed to 
promise, was abundant and varied. Yet 
in all his production how much is there to 
dissatisfy us! How many reserves must 
be made in praising either his poetry, or 
his criticism, or his philosophy! How 
little either of his poetry, or of his criti- 
cism, or of his philosophy, can we expect 
permanently to stand! But that which 
will stand of Coleridge is this; the stimulus 
of his continual effort, —not a moral effort, 
for he had no morals, —but of his continual 


’ instinctive effort, crowned often with rich 


success, to- get at and to lay bare the real 
truth of his matter in hand, whether that 
matter were literary, or philosophical, or 
political, or religious; and this in a coun- 
try where at that moment such an effort 
was almost unknown. Coleridge’s 
great action lay in his supplying in Eng- 
land, for many years and under critical 
circumstances, by the spectacle of this 
effort of his, a stimulus to all minds, in 
the generation which grew up round him, 
capable of profiting by it. His action will 
still be felt as long as the need for it 
continues. When, with the cessation of 
the need, the action too has ceased, Cole- 
ridge’s memory, in spite of the disesteem, 


—nay, repugance,—which his character 
may and must inspire, will yet forever 
remain invested with that interest and 
gratitude which invests the memory of 
founders. — ARNOLD, MATTHEW, 1865, 
Joubert, Essays in Criticism. 


V The literary life of Coleridge was a dis- 
interested struggle against the relative 
spirit. With a strong native bent towards 
the tracking of all questions, critical or 
practical, to first principles, he is ever 
restlessly scheming to ‘‘apprehend the 
absolute,’’ to affirm it effectively, to get 
itacknowledged. It was an effort, surely, 
an effort of sickly thought, that saddened 
his mind, and limited the operation of his 
unique poetic gift. Perhaps the 
chief offence in Coleridge is an excess of 
seriousness, a seriousness arising not from 
any moral principle, but from a misconcep- 
tion of the perfect manner.—PATER, WAL- 
TER, 1865-80, Appreciations, pp. 67, 68. 


He explored the wide field of literature 
and philosophy, and brought to light richer 
spoils than any scholar of his time, or 
since. To follow him were an 
education in itself.—ALcotr, A. BRoN- 
SON, 1869-72, Concord Days, pp. 136, 137. 


The greatest imaginative intellect of the 
age.—TAYLOoR, Sir HENRY, 1885, Auto- 
biography, vol. 1, p. 156. 


His positions as a poet and a prose writer 
are entirely independent. He is the only 
man that is very great as an imagina- 
tive writer and as a logician, for though 
Plato is a great literary artist, we do not 
know that he was a poet of the first rank. 
Coleridge does not mix his reasoning and 
his poetry as Milton did, and as Words- 
worth did. While his prose abounds in 
graphic and suggestive images, it is 
strictly argumentative prose; it holds no 
artistic element in solution. It is ad- 
dressed primarily to the intellect. His 
poetry on the other hand is strictly repre- 
sentative, purely an art product. It makes 
no appeal to the understanding, but is the 
language of something higher.—JoHN- 
SON, CHARLES F., 1885, Three Americans 
and Three Englishmen, p. 48. 

Our business is not so much to attempt 
any criticism of the value of Coleridge’s 
thought as to describe it as a new power. 
That it was such a power is beyond all 
question. It is not merely the testimony 
of such menas Archdeacon Hare and John 
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Sterling, of Newman and of John Stuart 
Mill, but it is the fact that the later 
streams of religious thought in England 
are all more or less colored by his in- 
fluence. They flow in deeper and different 
channels since he lived. Not only are 
some of those streams directly traceable 
to him, and said to derive all their vitality 
from his principles, but those which are 
most opposed to him have been moulded 
more or less by the impress of his religious 
genius. There was much in the man Cole- 
ridge himself to provoke animadversion ; 
there may have been aspects of his teach- 
ing that lend themselves to ridicule; but 
if a genius, seminal as his has been in the 
world of thought and of criticism as well 
as poetry, it is not to excite our reverence, 
there is little that remains for us to rever- 
ence in the intellectual world. And when 
literature regains the higher tone of our 
earlier national life, the tone of Hooker 
and of Milton, Samuel Taylor Coleridge will 
be again acknowledged, in Julius Hare’s 
words, as ‘‘a true sovereign of English 
thought.’’ He will take rank in the same 
line of spiritual genius. He has thesame 
elevation of feeling, the same profound 
grasp of moral and spiritual ideas, the 
same wide range of vision. He has, in 
short, the same love of wisdom, the same 
insight, the same largeness—never despis- 
ing nature or art or literature for the sake 
of religion, still less ever despising religion 
for the sake of culture.—TULLOcH, JOHN, 
1885, Movements of Religious Thought in 
Britain During the Nineteenth Century, 
pale 

Coleridge’s prose, less unique than his 
verse, is more uniformly excellent, and 
has an almost unparalleled range of ap- 
plication to subjects grave and gay, easy 
and abstruse. — SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 
1886, Specimens of English Prose Style, 
p. 288. 

Characteristically a poet, and never 
more so than when pouring forth his 
“divine philosophy,’’ he had the poet’s 
power to make the ideal life the real. 
Everything that passed through his mind 
suffered ‘‘a change into something rich 
and strange,’’ so that it could neither be 
identified nor reclaimed ; but he would have 
acknowledged Kant as his master, and, 
whether or not he was an accurate teacher, 
he made the great outlines of his master’s 
philosophy known to English thought.— 
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PiTMAN, RoBeRT C., 1888, Books that have 
Helped Me, The Forum, vol. 4, p. 604. 
A man to-morrow weak as are the worst, 
A man to whom all depths, all heights be- 
lon 
Now with too bitter hours of weakness 
cursed, 

Now winged with vigor, as a giant strong 
To take our groping hearts with tender hand, 
And set them surely where God’s angels 

stand. 
—MITCHELL, S. WEIR, 1888, Coleridge at 
Chamouny, Collected Poems, p. 252. 


Milton and Coleridge have certainly ex- 
ercised deeper influence over my life and 
opinions than any other authors. I re- 
ceived the entire works of Coleridge, both 
prose and poety, as a college prize, and 
became thoroughly familiar with them all. 
I have no space to mention the permanent 
lessons of philosophy and theology which 
I learnt from him, though I have never 
seen reason to alter the views which he 
taught me on two subjects of the utmost 
theological importance—the doctrines of 
the atonement and the inspiration of the 
Scriptures.— FARRAR, F. W., 1890, Forma- 
tive Influences, The Forum, vol. 10, p. 882. 


Samuel Taylor Coleridge was a true 
representative of Romanticism with all its 
bright and dark sides. He was a man of 
wide culture, of fine sensibility, of vivid 
imagination, of ready intellect; but as a 
thinker his efforts were spasmodic and 
fragmentary, lacking steadiness, consist- 
ency, and thoroughness; and he displayed 
a surprising want of moral strength.— 
PFLEIDERER, OTTO, 1890, The Develop- 
ment of Theology in Germany since Kant, 
and its Progress in Great Britain since 
1825, tr. Smith, p. 808. 


The influence of Coleridge has been 
scattered andfragmentary. In church,in 
state, in literature, his spirit has de- 
scended to many whose theories and pur- 
poses are otherwise widely different. John 
Henry Newman and Frederick D. Maurice 
alike owe their inspiration to him; John 
Stuart Mill can call him one of the two 
great moving forces of the century; 
Thomas Carlyle and Matthew Arnold 
carried on in their different fashions his 
European and cosmopolitan culture of Eng- 
land. His literary criticism is of the same 
scattered and frutiful sort. In his sug- 
gestions lies the germ of a higer develop- 
ment, the spirit that must inform the 
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great and enduring work of the future. 
Fragmentary as his writings are, there is 
yet opened through them an ideal criticism 
that has never been reached, and for which 
we can only hope if the clear intellectuality 
of the eighteenth century shall come to 
blend with the spirituality that comple- 
mented and destroyed it.—WyYLIE, LAURA 
JOHNSON, 1894, Evolution of English Crit- 
icism, p. 204. 

One is a little apt to forget that his 
metaphysical bent was no less innate than 
his poetical,—even at Christ’s Hospital, 
his spiritual potation was a half-and-half 
in which the waters of a more or less 
authentic Castaly, and the ‘‘philosophic 
draughts’’ from such fountains as Jamb- 
lichus and Plotinus, were equally mingled. 
Whether or not a born ‘‘maker,’’ he was 
certainly a born theorist; and we believe 
not only that under all his most important 
artistic achievements there was a basis of 
intellectual theory, but that the theory,so 
far from being an alien and disturbing 
presence, did duty as the unifying principle 
which co-ordinated the whole.—WATSON, 
WILLIAM, 1893, Excursions in Criticism, 
p. 98. 

One of the greatest among poets, who 
was also—now and then, by fits and starts 
—a very great critic. Coleridge 
was never systematic or coherent in criti- 
cism; on poetry, on philosophy, on theol- 
ogy, on politics, he delivered his soul at 
random, and after such a fashion as to call 
up the fancy of a first-rate player at 
billards or at chess who took pleasure in 
playing blindfold. His good hits, or his 
good moves, are naturally nothing less than 
admirable; indeed, no subsequent player 
can hope to follow them; but when he goes 
wrong he is more hopelessly wrong than 
the most incompetent novice.—Swin- 
BURNE, ALGERNON CHARLES, 1894, Studies 
in Prose and Poetry, p. 81. 

Coleridge is ‘‘‘sequacious,’’ even when 
he rambles; seer though he is, he omits 
no step; his style is not only redintegrat- 
ing, but, at times, almost impartially so— 
as if narcotism had touched his selective 
faculty. He uses more ‘‘hooks-and-eyes’’ 
than any writer of his time, more, I pre- 
sume, than any great Hnglish littérateur 
of the century. Of 300 sentences in the 
“‘Friend,’’ 100 are formally connected— 
up to that day a higer proportion than that 
of any man after Walton.—LEwis, EDWIN 
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HERBERT, 1894, The History of the Eng- 
lish Paragraph, p. 128. 

The contributions which Coleridge made 
to modern thought, rich, ample, and sug- 
gestive as they are, have all the charac- 
teristics of his varied and eventful life. In 
Poetry, Criticism, and Philosophy he drove 
the shaft deep and gave us samples of the 
wealth of ore lying in their confines. 
Although he worked these mines only at 
irregular intervals and passed rapidly from 
one to the other, yet, by stimulating and 
guickening activity in his associates and 
followers, he caused the entire territory to 
be explored as it never was before in Eng- 
lish history. If it cannot be said of him 
that he left us a rounded and complete 
system, yet it can be said—and it is a far 
nobler tribute—that he made it possible 
for us to grasp those principles which 
underlie all systems. His contribution 
to the literature of power is certainly un- 
surpassed by that of any writer of modern 
times.—GEORGE, ANDREW J., 1895, ed. 
Coleridge’s Principles of Criticism, p. vii. 

Like Nelson’s letter to Lady Hamil- 
ton, Coleridge’s ‘‘Letters,’’ to everybody 
almost, are not always agreeable reading. 
One lesson of Mr. Carlyle’s, a lesson which 
he preached by precept rather than ex- 
ample, we have partly learned. ‘‘Consume 
your own smoke,’’ said the sage. Cole- 
ridge,in his private correspondence, blew 
abroad the vapor of smoke which rose 
from, and often dimmed the fire of his un- 
exampled genius. On that sacred flame it 
is no metaphor to say that he poured too 
many drugs, heaped ‘‘poppy buds and 
labdanum.’’ Hence ascended the smoke 
which he did nut restrain or consume, but 
allowed to take its free way through 
heaven and earth. It may be said that 
there is an affectation, now, of reticence, 
and anaffectation of manliness. Affecta- 
tions if they be, these at least are imita- 
tions of virtues which Coleridge did not 
possess. He hada kind of mania for con- 
fessing himself,and crying mea culpa. Like 
the bad man in Aristotle, he is ‘‘full of 
repentance,’’ or of remorse. He is an 
erring creature, and knows it, and his con- 
fessions occasionally suggest, in a sense, 
the Scotch proverbial policy of ‘‘taking 
the first word of flyting.’’ One would 
rather see him more hardened, less 
“‘sensible.”? To moralise about Coleridge 
is temptingly easy and absolutely useless. 
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—LAnc, ANDREW, 1895, The Letters of 
Coleridge, Contemporary Review, vol. 67, 
p. 876. 

In disburthening himself of the ideas 
and imaginations which pressed upon his 
consciousness, in committing them to 
writing and carefully preserving them 
through all his wanderings, Coleridge had 
no mind that they should perish utterly. 
The invisible pageantry of thought and 
passion which forever floated into his 
spiritual ken, the perpetual hope, the half 
belief that the veil of the senses would be 
rent in twain, and that he and not another 
would be the first to lay bare the mysteries 
of being, and to solve the problem of the 
ages—of these was the breath of his soul. 
It was his fate to wrestle from night to 
morn with the Angel of the Vision, and of 
that unequal combat he has left, by way 
of warning or encouragement, a broken but 
an inspired and inspiring record.—CoLE- 
RIDGE, ERNEST HARTLEY, 1895, Anima 
Poete fromthe Unpublished Note-Books of 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge, Preface, p. ix. 

No English prose is nearer to that of 
Goethe in its power of carrying the reader 
along, with or without his consent, till he 
is left wondering what it is that has got 
holdofhim. The spell that drew so many 
people, of all orders of intellectual con- 
stitution, to listen to Coleridge talking, 
may still be found in his philosophical and 
critical writings; and, in spite of the 


scorner, it is still possible to ‘‘sit under’’ 
the eloquence of his sermons, merely 
because it is true eloquence, and not a 
battery of separate notes and epigrams. 
. . . It is seldom that the prose of Cole- 
ridge is decorated in any adventitious way. 
There are many illustrations, but rarely 
any that look as if they had been stuck 
on for effect.—KeEr, W. P., English Prose, 
1896, ed. Craik, vol. v, pp. 76, 79. 


Coleridge’s Shakespeare criticism is 
from first to last a continual quest of the 
evidences of organic structure, thus con- 
ceived. It illustrates both the value of 
the method and its perils. He made the 
first serious effort to grasp the totality of 
Shakespeare’s work, and to trace out the 
inner history of his mind through the 
chronological chaos in which the dramas 
were still involved. The method gives 
subtlety, sometimes over-subtlety, to his 
appreciation of character. Every obvious 
trait becomes the mask of an alien quality 
which it conceals. He insists upon the 
inadequacy of the traditional classifica- 
tions. He refuses to see sheer folly or 
villainy; dwells on the intellectual great- 
ness of Iago, of Richard; repudiates the 
““cowardice’’ of Falstaff, and finds in 
Polonius a wise man past his prime. He 
elicits the hidden pathos of humour, and 
is somewhat too prone to find profound 
judgment in a pun.—HerrorpD, C. H., 
1897, The Age of Wordsworth, p. 87. 
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PERSONAL 
Dear Charles! whilst yet thou wert a babe, 
I ween 
That Genius plunged thee in that wizard 
fount 
Hight Castalie: and (sureties of thy faith) 
That Pity and Simplicity stood by, 
And promised for thee, that thou shouldst 
renounce 
The world’s low cares and lying vanities, 
Steadfast and rooted in the heavenly Muse, 
And washed and sanctified to Poesy. 
—COLERIDGE, SAMUEL TAYLOR, 1800, To 
a Friend who had declared his intention 
of writing no more Poetry. 


Iam glad that you think of him as I 
think; he has an affectionate heart, a mind 
sui generis ; his taste acts so as to appear 
like the unmechanic simplicity of an in- 
stinct—in brief, he is worth an hundred 
men of mere talents. Conversation with 
the later tribe is like the use of leaden 
bells—one warms by exercise, Lamb every 
now and then irradiates, and the beam, 
though single and fine as a hair, is yet rich 
with colours, and I both see and feel.— 
COLERIDGE, SAMUEL TAYLOR, 1800, Letter 
to William Godwin, May 21; William 
Godwin his Friends and Contemporarves, 
ed. Paul, vol. 1, p. 3. 

A day of great pleasure. Charles Lamb 
and I walked to Enfield by Southgate, after 
an early breakfast in his chambers. .. . 
After tea, Lamb and I returned. The whole 


~ day most delightfully fine, and the scenery 


very agreeable. Lamb cared for the walk 
more than the scenery, for the enjoyment 
of which he seems to have no great sus- 
ceptibility. His great delight, even in 
preference to a country walk, is a stroll 
in London. The shops and the busy 
streets, such as Thames Street, Bankside, 
etc., are his great favorites. He, for the 
same reason, has no great relish for Jand- 
scape painting. But his relish for historic 
painting is exquisite.—RoOBINSON, HENRY 
CRABBE, 1814, Diary, July 3; Reminis- 
cences, ed. Sadler, vol. 1, p. 278. 

I forget whether I had written my last 
before my Sunday evening at Haydon’s— 
no, I did not, or I should have told you, 


Tom, of a young man you met at Paris, at 
Scott’s, of the [name of] Ritchie. 1 think 
he is going to Fezan, in Africa; then to 
proceed if possible like Mungo Park. He 
was very polite to me, and inquired very 
particularly after you. Then there was 
Wordsworth, Lamb, Monkhouse, Landseer, 
Kingston, and your humble servant. Lamb 
got tipsy and blew up Kingston—proceed- 
ing so far as to take the candle across the 
room, hold it to his face,and show us what 
a soft fellow he was.—KEAtTs, JOHN, 
1818, Letter to his Brothers, Jan. 5; Poetry 
and Prose, ed. Forman, vol. v, p. 78. 


There was L— himself, the most delight- 
ful, the most provoking, the most witty 
and sensible of men. Healways made the 
best pun, and the best remark in the course 
of theevening. His serious conversation, 
like his serious writing, is his best. No 
one ever stammered out such fine, piquant, 
deep, eloquent things in half a dozen half- 
sentences as hedoes. His jests scald like 
tears: and he probes a question with a 
play upon words. There was no 
fuss of cant about him: nor were his 
sweets or his sours ever diluted with one 
particle of affectation.—HazuiTT, WIL- 
LIAM, 1821-22, On the Conversation of 
Authors, Table Talk. 


Charles Lamb, born in the Inner Temple, 
10th February, 1775; educated in Christ’s 
Hospital; afterwards a clerk in the 
Accountants’ Office, East India House; 
pensioned off from that service, 1825, 
after thirty-three years’ service; is nowa 
gentleman at large; can remember few 
specialities in his life worth noting, except 
that he once caught a swallow flying (teste 
sua manu). Below the middle stature ; cast 
of face slightly Jewish, with no Judaic 
tinge in his complexional religion; stam- 
mers abominably, and is therefore more 
apt to discharge his occasional conver- 
sation in a quaint aphorism, or a poor 
quibble, than in set and edifying speeches ; 
has consequently been libelled as a person 
always aiming at wit; which, as he told a 
dull fellow who charged him with it, is at 
least as good as aiming at dullness. A 
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small eater, but not drinker; confesses a 
partiality for the production of the juniper 
berry; was a fierce smoker of tobacco, but 
may be resembled to a volcano burnt out, 
emitting only now and then an occasional 
puff. Has been guilty of obtruding upon 
the public a tale in prose, called ‘‘ Rosamond 
Gray,’’ a dramatic sketch named ‘‘John 
Woodvil,’’ a ‘‘Farewell Ode to Tobacco,’’ 
with sundry other poems and light prose 
matter, collected in two slight crown 
octavos, and pompously christened his 
works, though, in fact, they were his 
recreations; and his true works may be 
found on the shelves of Leadenhall Street, 
filling some hundred folios. He is also 
the true Elia, whose essays are extant in 
a little volume. He died 18— much 
lamented. Witness his hand.—LAmp, 
CHARLES, 1827, Autobiography, April 18. 


Heigh ho! Charles Lamb I sincerely 
believe to be in some considerable degree 
insane. A more pitiful, ricketty, gasp- 
ing, staggering, stammering Tomfool I do 
notknow. Heis witty by denying truisms 
and abjuring good manners. His speech 
wriggles hither and thither with an in- 
cessant painful fluctuation, not an opinion 
in it, or a fact, or a phrase that you can 
thank.him for—more like a convulsion fit 
than a natural systole and diastole. 
Besides, he is now a confirmed, shameless 
drunkard; asks vehemently for gin and 
water in strangers’ houses, tipples till he 
is utterly mad, and is only not thrown out 
of doors because he is too much despised 
for taking such trouble with him. ~Poor 
Lamb! Poor England, when such a despic- 
able abortion is named genius !—CARLYLE, 
THomAS, 1831, Journal, Life by Froude, 
vol. i, p. 170. 

@nce, and once only have I seen thy face, 
Elia! once only has thy tripping tongue 
Run o’er my heart, yet never has been left 
Impression on it stronger and more sweet, 
Cordial old man! what youth was in thy 

years, 
What wisdom in thy levity, what soul 
In every utterance of thy purest breast! 
Of all that ever wore man’s form, ’tis thee 
I first would spring to at the gate of Heaven. 

I say tripping tongue for Charles Lamb 
stammered and spoke hurriedly. He did 
not think it worth while to put on a fine 
new coat to come down to see me in, as 
poor Coleridge did, but met me as if I 
had been a friend of twenty years’ stand- 
ing; indeed, he told me I had been so, 
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and showed me some things I had written 
much longer ago and had utterly forgot- 
ten. The world will never see again two 
such delightful volumes as ‘‘The Essays of 
Elia ;’’ no man living is capable of writing 
the worst twenty pages of them. The 
Continent has Zadig and Gil Blas, we have 
Elia and Sir Roger de Coverley.—LAn- 
DOR, WALTER SAVAGE, 1834, Letter to the 
Countess of Blessington, Literary Life and 
Correspondence, ed. Madden, vol. 1, p. 381. 

Genius triumphed over seeming wrong, 

And poured out truth in works by thought- 
ful love 

Inspired—works potent over smiles and tears. 

And as round mountain-tops thy lightning 
plays, 

Thus innocently sported, breaking forth 

As from a cloud of some grave sympathy, 

Humour and wild instinctive wit, and all 

The vivid flashes of his spoken words. . . . 

At the centre of his being, lodged 
A soul by resignation sanctified: 

And if too often, self-reproached, he felt 

That innocence belongs not to our kind, 

A power that never ceased to abide in him, 

Charity, ’mid the multitude of sins 

That she can cover, left not his exposed 

To an unforgiving judgment from just 
Heaven, 

Oh, he was good, if e’er a good Man lived. 

—WORDSWORTH, WILLIAM, 1885, Written 

After the Death of Charles Lamb. 

Mr. Lamb’s personal appearance was 
remarkable. It quite realized the expecta- 
tions of those who think that an author 
and a wit should have a distinct air, a 
separate costume, a particular cloth, some- 
thing positive and singular about him. 
Such ungestionably had Mr. Lamb. Ortce 
he rejoiced in snuff-color, but lattery his 
costume was inveterately black—with 
gaiters which seemed longing for some- 
thing more substantial to closein. His 
legs were remarkably slight,—so indeed 
was his whole body, which was of short stat- 
ure, but surmounted by a head of amazing 
fineness. . . . His face was deeply marked 
and full of noble lines—traces of sensibil- 
ity, imagination, suffering, and much 
thought. His wit was in his eye, luminous, 
quick,and restless. The smile that played 
about his mouth was ever cordial and 
good-humored; and the most cordial and 
delightful of his smiles were those which 
he accompanied his affectionate talk with 
his sister, or his jokes against her.— 
ForsTER, JOHN, 1835, Charles Lamb, New 
Monthly Magazine, vol. 48, p. 205. 
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Here sleeps beneath this bank, where daisies 
grow, 

The kindliest sprite earth holds within her 
breast; 

In such a spot I would this frame should rest, 

When I to join my friend far hence shall go. 

His only mate is now the minstrel lark, 

Who chaunts her morning music 0’er his bed, 

Save she who comes each evening, ere the 
bark 

Of watch-dog gathers drowsy folds, to shed 

A sister’s tears. Kind Heaven, upon her 
head 

Do thou in dove-like guise thy spirit pour, 

And in her aged path some flow’rets spread 

Of earthly joy, should Time for her in store 

Have weary days and nights, ere she shall 
greet 

Him whom she longs in Paradise to meet. 

—Moxon,. EDWARD, 1835, Sonnets, Part 

Second, p. 18. 

His angry letter to me in the Magazine 
arose out of a notion that an expres- 
sion of mine in the Quarterly Review would 
hurt the sale of Elia: some one, no doubt, 
had said that it would. I meant to serve 
the book, and very well remember how the 
offense happened. I had written that it 
wanted nothing to render it altogether 
delightful but a saner religious feeling. 
This would have been the proper word if 
any other person had written the book. 
Feeling its extreme unfitness as soon as it 
was written, I altered it immediately for 
the first word which came into my head, 
intending to remodel the sentence when it 
should come to me in proof; and that 
proof never came.—SOUTHEY, ROBERT, 
1836, To Edward Moxon, Feb. 2; Life and 
Correspondence, ed. C. C. Southey, ch. xxxvi. 

It cannot be denied or concealed that 

- Lamb’sexcellences, moral and intellectual, 
were blended with a single frailty; so in- 
timately associating itself with all that was 
most charming in the one, and sweetest in 
the other, that, even if it were right to 
withdraw it wholly from notice, it would 
be impossible without it to do justice to 
his virtues. The eagerness with which 
he would quaff exciting liquors, from an 
eariy period of life, proved that to a 
physical peculiarity of constitution was to 
pe ascribed, in the first instance, the 
strength of the temptation with which he 
was assailed. This kind of corporeal need ; 
the struggles of deep thought to overcome 
the bashfulness and the impediment of 
speech which obstructed its utterance; 
the dull, heavy, irksome labors which hung 
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heavy on his mornings, and dried up his 
spirits; and still more, the sorrows which 
had environed him, and which prompted 
him to snatch a fearful joy; and the un- 
bounded craving after sympathy with 
human feelings, conspired to disarm his 
power of resisting when the means of in- 
dulgence were actually before him. Great 
exaggerations have been prevalent on this 
subject, countenanced, no doubt, by the 
“‘Confessions’’ which, in the prodigality 
of his kindness, he contributed to his 
friend’s collection of essays and author- 
ities against the use of spirituous liquors; 
for, although he had rarely the power to 
overcome the temptation when presented, 
he made heroic sacrifices in flight. His 
final abandonment of tobacco, after many 
ineffectual attempts, was one of these—a 
princely sacrifice. —TALFOURD, THOMAS, 
Noon, 1837-59, The Life and Letters of 
Charles Lamb, p. 399. 


He was petite and ordinary in his person 
and appearance. I have seen him sume- 
times in what is called good company, but 
where he has been a stranger, sit silent, 
and be suspected for an odd fellow.— 
CHORLEY, HENRY F., 1888-61, Authors of 
England, p. 60. 

In the words of our dear departed friend, 
Charles Lamb, ‘‘ You good-for-nothing old 
Lake Poet,’’ what has become of you? Do 
you remember his saying that at my table 
in 1819, with ‘‘Jerusalem’’ towering be- 
hind us in the painting room, and Keats 
and your friend Monkhouse of the party? 
Do you remember Lamb voting me absent, 
and then making a speech descanting on 
my excellent port, and proposing a vote 
of thanks? Do you remember his then 
voting me present? I had never left my 
chair—and informing me of what had been 
done during my retirement, and hoping I 
was duly sensible of the honor? Do you 
remember the Commissioner (of Stamps 
and Taxes) who asked you if you did not 
think Milton a great genius, and Lamb 
getting up and asking leave with a candle 
to examine his phrenological development? 
Do you remember poor dear Lamb, when- 
ever the Commissioner was equally pro- 
found, saying: ‘‘My son John went to 
bed with his breeches on,’’ to the dismay 
of the learned man? Do you remember 
you and I and Monkhouse getting Lamb 
out of the room by force, and putting on 
his greatcoat, he reiterating his earnest 
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desire to examine the Commissioner’s 
skull? . Ah! my dear old friend, 
you and I shall never see such days again! 
The peaches are not so big now as they 
were in our days.—HAYDON, BENJAMIN 
ROBERT, 1842, Letter to Wordsworth, Oct. 
16; Life, Letters and Table Talk, ed. Stod- 
dard, p. 201. 


I was sitting one morning beside our 
editor, busily correcting proofs, when a 
visitor was announced, whose name, 
grumbled by a low ventriloquial vaice, like 
Tom Pipes calling down the hold through 
the hatchway, did not resound distinctly 
on my tympanum. However, the door 
opened, and in came a stranger, —a figure 
remarkable at a glance, with a fine head, 
on asmall spare body, supported by two 
almost immaterial legs. He was clothed 
in sables, of a by-gone fashion, but there 
was something wanting, or somethig 
present about him, that certified he was 
neither a divine, nor a physician, nor 
a school-master: from a certain neatness 
and sobriety in his dress, coupled with his 
sedate bearing, he might have been taken, 
but that such a costume would be anoma- 
lous, for a Quaker in black. He looked 
still more (what he really was) a literary 
Modern Antique, a New Old Author, a 
living Anachronism, contemporary at once 
with Burton the Elder and Colman the 
Younger. Meanwhile he advanced with 
rather a peculiar gait, his walk was planti- 
grade, and with a cheerful ‘‘How d’ye,’’ 
and one of the blandest, sweetest smiles, 
that ever brightened a manly countenance, 
held out two fingers to the editor. The 
two gentlemen in black soon fell into dis- 
course; and whilst they conferred, the 
Lavater principle within me set to work 
upon the interesting specimen thus pre- 
sented to its speculations. It was a strik- 
ing intellectual face, full of wiry lines, 
physiognomical quips and cranks, that 
gave it greatcharacter. There was much 
earnestness about the brows, and a great 
deal of speculation in the eyes, which were 
brown and bright, and “quick in turning ;” 
the nose, a decided one, though of no estab- 
lished order; and there was a handsome 
smartness about the mouth. Altogether, 
it was no common face—none of those 
willow-pattern ones, which Nature turns 
out by thousands at her potteries ;—but 
more like a chance specimen of the Chinese 
ware, one to the set—unique, quaint. No 
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one who had once seen it could pretend 
not to know it again. It was no face to 
lend its countenance to any confusion of 
persons in a Comedy of Errors. You might 
have sworn to it piecemeal—a separate 
affidavit for every feature. — Hoop, 
THOMAS, 1845? Literary Reminiscences. 


In these miscellaneous gatherings, Lamb 
said little, except when an opening arose 
fora pun. And how effectual that sort 
of small shot was from him, I need not 
say to anybody who remembers his in- 
firmity of stammering, and his dexterous 
management of it for purposes of light 
and shade. He was often able to train 
the roll of stammers into settling upon the 
words immediately preceding the etfective 
one; by which means the key-note of the 
jest or sarcasm, benefiting by the sudden 
liberation of his embargoed voice, was de- 
livered with the force of a pistol shot. 
That stammer was worth an annuity to him 
as an ally of his wit. Firing under cover 
of that advantage, he did triple execution; 
for, in the first place, the distressing 
sympathy of the hearers with Ais distress 
of utterance won for him unavoidably the 
silence of deep attention; and then, whilst 
he had us all hoaxed into this attitude of 
mute suspense by an appearance of dis- 
tress that he perhaps did not really feel, 
down came a plunging shot into the very 
thick of us, with ten times the effect it 
would else have had.—DE QUINCEY, 
Tuomas, 1850, Charles Lamb, Biograph- 
twcal Essays. 

I have spoken of the distinguished in- 
dividuals bred at Christ-Hospital, including 
Coleridge and Lamb, who left the school 
not long before I entered it. Coleridge I 
never saw till he was old. Lamb I recol- 
lect coming to see the boys, with a pensive, 
brown, handsome, and kingly face, and a 
gait advancing with a motion from side 
to side, between involuntary consciousness 
and attempted ease. His brown com- 
plexion may have been owing to a visit in 
the country, his air of uneasiness to a 
great burden of sorrow. He dressed with 
a Quaker-like plainness.—Hunt, Leicu, 
1850, Autobiography, vol. 1, p. 117. 

In point of intellectual character and ex- 
pression,a finer face was never seen, nor one 
more fully, however vaguely, correspond- 
ing with the mind whose features it inter- 
preted. There was the gravity usually en- 
gendered by a life passed in book-learning, 
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without the slightest tinge of that as- 
sumption and affectation which almost 
always attend the gravity so engendered ; 
the intensity and elevation of general ex- 
pression that mark high genius, without 
any of its pretension and its oddity; the 
sadness waiting on fruitless thoughts and 
baffled aspirations, but no evidences of that 
spirit of scorning and contempt which 
these are apt to engender. Above all, 
there was a pervading sweetness and 
gentleness which went straight to the 
heart of every one who looked on it; and 
not the less so, perhaps, that it bore about 
it an air, asomething, seeming to tell that 
it was not put on—for nothing would 
be more unjust than te tax Lamb with 
assuming anything, even a virtue, which 
he did not possess—but preserved and 
persevered in, spite of opposing and con- 
tradictory feelings within, that struggled 
in vain for mastery. It was a thing to 
remind you of that painful smile which 
bodily disease and agony will sometimes 
put on, to conceal their sufferings from the 
observation of those they love. . . . His 
head might have belonged to a full-sized 
person, but it was set upon a figure so 
petite that it took an appearance of in- 
appropriate largeness by comparison. This 
was the only striking peculiarity in the 
ensemble of his figure; in other respects 
it’ was pleasing and well-formed, but so 
slight and delicate as to bear the appear- 
ance of extreme spareness, as if of a man 
air-fed, instead of one rejoicing in a pro- 
verbial predilection for ‘‘roast-pig.’’ The 
only defect of his figure was that the legs 
were too slight even for the slight body. 
—PATMORE, PETER GEORGE, 1854, My 
Friends and Acquaintances, vol.1, pp.15, 17. 


Of middle height, with brown, and 
rather ruddy complexion, gray eyes ex- 
pressive of sense and shrewdness, but 
neither large nor brilliant; his head and 
features well-shaped, and the general ex- 
pression of his countenance quiet, kind, 
and observant, undergoing rapid changes in 
conversation, as did his manner, variable 
as an April day, particularly to his sister, 
whose saint-like good humor and patience 
were as remarkable as his strange and 
whimsical modes of trying them. But the 
brother and sister perfectly understood 
each other, and ‘‘Charles,’’ as she always 
called him, would not have been the 
‘<Charles’’ of her loving heart without the 
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pranks and oddities which he was continu- 
ally playing off upon her—and which were 
only outnumbered by the instances of 
affection, and evidences of ever watchful 
solicitude with which he surrounded her. 
—BALMANNO, Mary, 1858, Pen and 
Pencil. 

Lamb, from the dread of appearing 
affected, sometimes injured himself by 
his behaviour before persons who were 
slightly acquainted with him. With the 
finest and tenderest feelings ever possessed 
by man, he seemed carefully to avoid any 
display of sentimentality in his talk.— 
LESLIE, CHARLES ROBERT, 1860, Autobio- 
graphical Recollections, ed. Taylor, p. 35. 


The fact that distinguished Charles 
Lamb from other men was his entire de- 
votion to one grand and tender purpose. 
There is, probably, a romance involved in 
every life. In his life it exceded that of 
others. In gravity, in acuteness, in his 
noble battle with a great calamity, it was 
beyond the rest. Neither pleasure, nor 
toil ever distracted him from his holy pur- 
pose. Everything was made subservient 
to it. He had an insane sister, who, ina 
moment of uncontrollable madness, had un- 
consciously destroyed her own mother; 
and to protect and save his sister—a 
gentlewoman, who had watched like a 
mother over his own infancy—the whole 
length of his life was devoted. What he 
endured, through the space of nearly forty 
years, from the incessant fear and frequent 
recurrence .of his sister’s insanity, can 
now only be conjectured. In this con- 
stant and uncomplaining endurance, and 
in his steady adherence to a great principle 
of conduct, his life was heroic.—PROCcTER, 
BRYAN WALLER (BARRY CORNWALL), 1866, 
Charles Lamb, A Memoir, p. 2. 


He never kept a letter; except a couple 
or so: and heartily despised ‘‘relics,”’ 
especially of the sentimental sort. Thus, 
when a traveller brought him acorns, from 
Virgil’s tomb, he amused himself with 
throwing them at the hackney coachmen 
that passed by.—FITZGERALD, PERCY, 
1866, Charles Lamb: his Friends, his 
Haunts and his Books. 


There were few modern volumes in his 
collection; and subsequently, such presen- 
tation copies as he received were wont to 
find their way into my own book-case, and 
often through eccentric channels. A 
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Leigh Hunt, for instance, would come 
skimming to my feet through the branches 
of the apple-trees (our gardens were con- 
tiguous); or a Bernard Barton would be 
rolled down stairs after me, from the 
library door. ‘‘Marcian Colonna’’ | re- 
member finding on my window-sill, damp 
with the night’s fog; and the ‘‘Plea of the 
Midsummer Fairies’’ I picked out of the 
strawberry bed.—WeEsSTWoOD, THOMAS, 
1866, Recollections of Charles Lamb, Notes 
and Queries, Third Series, vol. 9, p. 221. 

Lamb was not a saint. He drank some- 
times to excess. He also smoked tobacco. 
But if ever a good, great man walked the 
earth—good and great in the profoundest 
and noblest sense—full of that simple 
human charity, and utter renunciation of 
self, which is the fulfilling of the highest 
law and the holiest instinct—it was that 
man with a face of ‘‘quivering sweetness,” 
nervous, tremulous; . so slight 
of frame that he looked only fit for the 
most placid fortune, —but who conquered 
poverty and hereditary madness, and won 
an imperishable name in English litera- 
ture, and a sacred place in every generous 
heart, all in silence, and with a smile.— 
CURTIS, GEORGE WILLIAM, 1859, Notes of 
Charles Lamb to Thomas Allsop, Harper’s 
Magazine, vol. 20, p. 97. 

With all the light that has been thrown 
upon every circumstance of Lamb’s life, 
and with the best disposition of the part 
of the biographers to find evidence that he 
sacrificed a conjugal happiness which was 
within his reach for the sake of his sister, 
no other facts bearing upon the question, 
however remotely, have been brought to 
light. It is surprising that a man of 
Lamb’s sensibility—it would be surprising 
in the case of any man—should not once, 
during the forty years that elapsed 
between his rejection by Alice and his 
death, have ‘‘fallenin love,’’ in any sense 
authorized by the most liberal construction 
of those words. Had he been in love with 
a dozen women in the course of that long 
period, he would only have resembled his 
fellow-bachelors, and it would by no means 
have followed that, in continuing single, 
he practised heroic self-denial. The biog- 
raphers and reviewers who are so fond 
of ringing changes upon Lamb’s imputed 
self-sacrifice, and upon the happiness which 
wife and children might have added to his 
life, strangely neglect to advert to a 
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circumstance which would have raised 
grave doubts as to the propriety of his 
marrying had there been no other obstacle. 
We refer, of course, to his liability to 
madness.—HiLL, A. S., 1867, Charles 
Lamb and his Biographéers, North Ameri- 
can Review, vol. 104, p. 396. 

His style of playful bluntness when 
speaking to his intimates was strangely 
pleasant—nay, welcome: it gave you the 
impression of his liking you well enough 
to be rough and unceremonious with you: 
it showed you that he felt at home with 
you. It accorded with what you knew to 
be at the root of an ironical assertion he 
made—that he always gave away gifts, 
parted with presents, and sold keepsakes. 
It underlay in sentiment the drollery and 
reversed truth of his saying to us, ‘‘I 
always call my sister Maria when we are 
alone together, Mary when we are with 
our friends, and Moll before the servants.’’ 
—CLARKE, MARY COWDEN, 1874-78, Rec- 
ollections of Writers. 

As to his kindness and practical benevo- 
lence, Mr. Ogilvie declared that it could 
not be overstated. His sympathies were 
so easily won that he was often imposed 
upon, yet he never learned to be suspi- 
cious. Hehad been known to weara coat 
six months longer, that he might spare a 
little money to some needy acquaintance. 
There was hardly ever a time when he did 
not have somebody living upon him. If 
he was freed from one client, another 
would soon arise to take his place. A 
poor literary aspirant, or vagabond, espe- 
cially, he could not resist, and he regularly 
had one or more on his hands. He would 
even take them to his house, and let them 
stay there weeks and months together.— 
TWICHELL, JOSEPH H., 1876, Concerning 
Charles Lamb, Scribner’s Monthly, vol. 11, 
p. 276. 

I must say I think his Letters infinitely 
better than his Essays; and Patmore says 
his Conversation, when just enough ani- 
mated by Gin and Water, was better than 
either: which I believe too. Procter said 
he was far beyond the Coleridges, Words- 
worths, Southeys, &c. And I am afraid I 
believe that also.—FITZGERALD, EDWARD, 
1876, To C. HE. Norton, June 10; Letters 
and Literary Remains, ed. Wright, vol. 1, 
p. 385. 

No one who has passed an hour in the 
company of Charles Lamb’s ‘‘dear boy’’ 
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can ever lose the impression made upon 
him by that simple, sincere, shy, and 
delicate soul. His small figure, his head, 
not remarkable for much besides its ex- 
pression of intelligent and warm good- 
will, and its singular likeness to that of 
Sir Walter Scott; his conversation, which 
had little decision or ‘‘point’’ in the ordi- 
nary sense, and often dwelt on truths which 
a novelty-loving society banishes from its 
repertory as truisms, never disturbed the 
effect, in any assemblage, of his real dis- 
tinction. His silence seemed wiser, his 
simplicity subtler, his shyness more cour- 
ageous than the wit, philosophy, and assur- 
ance of others.—PATMORE, COVENTRY, 
1877, ed., Bryan Waller Procter, Autobio- 
graphical Fragment, p. 5. 


I availed myself of Charles Lamb’s 
friendly invitation on Tuesday, August 5, 
1834. On reaching his cottage—which 
stood back from the road (nearly opposite 
the church), between two houses which 
projected beyond it, and was screened by 
shrubs and trees—I found that he was out, 
taking his morning’s stroll. I was admitted 
into a small, panelled, and agreeably shaded 
parlour. The modest room was hung round 
with engravings by Hogarth in dark 
frames. Books and magazines were scat- 
tered on the table and on the old-fashioned 
window seat. I chatted awhile with Miss 
Lamb—a meek, intelligent, very pleasant, 
but rather deaf elderly lady, who told me 
that her brother had been gratified by 
parts of my poem (‘‘Emily de Wilton’’) 
and had read them to her. ‘‘Elia’’ came 
in soon after—a short,thin man. His dress 
was black, and he wore a capacious coat, 
breeches and gaiters, and a white neck- 
handkerchief. His dark and shaggy hair 
and eyebrows, heated face and very pierc- 
ing jet-black eyes gave to his appearance 
a singularly wild and striking expression. 
The sketch of him in Fraser’s Magazine 
gives a true idea of his dress and figure, 
but his portraits fail to represent ade- 
quately his remarkably ‘‘fine Titian head, 
full of dumb eloquence,’”’ as Hazlitt de- 
scribed it. He grasped me cordially by 
the hand, sat down, and taking a bottle 
from a cupboard behind him, mixed some 
rum and water. On another occasion his 
sister objected to this operation, and he 
refrained. Presently after he said, ‘‘May 
I have a little drop now? only a leetle 
drop?’’ ‘‘No,’’ said she; ‘‘be a good boy.’’ 
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At last, however, he prevailed, and took 
his usual draught.—RussEL, J. FULLER, 
1882, Charles Lamb at Home, Notes and 
Queries, Sixth Series, vol. 5, p. 241. 


Very often, Charles Lamb was one of 
the party at the residence of Coleridge, 
with his gentle, sweet, yet melancholy 
countenance; for I can recall it only as 
bearing the stamp of mournfulness, rather 
than of mirth. Even when he said a witty 
thing, or made a pun, which he was too 
apt to do, it came from his lips (jerked 
out in the well-known semi-stutter) as if 
it had been a foreboding of evil; certainly, 
his merriment seemed forced.—HALL, 
SAMUEL CARTER, 18838, Retrospect of a 
Long Life, p. 316. 


Lamb was buried in the quiet little 
churchyard at Edmonton. A tall, flat stone, 
with an inscription by Cary, the translator 
of Dante, which is neither happy nor quite 
coherent, marks the spot, which is just 
beyond the path on the southwest of the 
church.—HutTTon, LAURENCE, 1885, Lit- 
erary Landmarks of London, p. 192. 


Lamb’s letters from first to last are full 
of the philosophy of life ; he was as sensible 
aman as Dr. Johnson. One grows sick of 
the expressions, ‘‘poor Charles Lamb,’’ 
‘gentle Charles Lamb,’’ as if he were one 
of those grown-up children of the Leigh 
Hunt type, who were perpetually begging 
and borrowing through the round of every 
man’s acquaintance. Charles Lamb earned 
his own living, paid his own way, was the 
helper, not the helped; a man who was 
beholden to no one, who always came with 
gifts in his hand, a shrewd man capable of 
advice, strong in council. Poor Lamb in- 
deed! Poor Coleridge, robbed of his will; 
poor Wordsworth, devoured by his own 
ego; poor Southey, writing his tomes and 
deeming himself a classic; poor Carlyle, 
with his nine volumes of memoirs, where he 
“Lies like a hedgehog rolled up the wrong 

way, 

Tormenting himself with his prickles’””— 
call these men poor, if you feel it decent 
to do so, but not Lamb, who was rich in 
all that makes life valuable or memory 
sweet. But he used to get drunk. This 
explains all.—BIRRELL, AUGUSTINE, 1887, 
Obiter Dicta, Second Series, p. 230. 


A man of noticeable and impressive pres- 
ence :—small of stature, fragile of frame, 
clad in clothing of tightly fitting black, 
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which was clerical as to cut and well-worn 
as to texture; his ‘‘almost immaterial 
legs,’’ in Tom Hood’s phrase, ending in 
gaiters and straps; his dark hair, not quite 
black, curling crisply about a noble head 
and brow—‘‘a head worthy of Aristotle,’’ 
Leigh Hunt tells us; ‘‘full of dumb elo- 
quence,’’ are Hazlitt’s words; ‘‘such only 
may be seen in the finer portraits of Titian” 
John Forster put it; ‘‘a long, melan- 
choly face, with keen, penetrating eyes,’’ 
we learn from Barry Cornwall; brown 
eyes, kindly, quick, observant; his dark 
complexion and grave expression bright- 
ened by the frequent ‘‘sweet smile, with 
a touch of sadness in it.’’ This visitor, of 
such peculiar and piquant personality— 
externally, ‘‘a rare composition of the 
Jew, the gentleman, and the angel,’’ to 
use his own words of the singer Braham— 
is Charles Lamb.—MarTIN, BENJAMIN 
ELLIS, 1890-94, In the Footprints of 
Charles Lamb, p. 4. 

Not here, O teeming City, was it meet 
Thy lover, thy most faithful, should repose, 
But where the multitudinous life-tide flows 
Whose ocean-murmur was to him more sweet 
Than melody of birds at morn, or bleat 
Of flocks in Spring-time, there should Earth 

enclose 
His earth, amid thy thronging joys and woes, 
There, ’neath the music of thy million feet. 
In love of thee this lover knew no peer. 
Thine eastern or thy western fane had made 
Fit habitation for his noble shade. 
Mother of mightier, nurse of none more 
dear, 
Not here, in rustic exile, O not here, 
Thy Elia like an alien should be laid! 
—WATSON, WILLIAM, 1898, At the Grave of 
Charles Lamb in Edmonton, Poems, p. 144. 

The Blue-coat boy had already become 
known and famous far beyond his modest 
ambition. Little by little his quaint 
fancieshad taken hold in the popular heart, 
and being so unpretending the critics gave 
him help rather than hindrance. When he 
died, his heroic life of self-sacrifice and 
self-surrender was known to few besides 
his intimate friends. He never claimed 
the least merit for surrendering life’s 
ambitions at the very start, taking up its 
burdens in the path of duty. His quiet 
generosity to friends in need was known 
only to himself and the recipients of his 
charities; but the fragrance of his sweet, 
blameless life clung around his memory, 
and expanded as the years passed, until 
his life, as well as his works, gave him his 
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place among the best beloved of the Eng- 
lish essayists.—LorD, ALIcE E., 1893, 
The Days of Lamb and Coleridge, A His- 
torical Romance, p. 376. 
Past cheat of years the comrades of his 
mood— 
The quiet old men sitting in the sun; 
Strict maids; gray clerks; and children fair 
and blest; 
And that sad woman of his house and blood— 
And still he hides his hurts from dearest one; 
But with the whole world shares the sting- 
less jest! 
—REESE, LIZETTE WoopwortH, 1896, A 
Quiet Road. 
TO THE MEMORY 
of 
CHARLES LAMB, 
Died 27th Decr. 1834, aged 59. 
Farewell, dearfriend: Thatsmile, that harm- 
less mirth 
No more shall gladden our domestic hearth; 
That rising tear with pain forbid to flow 
Better than words, no more assuage our woe; 
That hand outstretched, from small but well- 
earned store 
Yield*succour to the destitute no more. 
Yet art thou not all lost; thro’ many an age 
With sterling sense and humour shall thy 
page 
With many an English bosom, pleased to see 
That old and happier vein revived in thee 
This Jo our earth, and if with friends we 
share 


Our joys in heaven, we hope to meet thee 
there. 


Also, MARY ANNE LAMB, 
Sister of the above, 
Born 8rd Decr. 1767, Died 20th May 1847. 
—LINES ON ToMB. 


POETRY 

Mr. C. Lamb has produced no poems 
equal to his prose writings: but I could 
not resist the temptation of transferring 
into this collection his ‘‘Farewell to 
Tobacco,’’ and some of the sketches in 
his ‘‘John Woodvil;’’ the first of which is 
rarely surpassed in quaint wit, and the last 
in pure feeling.— Hazuirt, WILLIAM, 
1824, Select British Poets. 

There is much quaint feeling in his 
verses: he has used the style of the good 
old days of Elizabeth in giving form and 
utterance to his own emotions; and, 
though often unelevated and prosaic, every 
line is informed with thought or with some 
vagrant impulse of fancy. . . . He 
gives portraits of men whose manners have 
undergone a city change; records senti- 
ments which are the true offspring of the 


CHARLES LAMB 


mart and the custom-house, and attunes 
his measure to the harmony of other matter 
than musical breezes and melodious brooks, 
—CUNNINGHAM, ALLAN, 18838, Biograph- 
ical and Critical History of the Literature 
of the Last Fifty Years. 


“John Woodvil’’ contains passages 
which would not have done dishonour to 
the great dramatists of Shakspeare’s gol- 
den age; and ‘‘The Farewell to Tobacco,”’ 
in these pages, is such a piece of verse as 
one might imagine ‘‘Elia’’ would write. — 
GRISWOLD, Rurus W., 1844, The Poets 
and Poetry of England in the Nineteenth 
Century, p. 111. 


Charles Lamb was a true poet, but not 
a great one. His genius was peculiar and 
wayward, and his mind seemed so impreg- 
nated with the dramatists preceding or 
contemporary with Shakspeare—Marlowe, 
Webster, Ford, Shirley, Marston, Mas- 
singer, and their compeers—that he could 
not help imitating their trains of thought. 
Yet he struck out a few exquisite things, 
—sparks from true genius, which can never 
be extinguished; as ‘‘The Old Familiar 
Faces ;’’ ‘To Hester ;’’ ‘‘The Virgin of the 
Rocks ;’’ and the descriptive forest-scene 
in ‘‘John Woodvil,’’ which, it is said, God- 
win, having found somewhere extracted, 
was so enchanted with, that he hunted— 
of course vainly—through almost all the 
earlier poets in search of it: 

“To see the sun to bed, and to arise,’ &c. 

—Mor, D. M., 1850-51, Poetical Liter- 
ature of the Past Half-Century, p. 89. 


Lamb’s poems, as a rule, are insipid, 
and artificially natural ; he belongs to that 
school of which Ambrose Phillips is gen- 
’ erally—though without sufficient ground, 
perhaps—regarded as the founder. Nam- 
by-pambyism is surely not so modern.— 
HAZLITT, WILLIAM CAREW, 1874, Mary and 
Charles Lamb, p. 172. 


As a Poet, Charles Lamb is once again 
original. He has produced but little, it 
is true; but that little is perfect in its own 
way, and ensures for its author a niche all 
to himself in the temple of Parnassus. 
What more pathetic than his lines on his 
mother, first printed in the ‘‘Final Memori- 
als;’’ his ‘‘Old Familiar Faces;’’ ‘‘The 
Three Friends ;” and ‘‘The Sabbath Bells”? 
Then there is the fierce energy of the 
‘‘Farewell to Tobacco,’’ and ‘‘The Gipsy’s 
Malison, ’’ with its almost demoniacal force 
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of expression. These are all pieces of 
perfect finish, and are marked by a 
wondrously refined artifice of rhyme, 
rhythm, phrase, and condensation of 
thought. — BATES, WILLIAM, 1874-98, 
The Maclise Portrait Gallery of Illustrious 
Literary Characters, with Memoirs, p. 295. 


Charles Lamb’s nosegay of verse may 
be held by the small hand of a maiden, and 
there is not in it one flaunting, gallant 
flower; it is, however, fragrant with the 
charities of home, like blossoms gathered 
in some old cottage croft.—DOWDEN, 
EDWARD, 1880, The English Poets, ed. 
Ward, vol. Iv, p. 326. 


In the literary tribunal, Lamb the essay- 
ist and Lamb the poet are two individual- 
ities, and it is well that for the present at 
least the distinction should be kept clear. 
Rightly perceived—and Lamb himself 
would have so perceived it—he was more 
of a Jay-assistant than a priest at the high 
altar of poetry. While Coleridge and 
Wordsworth performed the rites, he wit- 
nessed, worshipped, and aided, but did not 
officiate—unless it were in the humble 
capacity of censer-bearer. It is true he 
has written in metre and in rhyme, but the 
result, generally, is verse rather than 
poetry, and some may add, and not very 
good verse either.—TIREBUCK, WILLIAM, 
1887, ed., The Political Works of Bowles, 
Lamb,and Hartley Coleridge, Introduction, 
p. Xiv. 

Lamb’s poems are not of the best; they 
have a haltingness—like that in his speech, 
—with none of Rogers’s glibness and cur- 
rency, and none of his shallowness either. 
Constraint of rhyme sat on Elia no easier 
than a dress-coat.—MITCHELL, DONALD 
G., 1895, Hnglish Lands Letters and 
Kings, Queen Anne and the Georges, p. 320. 


It is of course true that his popularity 
rests more with his essays than with his 
poems, which form only the smaller por- 
tion of his writings, but the same qualities 
which make his prose such delightful read- 
ing are found crystallised and perfected in 
his verse. His distinctive characteristic 
is quaint originality, coloured, but not 
formed by his keen appreciation of, and 
familiar acquaintance with, the works of 
our old poets and dramatists. He never 
has any tendency to fall into the manner 
of ‘‘the lake poets,’’ though he was the 
intimate friend of Wordsworth, Coleridge, 
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and Southey. He was not insensible to the 
beauties of nature, or tothe charm of fine 
scenery; but he was more at home amidst 
the world of books and the haunts of men. 
steer As an original humourist he has 
never been surpassed, and this quality, no 
less than the depth of sensibility and 
pathetic power, in his poems attests that 
the mild jocularity of Wordsworth, who 
called him ‘‘Lamb, the frolic and the 
gentle,’? was not misplaced.—ARCHER, 
THoMAS, 1895, The Poets and Poetry of 
the Century, Robert Southey to Percy Bysshe 
Shelley, ed. Miles, pp. 131, 186. 


ROSAMUND GRAY 
1798 

A TALE | of | ROSAMUND GRAY | 
and| OLD BLIND MARGARET. | by 
CHARLES LAMB. | London, | Printed for 
Lee and Hurst, | No. 32, Pater-noster 
Row, | 1798.—TirLE Pace oF First 
EpitIon, 1798. 


With it came, too, Lamb’s works. . 
What a lovely thing is his ‘Rosamund 
Gray!’? How much knowledge of the 
sweetest and deepest parts of our nature 
in it! When I think of such a mind as 
Lamb’s—when I see how unnoticed remain 
things of such exquisite and complete per- 
fection—what should I hope for myself, 
if I had not higher objects in view than 
fame !—SHELLEY, PERCY ByssHE, 1819, 
Letter to Hunt, Sep. 8; Correspondence of 
Leigh Hunt, ed. by his Son. 


Rosamund, with the pale blue eyes and 
the ‘‘yellow Hertfordshire hair,’’ is but a 
fresh copy of his Anna and his Alice. 
That Rosamund Gray had an actual 
counterpart in real life seems certain, and 
the little group of cottages, in one of 
which she dwelt with her old grandmother, 
is still shown in the village of Widford, 
about half a milefrom the site of the old 
mansion of Blakesware. And it is the 
tradition of the village, and believed by 
those who have the best means of judging, 
that ‘‘Rosamund Gray’”’ (her real name 
was equally remote from this, and from 
Alice W—n) was Charles Lamb’s first and 
only love. Her fair hair and eyes, her 
goodness, and (we may assume) her 
poverty, were drawn from life. The rest 
of the story in which she bears a part is 
of course pure fiction. The real Anna of 
the sonnets made a prosperous marriage, 
and lived to a good old age.—AINGrR, 
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ALFRED, 1882, Charles Lamb (English 
Men of Letters), p. 39. 

It is crude and formless, the raw ele- 
ments of a story clumsily thrust into a 
common frame. The idyllic picture of 
Rosamund and her grandmother (embalm- 
ing probably a memory of his Anna Sim- 
mons) has a charm; but the horrible fate 
of the young girl is a jarring dissonance, 
sudden and arbitrary as the invading shock 
of madness in which that early love had 
issued.—HERFORD, C. H., 1897, The Age 
of Wordsworth, p. 61. 


LETTERS 


Lamb’s letters are not indeed model let- 
ters like Cowper’s. Though natural to 
Lamb, they cannot be called easy. ‘‘Divine 
chit-chat’’ is not the epithet to describe 
them. Hisnotesareallhigh. He is sub- 
lime, heartrending, excruciatingly funny, 
outrageously ridiculous, sometimes pos- 
sibly an inch or two overdrawn. He 
carries the charm of incongruity and total 
unexpectedness to the highest pitch im- 
aginable.—BIRRELL, AUGUSTINE, 1892, 
Res Judicate, p. 240. 


As for Lamb, those who love him at all 
love him so well that it matters little 
which of his letters they read, or how often 
they have read them before. Only it is 
best to select those written in the meridian 
of hislife. The earliér ones are too pain- 
ful, the jater ones too sad. Let us take 
him at his happiest, and be happy with him 
for an hour; for, unless we go cheerfully 
to bed, the portals of morn open for us 
with sullen murmur, and fretful dreams, 
more disquieting than even the troubled 
thoughts of day, flit batlike round our 
melancholy pillows.—REPPLIER, AGNES, 
1894, In the Dozy Hours, p. 8. 


His correspondence must remain an in- 
tegral part of the age, which it immediately 
concerns, as much as that of Walpole; and 
in this capacity and aspect, if in no other, 
he has laid himself, so to speak, across an 
epoch. Any one who bestows even a cur- 
sory study on these inimitable productions 
must perceive and allow that the serious 
style largely preponderates, and that of 
broad fun there is little more than an occa- 
sional vein. His wit is more usually deli- 
cate and playful—sometimes bordering 
on pathos. Here and there, among the 
letters, there are spasms of boisterous 
and roliicking gaiety parallel with the 
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horse-play in the Inner Temple Lane times; 
but it makes little indeed in so voluminous 
a body of matter.— Hazuirt, WILLIAM 
CAREW, 1897, The Lambs, their Lives, 
ae Friends and their Correspondence, 
c GENERAL 

The person you have thus leagued ina 
partnership of infamy with me is Mr. 
Charles Lamb, a man who, so far from 
being a democrat, would be the first person 
to assent to the opinions contained in the 
foregoing pages: he is a man too much 
occupied with real and painful duties— 
duties of high personal self denial—to 
trouble himself about speculative matters. 
Whenever he has thrown:his ideas to- 
gether, it has been from the irresistible 
impulse of the moment, never from any 
intention to propagate a system, much less 
any ‘‘of folly and wickedness.’’—LLoyp, 
CHARLES, 1799, A Letter to the Anti- 
Jacobin Reviewers, Appendix. 

Elia in his happiest moods delights me: 
he is a fine soul; but when he is dull, his 
dulness sets human stupidity at defiance. 
He is like a well-bred, ill-trained pointer. 
He has a fine nose, but he won’t or he 
can’t range. He keeps always close to 
your foot, and then he points larks and 
titmice. You see him snuffing and smok- 
ing and brandishing his tail with the most 
impassioned enthusiasm; and then drawn 
round into a semicircle, he stands beauti- 
fully—dead-set. You expect a burst of 
partridges or a towering cock-pheasant, 
when lo, and behold! away flits alark, or 
you discover a mouse’s nest, or there is 
absolutely nothing at all. Perhaps a shrew 
has been there the day before. Yet if 
Elia were mine,I would not part with him, 
for all his faults.—WILSoN, JOHN, 1822, 
Noctes Ambrosiane, April. 

Read “Elia,” if the book has not fallfen 
in your way. It is by my old friend 
Charles Lamb. There are some things in 
it which will offend, and some which will 
pain you, as they do me; but you will find 
in it a rich vein of pure gold.—SouTuEy, 
Rosert, 1823, Letters. 

His style runs pure and clear, though it 
may often take an underground course, or 
be conveyed through old-fashioned conduit- 
pipes. There is a fine tone of 
chiaro-scuro, a moral perspective in his 
writings. He delights to dwell on that 
which is fresh to the eye of memory; he 


yearns after and covets what soothes the 
frailty of human nature. That touches 
him most nearly which is withdrawn to a 
certain distance, which. verges on the 
borders of oblivion :—that piques and pro- 
vokes his fancy most, which is hid from a 
superficial glance. That which, though 
gone by, is still remembered, is in his view 
more genuine, and has given more ‘‘vital 
signs that it will live,’’ than a thing of 
yesterday, that may be forgotten to- 
morrow. Death has in this sense the spirit 
of life in it; and the shadowy has to our 
author something substantial in it.— 
HAZLITT, WILLIAM, 1825, The Spirit of 
the Age, pp. 262, 2638. 


Poor Charles Lamb, what a tender, good, 
joyous heart had he! What playfulness! 
what purity of style and thought !—Lan- 
DOR, WALTER SAVAGE, 18385, Letter to 
Lady Blessington, March 16; Literary 
Life and Correspondence of the Countess of 
Blessington, ed. Madden, vol. u, p. 1238. 


Of his own writings it is now superfluous 
tospeak; for, after having encountered long 
derision and neglect, they have taken their 
place among the classics of his language. 
They stand alone, at once singular and de- 
lightful. They are all carefully elaborated ; 
yet never were works written in a higher 
defiance to the conventional pomp of style. 
A sly hit, a happy pun, a humorous com- 
bination, lets the light into the intricacies 
of the subject, and supplies the place of 
ponderous sentences. . . . In all things 
heis most human. Of all modern writers, 
his works are most immediately directed 
to give us heart-ease and to make us 
happy.—TALFouRD, Tuomas Noon, 1887, 
The Life and Letters of Charles Lamb. 


Charles Lamb’s ‘‘Specimens of English 
Dramatic Poets’’ is of deeper interest. He 
was a nobler workman, and he carries us 
on through whole scenes by a true unerring 
emotion. He was a poetical mind labor- 
ing in poetry.—DIsRAELI, Isaac, 1841, 
Predesessors and Contemporaries of Shak- 
speare, Amenities of Literature. 


We never rise from one of his essays 
without a feeling of contentment. He 
leads our thoughts to the actual, available 
springs of enjoyment. He reconciles us 
to ourselves; causing home-pleasures, and 
the charms of the wayside, and the mere 
comforts of existence, to emerge from the 
shadow into which our indifference has 
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cast them, into the light of fond recog- 
nition. The flat dull surface of common 
life, he causes to rise into beautiful basso- 
relievo. In truth, there are few better 
teachers of gratitude than Lamb. —Tuck- 
ERMAN, HENRY T., 1849, Characteristics 
of Literature, p. 167. 


Such wit, such humor, such imagina- 
tion, such intelligence, such sentiment, 
such kindliness, such heroism, all so 
quaintly mixed and mingled, and stutter- 
ing out in so freakish a fashion, and all 
blending so finely in that exquisite eccen- 
tric something which we call the character 
of Charles Lamb, make him the most lov- 
able of writers and men.—WHIPPLE, ED- 
WIN P., 1857-66, Eccentric Character, 
Character and Characteristic Men, p. 60. 


Their [‘‘Essays’’] egotism is chastened 
and subdued, but their personality is 
never relinquished: it is not philosophy 
that selects its problem, and proceeds to 
solve it—it is Charles Lamb who, phil- 
osophising through whim and fancy, allures 
you to listen to Charles Lamb.—LyTTon, 
EDWARD BuLWER LorD, 1863-68, Cax- 
toniana, Miscellaneous Prose Works, vol. 
Il, p. 162. 


There is a healthy Gascon flavour in Mon- 
taigne’s Essays; and Charles Lamb’s are 
scented with the primroses of Covent 
Garden. — SMITH, ALEXANDER, 18638, 
Dreamthorp, p. 30. 


Charles Lamb was no teacher of his 
time, and had no commanding or immediate 
influence on his contemporaries. He lifted 
up no banner, summoned no contending 
hosts to the conflict, did no battle on the 
side of faction or party, and was possessed 
of no vast intellectual powers. But this 
he was—one of the most affectionate, 
most lovable, most piquantly imperfect of 
dear, good fellows that ever won their way 
into the human heart, and one of the 
most hearty, most English, most curi- 
ously felicitous humourists—emphatic- 
ally one of the best that ever lived. He 
has left us in his works a perennial source 
of refining pleasure, full of freshness and 
moral health, and kindly communicative 
warmth, over which countless readers will 
bend with smiling face or moistened eye; 
and the sad will feel a solace, the weary 
gather heart’s-ease, the cold and narrow 
of nature may warm them and expand in 
the generous glow to be found in the 
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writings of Charles Lamb.—MASsSEY, GER- 
ALD, 1867, Charles Lamb, Fraser’s Maga- 
zine, vol. 75, p. 672. 


The most supremely competent judge 
and exquisite critic of lyrical and dramatic 
art that we have ever had.—SwINBURNE, 
ALGERNON CHARLES, 1868, William Blake: 
a Critical Essay, p. 8. 


The restorer of the old drama.—TAINE, 
H. A., 1871, History of English Litera- 
ture, tr. Van Laun, vol. u, bk. iv, ch. i, 
p. 250. 

His humor was thoroughly original ; ‘his 
command of language, though peculiar, 
was perfect; an air of genuine good feel- 
ing pervaded every essay as unmistakably 
as his wit. — YONGE, CHARLES DUKE, 1872, 
Three Centuries of English Laterature, 
p. 408. 

With all Lamb’s whims and oddities, 
the foundations of his being were serious 
and substantial—MintTo, WILLIAM, 1872- 
80, Manual of English Prose Literature, 
p. 535. 

He was not one of those voluminous 
writers of whom we possess such a 
goodly array of tomes, that we are con- 
tent to let the waifs and strays take 
their chance and float whither they will. 
He was never, indeed, a professional 
writer. Tied down during the best years 
of his life to office-duties, and not reach- 
ing the age of three-score, the total sum 
of his writings, after every nook and 
cranny has been searched that could yield 
anything buried and forgotten, is still com- 
prisable in less than eight hundred pages, 
though one or two little items are still 
unavoidably wanting.—SHEPHERD, RICH- 
ARD HERNE, 1874, ed., The Complete 
Works in Prose and Verse of Charles 
Lamb, Introduction, p. vii. 

The exquisite literary faculty of Charles 
Lamb revelled in detecting beauties which 
had been covered with the dust of oblivion 
during the reign of Pope. His apprecia- 
tion was intensified by that charm of dis- 
covery which finds its typical utterance 
in Keats’sfamous sonnet. He was scarce- 
ly 4 more impartial judge of Fletcher or 
Ford than ‘‘Stout Cortes’’ of the new 
world revealed by his enterprise. We 
may willingly defer to his judgment ef the 
relative value of the writers whom he 
discusses, but we must qualify his judg- 
ment of their intrinsic excellence by the 
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recollection that he speaks as a lover.— 
STEPHEN, LESLIE, 1874-78, Hours in a 
Inbrary, vol. u, p. 142. 

In the making of prose he realises the 
principle of art for its own sake, as com- 
pletely as Keats in the making of verse. 
And, working ever close to the concrete, 
to the details, great or small, of actual 
things, books, persons, and with no part 
of them blurred to his vision by the in- 
tervention of mere abstract theories, he 
has reached an enduring moral effect also, 
ina sort of boundless sympathy. Un- 
occupied, as he might seem, with great 
matters, he is in immediate contact with 
what is real, especially in its caressing 
littleness, that littleness in which there 
is much of the whole woeful heart of 
things, and meets it more than half-way 
witha perfect understanding of it. What 
sudden, unexpected touches of pathos in 
him !—bearing witness how the sorrow of 
humanity, the Welt-schmerz, the constant 
aching of its wounds, is ever present with 
him; but what a gift also for the enjoy- 
ment of life inits subtleties, of enjoyment 
actually refined by the need of some 
thoughtful economies and making the most 
of things!—PaTER, WALTER, 1878, Ap- 
preciations. 

Poor Lamb has not a little to answer 
for, in the revived relish for garbage un- 
earthed from cold theatrical dung-heaps. 
Be it jest or earnest, I have little patience 
with the Hlia-tic philosophy of the 
frivolous. —HARRISON, FREDERIC, 1879, 
The Choice of Books and Other Literary 
Pieces, p. 6. 

How-s". the shyness of Lamb’s 
-nature,—his love of quip, and whimsey, 
and old black-letter authors,—peeps out 
in his style, with its antique words, and 
quaint convolutions, and doublings back 
on itself! Dean Swift would have torn 
to pieces a lamb like awolf; but the lov- 
ing ‘‘Elia’’ would have tried to coax a wolf 
into a lamb.—MaTHEWS, WILLIAM, 1881, 
Literary Style, p. 21. 

Let anyone who wants a true alterative 
or relief from Carlyle’s grim and black- 
browed chuckle of almost brutal self- 
satisfaction in such self-revelation, take 
down Elia’s essays, and read that on ‘‘ Poor 
Relations’’ carefully to the end; and then 
thank Heaven for the beautiful, bountiful 
gift of true humorous geniality, and, what 
is yet higher and better, faith in human 
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nature, which is, pace Carlyle, happily 
preserved to us in literature that he 
would dub cockney and treat with a malig- 
nant scowl; as if it were possible for a 
cockney to have a heart, or that it were 
always possible even for a great Scotch- 
man to have a big one.—JAPPp, ALEXAN- 
DER H., 1881, Charles Lamb, The Gentle- 
man’s Magazine, vol. 250, p. 711. 

He is one of those writers whom we 
would not have changed in the least 
degree—whom, indeed, we cannot con- 
ceive of being changed. Had he been 
greater in certain directions than he 
was, he would have been, as a whole, less 
perfect. For instance, he was not pos- 
sessed of very profound perceptions, but 
had he been a man of greater penetration 
than he was, his mind might have been 
marked by a difficulty and painful gravity 
from which he was altogether free ; facil- 
ity and lightness were essential parts of 
his character,as wenow know him. Then 
Lamb had a mind that was very fully 
flowered out. Thereis nothing in his char- 
acter to demand or to reward a painstak- 
ing inquiry. For this reason, perhaps, he 
is less attractive to the critic than many 
other less perfect and less distinguished 
characters. But most readers are not 
critics. They read for amusement, and 
not for the pleasure of investigation. To 
them, therefore, the fact that they can un- 
derstand Lamb at a glance, and that he is 
almost as familiar to them as one of their 
own family, is the cause of their liking 
to read him.—ARBUCKLE, JOHN, i881, 
Charles and Mary Lamb,Scribner’s Monthly, 
vol. 21, p. 696. 

He was the acutest as well as most tol- 
erant of critics. Not even Coleridge, 
though covering larger ground in litera- 
ture, has surpassed Lamb in his special de- 
partment of poetical criticism. His com- 
ments on the English dramatic poets of 
the Elizabethan age are, indeed, unequalled 
in suggestiveness and masterly apprecia- 
tion of character.—DENNIS, JOHN, 1882, 
Charles Lamb and his Friends, Fraser’s 
Magazine, vol. 105, p. 612. 

No true reader, wherever found, can fail 
to acknowledge the power of Elia. Heis, 
in the best sense of the word, one who 
writes for writing’s sake—not because he 
has much to tell us, but because it is a 
pleasure to him to make friends with us, 
to jest and sigh and trifle, to play some 
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whimsical trick upon us, to transport us in 
a moment, all unwittingly, from laughter 
into weeping, to play upon all the strings 
of our hearts. —OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. 
W., 1882, The Literary History of Eng- 
land, X VIII-XIX Century, vol. u, p. 10. 
Beloved beyond all names of English birth, 
More dear than mightier memories! gentlest 
name 
That ever clothed itself with flower sweet 
fame, 
Or linked itself with loftiest names of old 
By right and might of loving; I, that am 
Less than the least of those within thy fold, 
Give only thanks for them to thee, Charles 
Lamb 


—SWINBURNE, ALGERNON CHARLES, 1882, 
On Lamb’s Specimens of Dramatic Poets. 


It is in vain to attempt to convey an 
idea of the impression left by Lamb’s 
style. It evades analysis. One might as 
well seek to account for the perfume of 
lavender, or the flavour of quince. It is 
in truth an essence, prepared from flowers 
and herbs gathered in fields where the 
ordinary reader does not often range. 
And the nature of the writer—the alembic 
in which these various simples were dis- 
tilled—was as rare for sweetness and 
purity as the best of those enshrined in 
the old folios—his ‘‘midnight darlings.’’ 
If he had by nature the delicate grace of 
Marvell, and the quaint fancy of Quarles, 
he also shared the chivalry of Sidney, and 
could lay on himself ‘‘the lowliest duties, ’’ 
in the spirit of his best-beloved of all, 
John Milton. Itis the man, Charles Lamb, 
that constitutes the enduring charm of 
his written words. He is, as I have said, 
an egotist—but an egotist without a touch 
of vanity or self-assertion—an egotist 
without a grain of envy or ill-nature.— 
AINGER, ALFRED, 1882, Charles Lamb 
(English Men of Letters), p. 120. 

In some respects, though in some only, 
Charles Lamb’s humour anticipates the 
type of humour which we now call, in the 
main, American. When, for instance, he 
gravely narrated the origin of the Chinese 
invention of roast pig, in the burning 
down of a house,—when he told a friend 
that he had moved just forty-two inches 
nearer his beloved London,—and again, 
when he wrote to Manning in China that 
the new Persian Ambassador was called 
‘‘Shaw Ali Mirza,’’ but that the common 
people called him ‘‘Shaw Nonsense,’’ we 
might think we were listening to Artemus 
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Ward’s or Mark Twain’s minute and seri- 
ous nonsense. But for the most part, 
Charles Lamb’s humour is more frolicsome, 
more whimsical, and less subdued in its 
extravagance; more like the gambolling 
of a mind which did not care to conceal 
its enjoyment of paradox, and less like 
the inward invisible laughter in which the 
Yankees most delight.—HurTtTon, RIcH- 
ARD Hout, 1882-94, Criticisms on Con- 
temporary Thought and Thinkers, vol. 1, 
p. 105. 

Americans take a peculiar delight in 
the humor of Charles Lamb, for he is one 
of the foremost of American humorists. 
On the roll which is headed by Benjamin 
Franklin, and on which the latest signa- 
tures were made by ‘‘Mark Twain’’ and 
Mr. Bret Harte, no name shines more 
brightly than Lamb’s. It may be objected 
by the captious that he was not an Ameri- 
can at all; but surely this should not be 
remembered to his discredit: it was a 
mere accident of birth. Elia could have 
taken out his naturalization-papers at any 
time. He was an Englishman, — 
nay, more, a Cockney, —indeed, a Cockney 
of the strictest sect; but he had parts not 
unworthy of American adoption. He had 
humour, high and dry, like that which 
England is won’t to import from America 
in the original package.—MATTHEWS, 
BRANDER, 1883, Charles Lamb’s Dramatic 
Attempts, Lippincott’s Magazine, vol. 31, 
p. 4938. 

With a wit that was almost unrivalled, 
he had the indigenous faculties of cour- 
tesy, generosity, humanity, and benignity. 
Scarcely any modern essayist so feeds 
and fertilizes the mind as Charles Lamb; 
for he was endowed with that inexplicable 
power called charm, which holds the 
reader like a spell. He makes us love 
him, as we turn his pages, as few authors 
are ever enabled to do.—FIELDS, JAMES 
T., 1885, Charles Lamb, Some Noted 
Princes, Authors and Statesmen of Our 
Time, ed. Parton, p. 146. 

It detracts nothing from the unique 
charm of ‘‘Elia,’’ and it will be most 
clearly recognised by those who know 
“‘Hlia’’ best, that Larhb constantly bor- 
rows from Browne, that the mould and 
shape of his most characteristic phrases 
is freauently suggested directly by Sir 
Thomas, and that though there seldom can 
have been a follower who put more of his 
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own in his following, it may be pronounced 
with confidence, ‘‘no Browne, no Lamb,’’ 
at least in the forms in which we know the 
author of ‘‘Elia’’ best, and in which all 
those who know him best, though they may 
love him always, love him most.—SAINTS- 
BURY, GEORGE, 1887, History of Eliza- 
bethan Literature, p. 839. 

He is and will forever be more than a 
mere author to those that know him. He 
is a presence, a presiding genius; he goes 
in and out with you, haunts you in the 
kindest, gentlest way.—JrEssopp, AUGUS- 
TUS, 1887, Books that have Helped Me, 
The Forum, vol. 4, p. 33. 

What I felt most keenly was the intel- 
lectual starvation I suffered in the strenu- 
ous pioneer life of Minnesota in 1856. 
About this time there came along a man 
who conducted the book business on a 
plan I have never heard of since. He 
carried the priced catalogue of Derby & 
Jackson, and took orders for any book on 
the list. I bought in this way a copy of 
Charles Lamb’s Works. It was my only 
book in a land where books were not, and 
it was noend of advantagetome. I was, 
just at this period of my life, deeply in- 
terested in settling the six days of crea- 
tion; for in that time, when Darwin and 
evolution were yet below the horizon, our 
chief bother was to get the stratified rocks 
correctly created according to Moses. I 
had read Hugh Miller with eagerness, and 
had even followed the wire-drawn specula- 
tions in Hitchcock’s ‘‘Religion of Ge- 
ology.’’ To a youth who has assumed 
such cosmical tasks Lamb could not but 
be wholesome. His delicious and whimsi- 
cal humor is a great prophylactic against 
priggery. I cleave still to my stout one- 
volume copy of Lamb. There are many 
better editions, but none so good for me 
as this, with its margins covered by 
pencil notes, humiliating enough now, for 
they reveal the crudities, prejudices, im- 
maturities of the young man who wrote 
them.—EGGLESTON, EDWARD, 1888, Books 
that have Helped Me, p. 54. 

The most striking note of Lamb’s 
literary criticism is its veracity. He is 
perhaps never mistaken. His judgments 
are apt to be somewhat too much coloured 
with his own idiosyncrasy to be what the 
judicious persons of the period call final 
and classical, but when did he ever go 
utterly wrong either in praise or in 
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dispraise?—BIRRELL, AUGUSTINE, 1892, 
Res Judicate, p. 249. 


It is not easy to discuss that love for 
books, which in some men is indeed won- 
derful, passing the love of women, without 
quoting Charles Lamb. For he is of all 
later classics the ideal book-lover ; one who 
adores not only their mental but their 
physical beauty: no mere esthetic ad- 
mirer, content to ‘‘worship from afar with 
distant reverence;’’ but one who must 
fondle his treasures.— WHITE, GLEESON, 
1893, ed., Book-Song, p. vii. 

In accents sublime, 
In sweetness of diction that touches our 
hearts, 
In mirth, which a flavor of sadness imparts, 
In ajest, or a pun, or a sharp epigram, 
There is none like our dear, witty, charming 
Charles Lamb. 
—Evans, M. A. B., 1898, In Various 
Moods, p. 40. 


Lamb’s use of the short sentence was 

incomparably freer, and as Mr. Pater 
might have said, ‘‘blither’’ than that of 
any of his predecessors. In sentence- 
length, indeed, he exhibits all the varia- 
bility of insanity. : In spite of 
now and then a long but: harmless paren- 
thesis, Lamb knew the value of the para- 
graph structure—knew it better than Cole- 
ridge did, or DeQuincey. Hardly one of 
his shorter sections but is an artistic 
whole. The order is loose. The mass is 
often perfect—the topic striking the eye 
instantly, and the paragraph ending with 
words that deserves emphasis. 
The fact is that Lamb’s style, on any 
subject Lamb would have been willing 
to touch, would be easier to follow than 
Coleridge’s, no matter how far afield 
the whimsical Elia might wander. For 
there are no long intervals between Lamb’s 
propositions, no involved restrictions of 
those propositions, no necessity of supply- 
ing anything except a few obvious verbs 
and the sense of a few freakish vocables. 
—LeEwIis, EDWIN HERBERT, 1894, The 
History of the English Paragraph, pp. 
182, 183. 

I love Charles Lamb and his writings so 
much, that I think everybody else ought to 
love them. There is not great weight in 
those essays of his; you cannot learn from 
them what the capital of Hindostan is, or 
what Buddhism is, nor the date of the 
capture of Constantinople. Measured by 
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the Dry-as-Dust standard, and there is 
scarce more in them than ina field of 
daisies, over which the sunshine and the 
summer breezes are at play. But what 
delicacy there is! What a tender humor ; 
what gentle and regaling lapses of quaint 
thought that beguiles and invites and is 
soothing and never wearies.—MITCHELL, 
DoNnALD G., 1895, English Lands Letters 
and Kings, Queen Anne and the Georges, 
p. 319. 

His most original work was the ‘‘ Essays 
of Elia,’’ in which he renewed the lost 
grace of the Essay, and with a humour not 
less gentle, more surprising, more self- 
pleased than Addison’s.—Brooxe, SToP- 
ForD A., 1896, English Literature, p. 208. 


With Charles Lamb we have a quaint- 
ness of archaism which loses all trace of 
artificiality only by the magic touch of 
genius.—CRAIK, HENRY, 1896, English 
Prose, Introduction, vol. V, p. 5. 


Lamb can scarcely be classed along with 
any other essayist; the archness and 
piquancy of his humour, if they sometimes 
remind one of Sterne, had for the most 
part an ancestry older than Addison and 
Steele, and it is only by going back to the 
writers of the seventeenth century that 
one fully detects the atavism of his style. 

The obliquity of Lamb’s genius 
precluded in his own day, as it still pre- 
cludes, the possibility of successful imita- 
tion; he created no new school of essay- 
ists, and he left no abiding mark on the 
development of English prose; but he is 
within certain well-defined limits one of 
the most artistic exponents of the essay, 
and the power of fully appreciating the 
delicacy of his work is one of the surest 
indications of a literary epicure.—LobB- 
BAN, J. H., 1896, English Essays, Intro- 
duction, p. lix. 

A still better critic than either Cowper 
or Landor, the sure-footed Charles Lamb, 
who in his innumerable appreciations of 
writers both in verse and prose, hardly 
ever makes a false step, save from some 
affectionate bias of the heart, hardly ever 
pronounces a judgment that has not been 
cordially endorsed by posterity.—BEN- 
SON, ARTHUR CHRISTOPHER, 1896, Essays, 
je We 

He had a poetry of his own, wholly 
distinct from that of either of his 
friends, though allied to both; the poetry 
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of great cities, which Wordsworth did not 
know, the poetry of the local, from which 
Coleridge’s ‘‘thirst for the absolute’’ per- 
petually estranged him. In spiritual 
beauty of character neither they nor any 
other, save Shelley, of his greater con- 
temporaries approached him. The tragic 
horror of fear and memory which under- 
lay his life, and the exquisite wit and 
humour whichirradiated its surface, were 
his alone. Imagination of a 
more ethereal kind, as in Shelley, or of a 
grosser and more concrete kind, as in 
Scott, or of the remote and mythological 
kind as insSouthey, attracted him little. 
His own imagination glances off, as it were, 
upon the edge of humour, and becomes a 
glittering spray of freaks and sallies. He 
has, from first to last, a boyish delight in 
play. His overflowing charity was materi- 
ally helped by his gift for constructing 
comedy out of the meanest stuff of human 
nature. Inthe beggar who cheated him 
he saw a comedian playing a part, and 
joyously paid his money for the perform- 
ance; he was peculiarly ready to believe 
in the art which plays with the elements 
of life—which creates a fantastic world 
of its own—like humanity, but detached 
from the conditions of human beings.— 
HERFORD, C. H., 1897, The Age of Words- 
worth, pp. 59, 68. 

Whose humour delighted in floating a 
galleon paradox and wafting it as far as 
it would go.—MEREDITH, GEORGE, 1897, 
An Essay on Comedy and the Uses of the 
Comic Spirit, p. 11. 

Elia is a name of the imagination; but 
it was borne by an old acquaintance, an 
Italian who was a fellow-clerk at the 
South-Sea House when Lamb was a boy 
there, thirty years before he sat down to 
write these Essays; and, as a piece of 
pleasantry, he borrowed his friend’s true 
face to mask his own. He went, he tells 
us, to see the Elia of flesh and blood, and 
laugh over the liberty he had taken, but 
found the Italian dead; and the incident— 
the playfulness of the odd plagiarism 
ending unexpectedly in a solemn moment, 
a pathetic close—is so in character with 
the moods of these pages, that even their 
maker could not have invented better what 
life gave into his hands. The name had 
devolved upon him now, he said; he 
had, as it were, unknowingly adopted a 
shade, and it was to go about with him 
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thenceforth, and watch at his grave after 
he too should depart. For two years he 
used the ruse of this ghost of a name, but 
the uncanniness of it was his own secret; 
to the reader of the London Magazine, in 
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which he published, Elia was—what it is 
to us—a name of the eternal humorist 
in life’s various crowd.—WOoDBERRY, 
GEORGE EDWARD, 1900, Makers of Liter- 
ature, p. 109. 


Edward Irving 
1792-1834. 


Born at Annan, August 4, 1792, at thirteen entered Edinburgh University, and in 
1810 became a schoolmaster at Haddington, in 1812 at Kirkcaldy. Here three years 
later he was licensed to preach, and in 1819 he was appointed assistant to Dr. Chalmers 
in Glasgow. In 1822 he was called to the Caledonian Church, Hatton Garden, London; 
his success as a preacher there was such as had never been known. In 1825 he began 
to announce his convictions in regard to the imminent second advent of Christ; this was 
followed up by the translation of ‘‘The Coming of the Messiah’’ (1827), professedly 
written by a Christian Jew, but really by a Spanish Jesuit. By 1828, when his 
“‘Homilies on the Sacraments’’ appeared, he had begun to elaborate his views of the 
Incarnation, asserting Christ’s oneness with us all in the attributes of humanity ; and 
he was charged with heresy as maintaining the sinfulness of Christ’s nature. He was 
now deep in the prophecies, and when in the beginning of 1830 he heard of extraor- 
dinary manifestations of prophetic power in Dumbartonshire, he believed them. He 
was arraigned before the presbytery of London in 1830 and convicted of heresy, 
ejected from his new church in Regent’s Square in 1832, and finally deposed in 1883 
by the presbytery of Annan, which had licensed him. The majority of his congrega- 
tion adhered to him, and a new communion, the Catholic Apostolic, was developed, 
commonly known as Irvingite, though Irving had little to do with its development. 
Shortly after his health failed, and he went down to Glasgow, where he died of con- 
sumption, December 8, 1834. He is buried in the crypt of the cathedral. See Life 
by Mrs. Oliphant (1862) and Carlyle’s ‘‘Hssays’’ and ‘‘Reminiscences.’’—PATRICK 


AND GROOMER, eds., 1897, Chambers’s Biographical Dictionary, p. 521. 


PERSONAL 


I spent Sunday at Glasgow, and I believe 
saw everything very remarkable. J 
Unluckily Dr. Chalmers was out of town, 
a circumstance which I did not learn till 
the afternoon, and attended his church 
both services in hopes of hearing him. In 
the morning I heard a very heavy piece of 
Presbyterian divinity, which I had hardly 
time to digest in the interval. I was, 
however, highly gratified in the afternoon 
by Dr. Chalmers’s coadjutor (a Mr. Irving, 
I think), who is one of the very small 
number of powerful and original thinkers 
I have heard from the pulpit, and whom I 
should be willing constantly to attend.— 
THIRLWALL, CoNNoP, 1821, To John Thirl- 
wall, Aug. 15; Letters Literary and Theo- 
logical, ed. Perowne and Stokes, p. 58. 

You have doubtless heard of the prevail- 
ing fashion of resorting to the conventicle 
to hear Dr. Chalmers’s late assistant, Mr. 
Irving. It is not merely the opposition 
members of both Houses, Lord Lansdown, 
Mackintosh, &c., that attend him; their 


political nonconformity might be supposed 
toendear to them his ecclesiastical dis- 
sent: but the orthodox Lord Liverpool, 
the vindicator of existing institutions Mr. 
Canning, press into his meeting-house; 
and even with tickets you must be at the 
door an hour before the service com- 
mences, if you wish to get in without 
losing one of your coat pockets by mere 
mobbing.— WILBERFORCE, WILLIAM, 1823, 
Letters to Hannah More, July 14; Life by 
Sons, vol. Vv, p. 188. 

Ihave got acquainted with Mr. Irving 
the Scotch preacher, whose fame must 
have reached you. He is an humble dis- 
ciple at the foot of Gamaliel 8. T. C. 
Judge how his own sectaries must stare, 
when I tell you he has dedicated a book 
to S. T. C., acknowledging to have learnt 
more of the nature of faith, Chris- 
tianity, and Christian Church, from him 
than from all the men he ever conversed 
with! He is a most amiable, sincere, 
modest man in a room, this Boanerges in 
the temple. Mrs. Montague told him the 
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dedication would dohim no good. ‘‘That 
shall be a reason for doing it,’’ was his 
answer. Judge, now, whether this man 
be a quack.—Lams, CHARLES, 1824, To 
Leigh Hunt, Letters, ed. Ainger, vol. U, 
hey MPAs 


I must not forget to tell you of an ex- 
ploit of mine, which Ithink Ishould not have 
undertaken unless I had been prompted by 
my son. I was going last Saturday, at 
six in the morning, to hear the celebrated 
Mr Edward Irving. He preached at seven 
in Sir Harry Moncrieff’s church, which 
suited him from its great size, and me 
from its proximity. It was necessary to 
take possession of a seat an hour before 
the service began; my son went with me, 
and we were accommodated with a seat 
within good seeing and hearing distance, 
for seeing is indispensable. I should tell 
you that the sensation created by this 
setter forth of new doctrines in the new 
Athens reminds one of a more authentic 
preacher’s influence in the old. I heard 
nothing that raised him above the place 
he formerly held in my opinion; but, in 
justice, I must add that the prophet is 
less affected and theatrical than I ex- 
pected; that he has a very pleasing and 
well-modulated voice; and that his action 
is not unsuited to his doctrine, which he 
evidently supposes to be authorised by in- 
spiration. Of his discourse, I will only 
say at present that it has little coherence, 
a great deal of verbiage, and no indication, 
that I can discover, of high imagination 
or sound reasoning. —GRANT, ANNE, 1828, 
Letter, June 4; Memoir and Correspond- 
ence, ed. Grant, vol. I, p. 119. 

I met to-day the celebrated divine and 
soi-disant prophet, Irving. He is a fine- 
looking man (bating a diabolical squint) 
with talent on his brow and madness in his 
eye. His dress, and the arrangement of 
his hair, indicated that. I could hardly 
keep my eyes off of him while we were at 
table. He put me in mind of the devil 
disguised as an angel of light, so ill did 
that horrible obliquity of vision harmonize 
with the dark tranquil features of his face, 
resembling that of our Saviour in Italian 
pictures, with the hair carefully arranged 
in the same manner. There was much 
real or affected simplicity in the manner 
in which he spoke. He rather made play, 
spoke much, and seemed to be good- 
humoured. But he spoke with that kind of 
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unction which is nearly allied to cajolerte. 
—Scorr, Sm WALTER, 1829, Journal, 
Aug ; Life by Lockhart, ch. \xxvii. 

Irving caught many things from me; 
but he would never attend to anything 
which he thought he could not use in the 
pulpit. I told him the certain conse- 
quence would be, that he would fall into 
grievous errors. Sometimes he has five 
or six pages together of the purest elo- 
quence, and then an outbreak of almost 
madman’s babble.—CoLERIDGE, SAMUEL 
TaYLor, 1830, Table Talk, ed. Ashe, May 
15, p. 76. 

You will have heard of the death of 
Irving. You cannot enter into my feelings 
on this event, as you did not know him or 
regard him asI did. He has been a re- 
markable man in a remarkable age. He 
was a man of much child-like feeling to 
God, and personal dependence on Him, 
amidst things which may well appear un- 
intelligible and strange in his history.— 
ERSKINE, THOMAS, 1834, To Miss Stuart, 
Dec. 13; Letters, ed. Hanna, p. 165. 

He was one of those whom Burns calls 
the nobles of nature. His talents were so 
commanding, that you could not but ad- 
mire him; and he was so open and gener- 
ous, that it was impossible not to love him. 
He was an evangelical Christian grafted 
on the old Roman—with the lofty stern 
virtues of the one, he possessed the humble 
graces of the other. The constitutional 
basis and ground-work of his character 
was virtue alone; and, notwithstanding all 
his errors and extravagances, which both 
injured his character in the estimation of 
the world, and threw discredit upon much 
that was good and useful in his writings, 
I believe him to be a man of deep and 
devoted piety. CHALMERS, THOMAS, 1834, 
Remarks before the Senior Class at Glasgow. 

Dr. Rainy, who attended him, informed 
me of various particulars in these days; 
but, indeed, so touched with tears, after 
nearly thirty years’ interval, was even the 
physician’s voice, and so vivid the pre- 
sentment of that noble, wasted figure, 
stretched in utter weakness, but utter 
faith, waiting for the moment when God, 
out of visible dying, should bring life and 
strength, that I can not venture to record 
with any distinctness those heart-breaking 
details. . As the gloomy December 
Sunday sank into the night shadows, his 
last audible words on earth fell from his 
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palelips, ‘‘The last thing like a sentence 
we could make out was, ‘If I die, I die unto 
the Lord. Amen.’’’? And so, at the 
wintry midnight hour which ended that last 
Sabbath on earth, the last bonds of mortal 
trouble dropped asunder, and the saint and 
martyr entered into the rest of his Lord. 

‘ He was laid in his grave in the 
December of 1834—a life time since; but 
scarce any man who knew him can yet 
name, without a softened voice and a 
dimmed eye, the name of Edward Irving 
~~ true friend and tender heart—martyr 
and saint.—OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. W., 
1862, The Life of Edward Irving, pp. 557, 
559, 560. 

We ourselves saw less and less of Irving ; 
but one night, in one of our walks, we did 
make a call; and actually heard what they 
called the Tongues. It was ina neighbour- 
ing room, larger part of the drawing room 
belike. Mrs. Irving had retired thither 
with the devotees; Irving for our sake had 
staid, and was pacing about the floor, 
dandling his youngest child, and talking 
to us of this and that, probably about the 
Tongues withal,—when there burst forth 
ashrieky hysterical ‘‘Lall-lall-lall!’’ (little 
or nothing else but l’s and a’s continued 
for several minutes) ; to which Irving, with 
singular calmness, said only, ‘‘There, hear 
you; there are the Tongues!”’ and we two, 
except by our looks which probably were 
eloquent, answered him nothing; but soon 
came away, full of distress, provocation 
and a kind of shame. ‘‘Why wasn’t there 
a bucket of cold water to fling on that lall- 
lalling hysterical mad-woman?’’ thought 
we, or said, to one another: ‘‘Oh Heavens, 
that it should come to this!’’—I do not 
remember any call we made there after- 
wards; of course there was a Farewell 
call; but that too I recollect only obliquely. 

Seldom was seen a more tragical 
scene to us, than this of Irving’s London 
life was now becoming! — CARLYLE, 
Tuomas, 1866, Edward Irving, Reminis- 
cences, ed. Norton, vol. 1, p. 205. 

Few of the present generation think of 
the Rev. Edward Irving except, perhaps, 
as a superstitious enthusiast; yet, with 
all his eccentricities, he was a man emi- 
nently worth knowing and listening to. 
: The personal appearance of the 
speaker at once arrested my attention. 
Over six feet high, limbs and body finely pro- 
portioned, the ample forehead surmounted 


247 


by a mass of jet-black hair, parted in 
the centre and dropping in curls on his 
shoulders: the features regular and ex- 
pressive, especially the piercing dark eyes 
(their effect somewhat marred, however, 
by a squint); a stately bearing, and a 
majestic style of eloquence, such as might 
befit an apostle, conscious of a mission 
from onhigh; gestures sometimes, indeed, 
outré, even fantastic, yet often startlingly 
emphatic,—everything about him was 
strange, strong, telling. The man himself 
and his weird aspect at first engrossed 
one’s thoughts ; yet when he fairly warmed 
to his subject, and the stirring tones of a 
voice at once persuasive and commanding 
gradually asserted their magnetic power, 
one forgot the speaker and all his pecul- 
iarities, listening, not to the words, but 
to the thoughts, fiery and earnest,— 
thoughts, one instinctively felt, that had 
their origin down in the depths of con- 
scientious conviction. —OWEN, ROBERT 
DALE, 1874, Threading My Way, p. 337. 

I never heard him utter a harsh or un- 
charitable word. I never heard from 
him a word or sentiment which a good 
man could have wished unsaid. His words 
were at once gentle and heroic. . . . 
He loved to dwell on great and good men, 
and on noble actions His memory could 
not apparently retain anything that was 
mean.—PROCTER, BRYAN WALLER, 1874? 
Recollections of Men of Letters, pp. 158, 159. 

The rumor of his burning eloquence and 
marked peculiarities had preceded him to 
London; crowds, on his appearance in the 
Metropolis in 1822, flocked to hear him 
preach; and finding that the Scottish 
clergyman was indeed something strange 
and startling, came again, and in ever- 
increasing numbers. Irving drew for a 
while the attention of men of all faiths— 
or of none; but it was as a meteor that 
shoots across the heavens, and then is 
quenched in darkest night. Soon there 
came a time when the enthusiasm, border- 
ing on extravagance, of the preacher pro- 
voked yet more extravagant responses from 
a devoted few of his hearers; when to the 
Scottish Kirk Irving became a stumbling- 
block, and to the polite world of London 
foolishness. The former cast him out; 
the latter sneered at him, ceasing to throng 
and hear a preacher whom some called a 
hypocrite and others a madman, and 
whose peculiar eloquence had no longer the 


248 


attraction of novelty. A brief season of 
mockery and persecution, and the sensitive 
nature of the man gave way. The disease 
that Edward Irving died of was, practi- 
cally,a broken heart. . . . At the time to 
which I refer, Irving was in the prime of 
manhood and of striking presence: tall, 
slender, but by no means attenuated, with 
strongly marked features of the Roman 
type, and a profusion of long, black, wavy 
hair that hung partly over his shoulders. 
On looking closely into his face, you saw 
how grievously its expression was marred 
by an obliquity of vision, amounting in 
fact to a decided ‘‘squint.’’ Itis said to 
have been in only one of his eyes; but its 
effect was fatal to the claim that might 
otherwise have been advanced in his behalf 
of possessing an awe-inspiring mien, a 
countenance such as one might indeed 
associate in fancy with a Boanerges.— 
HALL, SAMUEL CARTER, 1883, Retrospect 
of a Long Life, pp. 311, 312. 

Her letters [Mrs. Carlyle] show that her 
feelings for Irving, first controlled by 
principle and honour, soon underwent a 
very natural change. Her love for him 
was the passion of an ardent and inexperi- 
enced girl, twenty or twenty-one years 
old, whose character was undeveloped, and 
who had but an imperfect understanding 
of the capacities and demands of her own 
nature. In the years that followed upon 
this incident she made rapid progress in 
self-knowledge and in the knowledge of 
others, chiefly through Carlyle’s influence, 
and she came to a more just estimate of 
Irving’s character than she originally had 
formed. Irving’s letters to her, his career 
in London, his published writings, revealed 
to her clear discernment his essential 
weakness, —his vanity, his mawkish senti- 
mentality, his self-deception, his extrava- 
gance verging to cant in matters of 
religion. The contrast between his nature 
and Carlyle’s did ‘‘affect her profoundly, ’’ 
and her temporary passion for Irving was 
succeeded by a far deeper and healthier 
love.—NoRTON, CHARLES ELIOT, 1886, 
Karly Letters of Thomas Carlyle, Appendix, 
p. 356. 

Edward Irving had, as we have seen, left 
Kirkcaldy an engaged man, pledged to 
Miss Isabella Martin, who afterwards 
became his wife. Yet was there an un- 
satisfied longing in his heart also, for the 
image of the bright, eager face of Jeannie 
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Welsh, his former pupil, haunted his mind 
and thoughts, and refused to be banished. 
Parting from her while she was still almost 
a child, he had yet had opportunities of see- 
ing her while she ripened into her lovely 
womanhood, and he had learned to know 
his own heart, whose deep strong love was, 
alas! given to her, and not by any means 
to be taken away and bestowed on Miss 
Martin, or any other woman. Irving knew 
it, blinded himself to it, perhaps, in a 
measure, and at one time desperately 
hoped against hope. But the days of hope 
were over before 1821, and he knew he was 
only looking at the roses in another man’s 
garden.—IRELAND, ANNIE E., 1891, The 
Life of Jane Welsh Carlyle, p. 27. 
GENERAL 

Irving’s book is come three days ago. 
Mrs. Buller bought it. I fear it will hardly 
do. There is a fierce and very spiteful re- 
view of it and him in the last “Blackwood.” 
There is strong talent in it, true eloquence 
and vigorous thought, but the foundation 
is rotten, and the building itself a kind of 
monster in architecture, beautiful in parts, 
vast in dimensions, but on the whole de- 
cidedly a monster. Buller has stuck in 
the middle of it, ‘‘Can’t fall in with your 
friend at all, Mr. C.”’ Mrs. Buller is very 
near sticking; sometimes I burst right 
out laughing when reading it. At other 
times I admired it sincerely.—CARLYLE, 
THOMAS, 1828, Letter to John Carlyle, 
Early Life by Froude, vol. 1, p. 151. 

Take the volume of “Sermons on Astron- 
omy,’’ by Dr. Chalmers, and the ‘‘Four 
Orations for the Oracles of God’’ which 
Mr. Irving lately published, and we ap- 
prehend there can be no comparison as to 
their success. The first ran like wild-fire 
through the country, were the darlings of 
watering-places, were laid in the windows 
of inns, and were to be met with in all 
places of public resort; while the ‘‘Ora- 
tions’? get on but slowly, on Milton’s 
stilts, and are pompously announced as in 
a Third Edition. We believe the fairest 
and fondest of his admirers would rather 
see and hear Mr. Irving than read him. 
The reason is, that the ground-work of his 
compositions is trashy and hackneyed, 
though set off by extravagant metaphors 
and an affected phraseology; that without 
the turn of his head and wave of his hand, 
his periods have nothing in them; and that 
he himself is the only idea with which he 
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has yet enriched the public mind! He 
must play off his person, as Orator Henley 
used to dazzle his hearers with his 
diamond-ring.—Hazuitt, WILLIAM, 1825. 
The Spirit of the Age, p. 58. 


We mean not to deny that some of 
Irving’s productions are worthy, not only 
of his floating reputation, but of that 
gift in him which was never fully de- 
veloped, or at least never completely dis- 
played. In all his writings yousee a man 
of the present wearing the armor of the 
past; but it is a proof of his power, that, 
although he wears it awkardly, he never 
sinks under the load. It is not a David 
clad ina Goliath’s arms, and overwhelmed 
by them; it is the shepherd-giant, Eliab, 
David’s brother, not yet at home in a 
panoply which is not too large for his 
limbs, but for wearing which a peaceful 
profession and period had not prepared 
him. Irving, in native power, was only, 
we think, a little lower than the men of 
the Elizabethan period, and of the next 
tworeigns. He was originally of asimilar 
order of genius, but he had given that 
genius a less severe and laborious culture, 
and he had fallen upon an age adverse for 
its display. Hence, even his best writings, 
when compared to theirs, have a certain 
stiff, imitative, and convulsiveair. There 
is nothing false in any of them, but there 
is something forced in most. You feel 
always how much better Irving’s noble, 
generous thoughts would have looked, had 
he expressed them in the language of his 
own day. Burke had as big a heart, a far 
subtler intellect, and richer imagination 
than Irving, and yet how few innovations, 
and fewer archaisms, has he ventured to 
introduce into his style.— GILFILLAN, 
GEORGE, 1855, A Third Gallery of Por- 
traits, p. 62. 


Irving’s sermons were for a time one 
of the wonders of London; when read they 


249 


perhaps hardly sustain their reputation, 
yet they are noteworthy among the com- 
paratively few really remarkable examples 
of recent English homiletics.—Sarnts- 
BURY, GEORGE, 1886, Specimens of Eng- 
lish Prose Style, p. 347. 


Had Irving set himself with anything 
like the devotion of Chalmers to the ‘‘ex- 
cavation’’ of the heathen in some district 
of London, instead of curiously prying into 
the unfulfilled prophecies of the future, 
there might have been no tongues, but 
there would have been more good effected, 
and the Church might not have had to 
mourn over the aberration of one of her 
noblest sons. It is the aggressiveness of 
the Church that is to keep it orthodox, 
and whenever schemes of prophetic fulfill- 
ment, or indeed speculations of any 
sort, take the place of efforts for the 
evangelization of the unconverted, we may 
look out for the uprising of some form of 
Irvingism.—TAYLOR, WILLIAM M., 1887, 
The Scottish Pulpit, p. 2138. 

His works in theology, if they can be so 
called, Sermons and Addresses, are in 
most cases poems of passionate fervour 
with an antique touch asif of the Prophets 
and Seers.—OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. W., 
1892, The Victorian Age of English Lit- 
erature, p. 332. 

His ‘‘Orations’’ (1823) at times come 
as near to the rolling majesty of Milton’s 
impassioned prose as rhetoric that rarely 
rings quite true well can. But the intel- 
lectual substance is of a meagerness which 
ill corresponds to its sumptuous clothing. 
He was rather a visionary than a prophet. 
His imagination did not so much interpret 
life as envelope it in a cloudy effulgence; 
and unable to read, like the author of 
‘‘Sartor’’ the ‘‘eternal miracle of crea- 
tion,’’ flung the glory of miracle over im- 
posture and delusion.—HERFoRD, C. H., 
1897, The Age of Wordsworth, p. 33. 


Thomas Robert Malthus 
1765-1834 


Born, near Guildford, 17 Feb. 1766. Educated privately. To Jesus Coll., Camb., 
as Pensioner, 8 June 1784; B. A., 1788; M. A., 1791; Fellow, 10 June 1793 to 


March 1804. 


Ordained Curate of Albury, Surrey, 1795 [?]. 


Travelled in Northern 


Europe, 1799; in France and Switzerland, 1802. Married Harriet Eckersall, 13 March 


1804. 
death. 


Prof. of Hist. and Polit. Econ. at Haileybury Coll., 1805; lived there till his 
Visit to Ireland, 1817. F.R. 8., 1819. Associate of Royal Soc. of Litera- 


ture, 1824. Travelled on Continent, 1825. Foreign Associate of Académie des 
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Sciences morales et politiques, 1833. Mem. of Royal Acad. of Berlin, 1833. Mem. of 
Statistical Soc., 1834. Mem. of French Institute. Died, suddenly, at St. Catherine’s, 
near Bath, 23 Dec. 1834. Buried in Bath Abbey Church. Works: ‘‘Essay on the 
Principle of Population’’ (anon.), 1798; ‘‘An Investigation of the cause of the present 
High Price of Provisions’’ (anon.), 1800 (2nd edn. same year); ‘‘Letter to Samuel 
Whitbread, Esq., M. P.,’’ 1807; ‘‘Letter to . . . Lord Granville,’’ 1813; ‘‘Observa- 
tions on the Effects of the Corn Laws,’’ 1814 (2nd edn. same year); ‘‘Grounds of an 
Opinion on the Policy of Restricting the Importation of Foreign Corn,’’ 1815; ‘‘An 
Inquiry into the Nature and Progress of Rent,’’ 1815; “‘Statements respecting the 
East India College,’’ 1817; ‘‘Principles of Political Hconomy,’’ 1820; ‘‘The Measure 
of Value,’’ 1823; ‘‘On the Measure of the Conditions necessary to the supply of Com- 
modities, ’’ 1825; ‘‘Onthe meaning. . . attached tothe term Value of Commodities, ’’ 
1827 ; ‘‘Definitions in Political Economy,’’ 1827; ‘‘Summary View of the Principle of 
Population,’? 1830. Life: ‘‘Malthus and his Work,’’ by J. Bonar, 1885.—SHarp, 


R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 184. 


PERSONAL 

By-the-by that fellow has the impudence 
to marry, after writing upon the miseries 
of population.—SouTHEY, Ropert, 1804, 
Letter to Coleridge, June 11; Life and Cor- 
respondence, ed. C. C. Southey, ch. v. 

Since you left us, Malthus has been a 
day or two in town; and gave me a little 
of his society, enough to enable me to 
judge of him; and I am happy to say, that 
a more philosophic candour, calm love of 
truth, and ingenious turn for speculation 
in his important branch, I have seldom met 
with. It is quite delightful to find, how 
closely he has taught himself to examine 
the circumstances of the lower classes of 
society, and what a scientific turn he gives 
the subject. There is a new speculation 
of his, about the importance of the people 
being fed dear, which I wish you were here 
to discuss; it has the look of a paradox, 
and, like most of his views, is revolting to 
the common belief; but I have not yet 
detected the fallacy, if there is one.— 
Horner, FRANCIS, 1807, To Lord Webb 
Seymour, July 6; Memoirs and Corre- 
spondence, vol. 1, p. 433. 


Malthus is, what anybody might antici- 
pate,a plain man, with plain manners, ap- 
parently troubled by few prejudices, and 
not much by the irritability of authorship, 
but still talking occasionally with earnest- 
ness. In general, however, I thought he 
needed opposition, but he rose to the 
occasion, whatever it might be.—TIck- 
NoR, GEORGE, 1819, Journal, April ; Life, 
Letters and Journals, vol. 1, p. 290. 

Philosopher Malthus came here last 
week. I got an agreeable party for him 
of unmarried people. There was only one 
lady who had had a child; but he is a 


good-natured man, and, if there are no ap- 
pearance of approaching fertility, is civil 
to every lady. Malthus is a real moral 
philosopher, and I would almost consent 
to speak as inarticulately, if I could think 
and act as wisely. —SMITH, SYDNEY, 1881, 
To Lady Holland, July; Letters, ed. Mrs. 
Austin, p. 75. 


Of all the people in the world, Malthus 
was the one whom I heard quite easily 
without it [trumpet];—Malthus, whose 
speech was hopelessly imperfect, from de- 
fect in the palate. I could not 
decline such an invitation as this : but when 
I considered my own deafness, and his in- 
ability to pronounce half the consonants 
in the alphabet, and his hare-lip which 
must prevent my offering him my tube, I 
feared we should make a terrible business 
ofit. Iwasdelightfully wrong. His first 
sentence,—slow and gentle, with the 
vowels sonorous, whatever might become 
of the consonants,—set me at ease com- 
pletely. I soon found that the vowels 
are in fact allthat [ever hear. His worst 
letter was 1: and when I had no difficulty 
with his question, —‘‘ Would not you like 
to have a look at the Lakes of Killarney ?’’ 
I had nothing more to fear. It really 
gratified him that I heard him better than 
any body else; and whenever we met at 
dinner, I somehow found myself beside 
him, with my best ear next him; and then 
I heard all he said to every body at table. 
—MARrTINEAU, HARRIET, 1855-77, Auto- 
biography. 


The personal aspect of Malthus, to those 
who had known him only through the 
“‘Hssay on Population’’ (a book however 
more railed at than read), generally excited 
some surprise. With genial, even gentle 


_ ness of Malthus. 


THOMAS ROBERT MALTHUS 


expression of features, he had a tremulous 
stammering voice, seemingly little fitted 
for the utterance of any doctrine which 
could be deemed dangerous to social wel- 
fare.—HOLLAND, Sirk Henry, 1871, Ree- 
ollections of Past Life, p. 241. 


There is nothing in Mr. Malthus’s life 
which is worth mentioning, or which 
illustrated his doctrines. He was an 
estimable gentlemanand clerical professor ; 
‘a mild pottering person, ’’ I think, Carlyle 
would have called him. Neither his occu- 
pation nor his turn of mind particularly 
fitted him to write on money matters: he 
was not a man of business, nor had he, 
like Paley and similar clergymen, a hard- 
headed liking for and an innate insight 
into the theory of business. He was a 
sensible man educated in the midst of 
illusions; he felt a reaction against them, 
and devoted the vigor of his youth to dis- 
prove and dispel them: and he made many 
sensible and acute remarks on kindred 
topics. But he has been among the 
luckiest of authors, for he has connected 
his name with the foundation of a lasting 
science which he did not plan and would 
by no means have agreed in.—BAGEHOT, 
WALTER, 1876? Malthus, Works, ed. Mor- 
gan, vol. Vv, p. 400. 

Malthus was the student, of quiet settled 
life, sharing his domestic happiness with 
his friends in unobtrusive hospitality, and 
constantly using his pen for the good, as 
he believed, of the English poor, that in 
these wretched times they might have a 
family life as happy as his own. There 
never was a more curious delusion than 
the traditional belief in the hard-hearted- 
Besides the unamimous 
voice of private friends, he has left testi- 
mony enough in his own books to absolve 
him. While Adam Smith and others owe 
their errors to mere intellectual fallibility, 
Malthus actually owes most of his to his 
tender heart. His motive for study- 
ing political economy was no doubt a mixed 
motive; it was partly the interest of an 
intelligent man in abstract questions. But 
it was chiefly the desire to advance the 
greatest happiness of the greatest number. 
In his eyes the elevation of human life was 
much more important than the solution of 
a scientific problem.—BoNAR, JAMES, 
1881, Parson Malthus, p. 55. 

At all events, though Malthus still re- 
mains ‘‘the best abused man of the age,’’ 
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it is pleasant to remember that he told 
Miss Martineau that except for the first 
fortnight after the publication of the 
essay, during which time he was some- 
what grieved at the general misunder- 
standing, he remained wholly undisturbed 
by all the railings of his adversaries. It 
is pleasant to remember this, because 
Malthus was among the best of men.— 
Means, D. McG., 1885, The Nation, vol. 
Al, p. 345. 


ESSAY ON THE PRINCIPLE OF 
POPULATION 
1798-1803-1817 

“Go, my son,’’—said a Swedish chancel- 
lor to his son,—‘‘go and see with how 
little cost of wisdom this world is gov- 
erned.’’ ‘‘Go,’’ might a scholar in like 
manner say after a thoughtful review of 
literature, ‘‘go and see how little logic is 
required to the composition of most 
books.’’? Of the many attestations to this 
fact, furnished by the history of opinions 
in our hasty and unmeditative age, I know 
of none more striking than the case of Mr. 
Malthus, both as regards himself and his 
critics. About a quarter of a century ago 
Mr. Malthus wrote his ‘‘Essay on Popula- 
tion,’’ which soon rose into great reputa- 
tion. And why? Not for the truth it 
contained ; that is but imperfectly under- 
stood even at present; but for the false 
semblance of systematic form with which 
he had invested the truth. Without any 
necessity he placed his whole doctrine on 
the following basis: man increases in a 
geometrical ratio—the food of man in an 
arithmetical ratio. —DE QUINCEY, THOMAS, 
1823, Malthus on Population, Works, ed. 
Masson, vol. IX, p. 11. 

There is this to be said for Mr. Malthus, 
that in speaking of him, one knows what 
one is talking about. He is something 
beyond a mere name—one has not to beat 
the bush about his talents, his attainments, 
his vast reputation, and leave off without 
knowing what it all amounts to—he is not 
one of those great men, who set themselves 
off and strut and fret an hour upon the 
stage, during a day-dream of popularity, 
with the ornaments and jewels borrowed 
from the common stock, to which nothing 
but their vanity and presumption gives 
them the least individual claim, he has 
dug into the mine of truth, and brought 
up ore mixed with dross! In weighing 
his merits we come at once to the question 
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of what he has done or failed todo. Itis 
aspecific claim that hesetsup. When we 


speak of Mr. Malthus, we mean the ‘‘Hssay 
on Population ;’’ and when we mention 
the Essay on Population, we mean a dis- 
tinct leading proposition, that stands out 
intelligibly from all trashy pretence, and 
is a ground on which to fix the levers that 
may move the world, backwards or for- 
wards. He has not left opinion where he 
found it; he has advanced or given it a 
wrong bias, or thrown a stumbling-block 
in its way.—Hazuitt, WILLIAM, 1825, The 
Spirit of the Age, p. 149. 

Into the Hofrath’s Institute, with its 
extraordinary schemes, and machinery of 
Corresponding Boards and the like, we 
shall not so much as glance. Enough for 
us to understand that Heuschrecke is a 
disciple of Malthus; and so zealous for the 
doctrine, that his zeal almost literally eats 
him up. <A deadly fear of Population 
possesses the Hofrath; something like a 
fixed-idea ;, undoubtedly akin to the more 
diluted forms of Madness. Nowhere, in 
that quarter of his intellectual world, is 
there light; nothing but a grim shadow of 
Hunger; open mouths opening wider and 
wider; aworld to terminate by the fright- 
fullest consummation: by its too dense in- 
habitants, famished into delirium, univer- 
sally eating one another. To make air for 
himself in which strangulation, choking 
enough to a benevolent heart, the Hofrath 
founds, or proposes to found, this Jnstitute 
of his, as the best he can do.—CARLYLE, 
THOMAS, 1831-88, Sartor Resartus, bk. iii, 
ch. iv. 

Mr. Malthus published his essay in June, 
1798; and, in the revolutionary state of 
the world at the time, the importance of 
the principle on which he depended was 
instantly perceived, and it has formed the 
groundwork of the reasonings of all in- 
telligent men on the affairs of mankind 
ever since.—SMYTH, WILLIAM, 1840-55, 
Lectures on the History of the French Rev- 
olution, vol. 1, p. 228. 

This work made, when published, a 
powerful impression, and was supposed, 
for a while, to have exhausted the im- 
portant department of the science of which 
it treats. It had, however, but few claims 
to attention on the score of originality, 
the fundamental principle maintained by 
Mr. Malthus—that population never fails, 
without any artificial stimulus, to rise to 
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the level of subsistence—having been 
already set in the clearest point of view 
by a great number of the most eminent 
writers. But Mr. Malthus did not stop 
here.—McCuLLocH, JOHN RAMSAY, 1845, 
Literature of Political Economy, p. 259. 

His works will probably be little read 
henceforth; for the first and chief, his 
“‘Hssay on Population,’’ has answered its 
purpose.—MARTINEAU, HARRIET, 1849, 
A History of the Thirty Years’ Peace, A. 
D. 1815-1846, p. 78. 

Notwithstanding this fundamental error 
[respecting population], Malthus was a 
great political philosopher, and the very 
promulgation of his error was an important 
step in the advance to truth.—ALISON, 
Sik ARCHIBALD, 1853-59, History of 
Europe, 1815-52, ch. v. 

It seemed to me probable that allied 
species were descended from a common 
ancestor. But during several years I could 
not conceive how each form could have 
been modified so as to become admirably 
adapted to its place in nature. I began 
therefore to study domesticated animals 
and cultivated plants, and after a time 
perceived that man’s power of selecting 
and breeding from certain individuals was 
the most powerful of all means in the pro- 
duction of new races. Having attended 
to the habits of animals and their relations 
to the surrounding conditions, I was able 
to realise the severe struggle for existence 
to which all organisms are subjected; and 
my geological observations had allowed 
me to appreciate to a certain extent the 
duration of past geological periods. With 
my mind thus prepared I fortunately hap- 
pened to read Malthus’s ‘‘Essay on Popu- 
lation ;’”’ and the idea of a natural selection 
through the struggle for existence at once 
occurred to me. Of all the subordinate 
points in the theory, the last which I 
understood was the cause of the tendency 
in the descendants from a common pro- 
genitor to diverge in character.—Dar- 
WIN, CHARLES, 1868-89, History of Crea- 
tion by Ernst Heinrich Haeckel, Preface. 

Mr. Malthus unquestionably committed 
some errors of statement and faults of 
reasoning in his original enunciation of 
the principles of population, as is likely 
to be the case on the first promulgation of 
great economical or social laws; and 
during his whole life he was closely fol- 
lowed up by criticism and abuse. Since 
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Mr. Malthus’ death has taken all personal 
interest out of the controversy over the 
principles of population, and Malthusian- 
ism has come to be merely a name for a 
body of doctrine, the views here presented 
have been a butt for the headless arrows 
of beginners in economics and of sundry 
sentimental sociologists. The amount of 
cheap wit and cheaper logic which has 
been expended on this theme gives the 
student of the principles of population a 
new idea of the capabilities of the human 
intellect.—WALKER, FRANCIS A., 1888, 
Political Economy, p. 318. 

Fawcett, in particular, was profoundly 
impressed by the teaching of Malthus. He 
always speaks of Malthus with especial 
respect, and retorts the scorn of the 
popular assailants of his vital principle. 
Malthus was not the first to call attention 
to the evils which he specially denounced. 
Nobody is ever first in such discoveries. 
Nor was he aware—no one is ever aware 
—of the full import of his own theories. 
But his theory was of the highest im- 
portance because it involved the implicit 
recognition of a cardinal] truth.—STEPHEN, 
LESLIE, 1885, Life of Henry Fawcett, 
p. 150. 

He investigated the economic aspects of 
population with a masterly idea of the 
right method for scrutinising the funda- 
mental principle involved under all exist- 
ing and widely-divergent cases by which it 
is exemplified. Thus he founded on solid 
ground a doctrine which, when stripped 
entirely of its pseudo-mathematical integu- 
ment, and stated with greater precision 
statistically and psychologically, has held 


_its own up to the present hour against a 


horde of cavils which turn for the most 
part upon a loose employment of terms; 
it has even weathered the shock given to 
it by certain incompetent friends who 
have fastened upon it the heavy burden of 
their own false conclusions, and have not 
shrunk from promoting the passage of 
laws aimed at the restriction of marriages. 
This was bad enough in all conscience; but 
what shall we say to men who have dared 
to call themselves ‘‘ Neo-Malthusians, ’’ and 
then haveindulged in immoral disquisitions 
on ‘‘preventive intercourse ?’’ sore 
The essay of Malthus still remains the 
leading work on the economic problem of 
population, which is stili far from any final 
solution. Not that flaws have not been 
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found in the essay; on the contrary, its 
faults have been frequently adverted to in 
subtle arguments advanced by various 
writers, not a few of whom have been 
Italians.—Cossa, LuicI, 1891-938, An In- 
troduction to the Study of Political Econ- 
omy, tr. Dyer, pp. 308, 305. 

It is impossible, indeed, to overrate the 
importance of Malthus, viewed as aschool- 
master to bring men to Darwin, and to 
bring Darwin himself to the truth. With- 
out the ‘‘Essay on the Principle of Popula- 
tion’’ it is quite conceivable that we should 
never have had the ‘‘Origin of Species’’ 
or the ‘‘Descent of Man.’’—ALLEN, 
GRANT, 1893, Charles Darwin (English 
Worthies), p. 67. 

GENERAL 

The want of perspicuity and precision, 
and of thoroughness in following out the 
consequences of his doctrines, which has 
hindered the reception of the writings of 
Malthus, and caused him to be singularly 
misrepresented even to this day, was then 
perceived and lamented by those who knew 
how to value him: but he was in full career 
of social discovery ; and it is a consolation, 
inthe retrospect of that melancholy season, 
to see him meditating and speaking in the 
spirit of benevolence and candour, and the 
best men of the time listening to him with 
searching attention and earnest respect. — 
MARTINEAU, HARRIET, 1851, History of 
England, A. D. 1800-1815, p. 258. 

Malthus, the economist, deservesa higher 
place than he generally receives, but it is 
as a practical reformer that he is most 
worthy of remembrance. The conse- 
quences of his teaching were fully ap- 
preciated in his own day, when the admin- 
istration of the poor law was bidding fair 
to sap the strength of the people and to 
ruin the country. Pauperism was steadily 
increasing. The morals of the people 
were steadily deteriorating. Almost 
every incentive to prudence was removed, 
for the industrious and independent 
labourer could look forward to no better 
future than the idle and careless. It was 
in struggling against this iniquity that 
Malthus spent his life, and it was due to 
him more than to any other man that its 
causes were at length understood. Though 
other hands carried it out, the Poor Law 
Amendment Actof 1834 was his work.— 
MACDONELL, G. P., 1885, Malthus, The 
Academy, vol. 28, p. 81. 
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Felicia Dorothea Hemans 
1793-1835 


Born [Felicia Dorothea Browne], in Liverpool, 25 Sept. 1793. Family removed to 
Gwrych, North Wales, 1800. Educated there. Early precocity; a volume of poems 
pub., 1808. Married to Capt. Hemans, 1812; separated from him, 1818. Contrib. 
to ‘‘Edinburgh Monthly Mag.,’’ 1820. Prize Poem, Royal Soc. of Literature, 1821. 
Tragedy, ‘‘The Vespers of Palermo,’’ produced at Covent Garden, 12 Dec. 1823. 
Contrib. to ‘‘Blackwood’s Mag.,’’ and ‘‘Colburn’s Mag.’’ Life mainly spent in Wales 
till 1828; removed to Liverpool, 1828; to Dublin, 1831. Died, in Dublin, 16 May 
1835; buried in St. Anne’s Church. Works: ‘‘Poems,’’ 1808; ‘‘England and Spain,”’ 
1808; ‘‘The Domestic Affections,’? 1812; ‘‘The Restoration of the Works of Art to 
Italy,’’? 1816; ‘‘Modern Greece’’ (anon.), 1817; ‘‘Translations from Camoens and 
other poets’’ (anon.), 1818; ‘‘Tales and Historic Scenes,’’ 1819; ‘‘The Meeting of 
Bruce and Wallace,’’ 1819; ‘‘The Sceptic,’’ 1820; ‘‘Superstition and Error,’’ 1820; 
“‘Stanzas on the Death of the late King,’? 1820; ‘‘Dartmoor,’’ 1821; ‘‘Welsh 
Melodies,’’ 1822; ‘‘The Vespers of Palermo’’ (anon.), 1823; ‘‘The Siege of Valencia, ”’ 
1823; ‘‘Lays of Many Lands,’’ 1825; ‘‘The Forest Sanctuary,’’ 1825; ‘‘Poems’’ 
(American edn.), 1825; ‘‘Records of Women,’’ 1828 (2nd edn. same year); ‘‘Songs 
of the Affections,’’ 1880; ‘‘Hymns on the Works of Nature,’’ 1833; ‘‘Hymns for 
Childhood,’’ 1834; ‘‘National Lyrics and Songs for Music,’’ 1834; ‘‘Scenes and Hymns 
of Life,’ 1834; Collected Works: ed. by Mrs. Hughes (7 vols.), 1839. Life: by Mrs. 
Hughes, 1839; by W. M. Rossetti, in 1873 edn. of ‘‘Works.’’—SuHarp, R. FARQUHAR- 


SON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 130. 


PERSONAL 

She is entirely feminine, and her lan- 
guage has a charm like that of her verse, 
—the same ease and peculiar grace, with 
more vivacity. If affliction had not laid 
a heavy hand upon her, she would be play- 
ful: she has not the slightest tinge of 
affectation, and is so refined, so gentle, 
that you must both love and respect her. 
—GRANT, ANNE, 1829, Letters, Aug. 26; 
Memoir and Correspondence, ed. Grant, 
vol. Ul, p. 137. 

Kgeria was totally different from any 
other woman I had ever seen, either in 
Italy or England. She did not dazzle, she 
subdued me. Other women might be more 
commanding, more versatile, more acute: 
but I never saw one so exquisitely fem- 
inine. Her birth, her education, but 
above all the genius with which she was 
gifted, combined to inspire a passion for 
the ethereal, the tender, the imaginative, 
the heroic—in one word, the beautiful. It 
was in her a faculty divine, and yet of 
daily life; it touched all things, but, like 
a sunbeam, touched them with a ‘‘golden 
finger.”? Anything abstract or scientific 
was unintelligible and distasteful to her. 
Her knowledge was extensive and various ; 
but true to the first principle of her 
nature, it was poetry that she sought in 
history, scenery, character, and religious 
belief—poetry that guided all her studies, 


governed all her thoughts, coloured all her 
conversation. Her nature was at once 
simple and profound: there was no room 
in her mind for philosophy, nor in her 
heart for ambition; the one was filled by 
imagination, the other engrossed by tender- 
ness. She had a passive temper, but de- 
cided tastes; any one might influence, but 
very few impressed her. Her strength 
and her weakness alike lay in her affec- 
tions. These would sometimes make her 
weep at a word,—at others, imbue her 
with courage; so that she was alternately 
a ‘‘falcon-hearted dove,’’ and ‘‘a reed 
shaken with the wind.’’ Her voice was 
a sad sweet melody, and her spirits re- 
minded me of an old poet’s description of 
the orange-tree, with its 
“Golden lamps hid in a night of green,’’ 

or of those Spanish gardens where the 
pomegranate grows beside the cypress. 
Her gladness was like a burst of sunlight ; 
and, if in her depression she resembled 
night, it was night bearing her stars. I 
might describe and describe forever, but 
I should never succeed in portraying 
Egeria. She was a Muse, a Grace, a 
variable child, a dependent woman, the 
Italy of human beings. — JEwspury, 
MariA JANE (Mrs. FLETCHER), 1830, The 
Three Histories. 


One loves her as a Christian woman 
even more than one admires her as a 
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writer,—KEMBLE, FRANCES ANN, 1831, 

Letter, March 13; Records of a Girlhood, 

p. 358 
Mourn rather for that holy Spirit, 
Sweet as the spring, as ocean deep; 
For Her who, ere her summer faded, 
Has sunk into a breathless sleep. 

—WorbswortTH, WILLIAM, 1835, Hxtem- 

pore Effusion upon the Death of James 

Hogg. 

Nor mourn, O living One, because her part 
in life was mourning: 

Would she have lost the poet’s fire for an- 
guish of the burning?— 

The minstrel harp, for the strained string? 
the tripod, for the afflated 

Woe? or the vision, for those tears in which 
it shone dilated? 

Perhaps she shuddered while the world’s 
cold hand her brow was wreathing, 

But never wronged that mystic breath which 
breathed in all her breathing, 

Which drew from rocky earth and man, 
abstractions high and moving— 

Beauty, if not the beautiful, and love, if not 
the loving. . 

Be happy, crowned and living One! and, as 
thy dust decayeth 

May thine own England say for thee, what 
now for Her it sayeth— 

“Albeit softly 1 in our ears her silver song was 


The Tee fall of her parting soul is softer 
than her singing.”’ 

—BROWNING, ELIZABETH BARRETT, 1835, 

Felicia Hemans (To L. E. L.) 

She was little understood, even by her 
friends, and as too blindly admired by 
some, as she was foolishly and unjustly 
commented upon by those who would not 
know her, or could not understand her. 
Her life was one of misfortune, and false 
influence on the part of those who had her 
character in their hands at a time when 
it might have taken any form; and had 
they taught her that the imagination gains 
strength and scope from the reason being 
cultivated in proportion with it; that 
nothing is first rate and marked for an 
enduring fame but something which shall 
profit the world and expand its sympathies, 
as well as please its ear and its fancy, she 
might, I know, have taken a stand in our 
literature far higher than she did. As it 
was, she was coming to this calmer and 
loftier state of mind when she died.— 
CHORLEY, HENRY FOTHERGILL, 1835, Let- 
ter; Autobiography, Memoir and Letters, 
ed, Hewlett, p. 129. 

I have been reading Mrs. Hemans’s 
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“Life,’’ and am disappointed in her. She 
seems to me to have belonged to another 
age of the world—to have been a Sappho 
or a Corinne—a creature of those times 
when the elect few had no sympathy with 
their race, when they were born for music 
and song, for pas seuls and pas de deux, 
and not to be linked in with their kind, to 
lean on the strong and sustain the feeble. 
She shows how inadequate sentiment is, 
how feeble the theory of beauty compared 
with that sense of duty, that perception 
and love of the image of God, which gives 
an interest to the meanest of our fellow- 
creatures, and a dignity to the commonest 
office of social life. In our practical, 
working-day world we can scarcely con- 
ceive such an existence as Mrs. H’s.— 
SEDGWICK, CATHARINE M., 1837, To Miss 
K. M. Sedgwick, May 19; Life and Letters, 
ed. Dewey, p. 266. 


The mantling bloom of her cheeks was 
shaded by a profusion of natural ringlets, 
of a rich golden brown; and the ever- 
varying expression of her brilliant eyes 
gave a changeful play to her countenance, 
which would have made it impossible for 
any painter to do justice to it. . . . Some 
of the happiest days the young poetess 
ever passed were during the occasional 
visits to some friends at Conway, where 
the charms of the scenery, combining all 
that igs most beautiful in wood, water, 
and ruin, are sufficient to inspire the most 
prosaic temperament with a certain degree 
of enthusiasm; and it may therefore well 
be supposed, how fervently a soul, con- 
stituted like hers, would worship Nature 
at so fitting a shrine. With that happy 
versatility, which was at all times a lead- 
ing characteristic of her mind, she would 
now enter with child-like playfulness into 
the enjoyments of a mountain scramble, 
or a picnic water party, the gayest of the 
merry band, of whom some are now, like 
herself, laid low, some far away in foreign 
lands, some changed by sorrow, and all by 
time; and then, in a graver mood, dream 
away hours of pensive contemplation 
amidst the grey ruins of that noblest of 
Welsh castles, standing, as it then did, in 
solitary grandeur, unapproached by bridge 
or causeway, flinging its broad shadow 
across the tributary waves which washed 
its regal walls.—HuGues, Mrs., 1839, 
Memoir of the Life and Writings of Mrs. 
Hemans. 
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Her remains were interred in a vault 
beneath St. Ann’s Church [Dublin] but a 
short distance from her house, on the same 
side of the street; where, on the wall, 
under the gallery, on the right hand, as 
you enter, you observe a tablet, bearing 
this inscription—‘‘In the vault beneath 
are deposited the Mortal Remains of 
Felicia Hemans, who died, May 16, 1835.”’ 
—Howitt, WILLIAM, 1847, Homes and 
Haunts of the Most Eminent British Poets, 
vol. 1, p. 148. 


As a woman she was to a considerable 
degree a spoilt child of the world. She 
had been early in life distinguished for 
talents, and poems of hers were published 
whilst she was a girl. She had also been 
handsome in her youth, but her education 
had been most unfortunate. She was 
totally ignorant of housewifery,and could 
as easily have managed the spear of 
Minerva as her needle. These 
notices of Mrs. Hemans would be very un- 
satisfactory to her intimate friends, as 
indeed they are to myself,not so much for 
what is said, but what for brevity’s sake 
is left unsaid. Let it suffice to add there 
was much sympathy between us, and if op- 
portunity had been allowed me to see more 
of her, I should have loved and valued her 
accordingly. As it is, I remember her 
with true affection for her amiable quali- 
ties, and above all for her delicate and irre- 
proachable conduct during her long separa- 
tion from an unfeeling husband, whom she 
had been led to marry from the romantic 
notions of inexperienced youth. Upon 
this husband I never heard her cast the 
least. reproach, nor did I ever hear her 
even name him, though she did not for- 
bear wholly to touch upon her domestic 
position; but never so as that any fault 
could be found with her manner of advert- 
ing to it.—WoORDSWORTH, WILLIAM, 1850? 
Notes and Illustrations of the Poems, ed. 
Grosart, p. 193. 

Mrs. Hemans in private society was 
just what you might expect from the im- 
passioned and yet melancholy style of her 
writings. She was ardent rather than 
amusing; enthusiastic rather than ani- 
mated. Her imagination was vivid, her 
language energetic, her sentiments ele- 
vated; but the private sorrow she had ex- 
perienced had given a sombre cast to her 
thoughts, which formed asit were a dark 
setting to the flashes of genius that shone 
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through her conversation.—ALISON, SIR 
ARCHIBALD, 1867-88, Some Account of 
My Life and Writings, ed. Lady Alison, 
vol. 1, p. 282. 

An engraved portrait of her by the 
American artist William I. West, one of 
the three which he painted in 1827, shows 
us that Mrs. Hemans, at the age of thirty- 
four, was eminently pleasing and good- 
looking, with an air of amiability and 
sprightly gentleness, and of confiding 
candour which, while none the less per- 
fectly womanly, might almost be termed 
childlike in its limpid depth. The features 
are correct and harmonious; the eyes full; 
the contour amply and elegantly rounded. 
In height she was neither tall nor short. 
A sufficient wealth of naturally clustering 
hair, golden in early youth, but by this 
time of arich auburn, shades the capacious 
but not over-developed forehead, and the 
lightly penciled eyebrows. The bust and 
form have the fullness of a mature period 
of life; and it would appear that Mrs. 
Hemans was somewhat short-necked and 
high-shouldered, partly detracting from 
delicacy of proportion, and of general 
aspect or impression on the eye. We 
would rather judge of her by this portrait 
(which her sister pronounces a good like- 
ness) than by another engraved in Mr. 
Chorley’s ‘‘Memorials.’’ This latter was 
executed in Dublin in 1831 by a young 
artist named Kdward Robinson. It makes 
Mrs. Hemans look younger than in the 
earlier portrait by West, and may on that 
ground alone be surmised unfaithful ; and, 
though younger, it also makes her heavier 
and less refined.—ROSSETTI, WILLIAM 
MICHAEL, 1878, Lives of Famous Poets, 
p. 332. 


Hers has not been a happy life here. In 
her eighteenth year she married Captain 
Hemans, an Irish gentleman of good 
family. A few years after they were 
wedded he became a permanent resident 
in Italy, his wife continuing to reside in 
Wales, rearing and educating five sons who 
were born to them, working for her own 
and their honorable independence. The 
eldestson was George Willoughby Hemans, 
afterward the distinguished civil engi- 
neer. The reasons of their separation re- 
main inexplicable; and surely had now 
better not be inquired into. But it does 
not seem that any shadow of blame was 
attributable to the admirable woman who 
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taught so much, and taught so well, in 
imperishable verse: no cloud rests upon 
her memory. That parting is a mystery, 
and must remain so. Yet there have been 
few women more calculated to win and 
retain the love of man; being—as she was 
—handsome, gracefully formed, her per- 
sonal charms considerable ; while her mind, 
at once of the highest and finest order, 
could not have failed to render her a 
delightful companion and a sympathetic 
helpmeet. Hers: was that beauty that 
depends mainly on expression. Like 
her writings, it was thoroughly womanly. 
Her auburn hair, parted over her brow, 
fell on either side in luxuriant curls. Her 
eyes are described as ‘‘dove-like,’’ with a 
chastened character that appertained to 
sadness. ‘‘A calm repose,’’ so writes one 
of her friends, ‘‘not unmingled with 
melancholy, was the characteristic ex- 
pression of her face.’’—HALL, SAMUEL 
CARTER, 1883, Retrospect of a Long Life, 
p. 331. 

Many years ago some one gave the 
writer a little miniature of Mrs. Hemans, 
by the help of which it is still quite pos- 
sible to conjure up an outward semblance, 
and to put a shape to one’s impression of 
the impulsive being who paid so dearly for 
her happiness, her sensibility, her un- 
doubted powers and beauty, and her charm- 
ing poetical gifts. The picture 
represents a woman of about twenty-eight ; 
she has dark glossy curls, delicately marked 
features, a high color; her bright, full, 
sad eyes, her laughing lips, give one an 
impression of womanly predominance, and 
melancholy and gayety all at once. She 
wears a black dress with gigot sleeves and 


‘the jewelry of her time—the buckle, the 


hair chain and locket, and also a golden 
ornament in her dark hair. There is per- 
haps (but this is merest guess-work), a 
certain sense of limitation—shall I call it 
persistency ?—in the general expression of 
the countenance. It is hard to generalize 
from so slight asketch, but perhaps some- 
thing of this impulsiveness and inadapt- 
ability may have been the secret of much 
of the trouble of her life. —RitcHIE, ANNE 
ISABELLA THACKERAY, 1901, Blackstick 
Papers, The Critic, vol. 38, p. 119. 
‘GENERAL 

I do not despise Mrs. Hemans; but if 
she knit blue stockings instead of wearing 
them, it would be better. You are taken 
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in by that false stilted trashy style, which 
is a mixture of all the styles of the day, 
which are all bombastic (I don’t except my 
own—no one has done more through 
negligence to corrupt the language) ; but 
it is neither English nor poetry.—Byron, 
LorD, 1820, Letter to Mr. Murray, Sept. 28. 


I really do not know how I can advise 
you respecting Mrs. H. It seems a case 
on which you alone can decide—to wit, 
whether her contributions are or are not 
worth the money. My opinion, on the 
whole, isas follows: Sheis the best of our 
female writers of what is called Poetry. 
Her verses are often beautiful, always 
melodious, but—I think they should either 
be all accepted or all declined. For none of 
them that I have read are unworthy of a 
place in that department of a Magazine, 
as verses go—and she is a popular enough 
writer, entitled, I think, to that right. 
It would be offensive to her to have them 
returned; andI scarcely think any of them 
should be rejected. Are they then worth 
the money? Confound me if I know! To 
me they are not. But, I believe, to many 
readers they give much pleasure. They 
make an agreeable break, and they are 
generally pleasant reading. Besides, she 
was, I presume, flattered by their recep- 
tion, and perhaps might feel hurt by being 
cut off, as well as injured by the loss of the 
coin. Iam rather disposed to think you 
should go on with her; but I will converse 
with you about it, as it certainly is a point 
rather perplexing. It is surprising that 
she is not run out entirely, and dry as a 
whistle. Poetry is certainly a drug— 
but hers don’t seem to disgust. I con- 
clude my unsatisfactory epistle.— WILSON, 
JOHN, 1822, Letter to W. Blackwood ; Wil- 
liam Blackwood and his Sons, ed. Oliphant, 
vol. 1, p. 809. 

Mrs. Hemans is somewhat too poetical 
for my taste—too many flowers I mean, 
and too little fruit.—Scort, Sir WALTER, 
1823, Letter to Miss Joanna Baillie, July 
11; Life by Lockhart, ch. lix. 

Mrs. Hemans’s favourable opinion of my 
little books is worth that of twenty mobs 
as far as one’s intellectual gratification is 
concerned, and I am obliged to you for 
communicating it to me. Next to your 
own unrivalled Joanna Baillie, Mrs. H. is 
surely entitled to rank first among all our 
female writers. Many write with as much 
feeling, some with taste as refined and as 
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melodious diction, but no other woman 
that I know of with such loftiness and 
holiness of thought as Mrs. Hemans, always 
saving and excepting the gifted Joanna. 
—BOWLES, CAROLINE, 1827, Letter to 
Blackwood, July 9; William Blackwood 
and his Sons, ed. Oliphant, vol. t, p. 494. 


Had her writings been merely harmless, 
we should not have entered into an analysis 
of them; but the moral charm which is 
spread over them is so peculiar, so full of 
nature and truth and deep feeling, that 
her productions claim at once the praise 
of exquisite purity and poetic excellence. 
She adds the dignity of her sex to a high 
sense of the duties of a poet; she writes 
with buoyancy, yet with earnestness; her 
poems bear the impress of a character 
worthy of admiration. In the pursuit of 
literary renown she never forgets what is 
due to feminine reserve. We perceive a 
mind, endowed with powers to aspire; and 
are still further pleased to find no unsatis- 
fied cravings, no passionate pursuit of re- 
mote objects, but high endowments, graced 
by contentment.— BANCROFT, GEORGE, 
1827, Mrs. Hemans’s Poems, North Amer- 
ican Review, vol. 24, p. 449. 

If taste and elegance be titles to endur- 
ing fame, we might venture securely to 
promise that rich boon to the author be- 
fore us; who adds to those great merits 
a tenderness and loftiness of feeling, and 
an ethereal purity of sentiment, which 
could only emanate from the soul of 
woman. She must beware, however, of 
becoming too voluminous; and must not 
venture again on anything so long as the 
“Forest Sanctuary.’’ But, if the next 
generation inherits our taste for short 
poems, we are persuaded it will not readily 
allow her to be forgotten. For wedo not 
hesitate to say, that she is, beyond all 
comparison, the most touching and ac- 
complished writer of occasional verses 
that our literature has yet to boast of.— 
JEFFREY, FRANCIS, 1829-44, Felicia He- 
mans, Contributions to the Edinburgh Re- 
view, vol. I, p. 297. 

Thou art quite right about Mrs. He- 
mans’s poetry, and thou art not by any 
means peculiar. But it is no stately un- 
dertone of German in it that offends thee. 
She wants true simplicity. Her heart is 
right, but her taste israther vitiated. It 
is just like her dress; it has too much 
glare and contrast of colour to be in pure 
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taste. I felt this when I saw her.—How- 
ITT, MARY, 1829, Letter to her Sister, Dec. 
13; Autobiography, ed., her Daughter, vol. 
I, p. 212. 
Felicia Hemans is the authoress of many 

a plaintive and mournful strain. She has 
shown high sentiment and heroic feelings 
occasionally, but her affections are with 
the gentle, the meek, and the wounded in 
spirit.—CUNNINGHAM, ALLAN, 1833, Bio- 
graphical and Critical History of the Lit- 
erature of the Last Fifty Years. 

Thy song around our daily path 

Flung beauty born of dreams, 

And scattered o’er the actual world 

The spirit’s sunny gleams. 

Mysterious influence, that to earth 

Brings down the heaven above, 

And fills the universal heart 

With universal love. 

Such gifts were thine,—as from the block, 
The unformed and the cold, 

The sculptor calls to breathing life 

Some shape of perfect mould, 

So thou from common thoughts and things 
Didst call a charmed song, 

Which on a sweet and swelling tide 

Bore the full soul along. 
—LANDON, LETITIA ELIZABETH, 1835, 
Stanzas on the Death of Mrs. Hemans, The 
New Monthly Magazine, vol. 44, p. 286. 

It [‘‘Records of Women’’] was, indeed, 
written from the fulness of her heart; and 
the execution of most of the sketches 
which it contains admirably seconds the 
emotions under the strong influence of 
which it was undertaken and completed. 
This has been the most popular of Mrs. 
Hemans’ works. The last written of its 
poems are composed with the depressing 
prospect before her of a dispersion of the 
home-circle wherein she had always found 
shelter, and leisure to pursue her engross- 
ing calling undisturbed—which was to 
send her forth into the world, for the first 
time—alone, and as innocent of its ways 
and wisdom as a child.—CHORLEY, HENRY 
F., 1838, Authors of England, p. 4. 
Why should we say 

Farewell to thee, since every unborn age 
Shall mix thee with its household charities? 
The hoary sire shall bow his deafened ear, 
And greet thy sweet words with his benison; 
The mother shrine thee as a vestal-flame 
In the lone temple of her sanctity, 
And ae young child who takes thee by the 


Shall travel with a surer step to heaven. 
—SicouRNEY, LypiA H., 1840, Monody 
on Mrs. Hemans. 
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Her inspiration always pauses at the 
feminine point. It never ‘‘oversteps the 
modesty of nature,’’ nor the dignity and 
decorum of womanhood. She is no Sibyl, 
tossed to and fro in the tempest of furious 
excitement, but ever a ‘‘deep, majestical, 
and high-souled woman’’—the calm mis- 
tress of the highest and stormiest of her 
emotions. The finest compliment we can 
pay her—perhaps the finest compliment 
that it is possible to pay to a woman as a 
moral being, —is to compare her to ‘‘one 
of Shakspere’s women,”’ and to say, had 
Imogen, or Isabella or Cornelia become an 
authoress, she had so written.—GILFIL- 
LAN, GEORGE, 1847, Mrs. Hemans, Second 
Gallery of Literary Portraits, Tait’s Edin- 
burgh Magazine, vol. 14, p. 360. 

Showed Shelley some poems to which I 
had subscribed, by Felicia Browne, whom 
I had met in North Wales, where she had 
been on a visit at the house of a con- 
nexion of mine. She was then sixteen, 
and it was impossible not to be struck with 
the beauty (for beautiful she was), the 
grace, and charming simplicity and naiveté 
of this interesting girl; and on my return 
from Denbighshire I made her and her 
works frequent subjects of conversation 
with Shelley. Her juvenile productions, 
remarkable certainly for her age—and 
some of those which the volume contained 
were written when she was a mere child 
—made a powerful impression on Shelley, 
ever enthusiastic in his admiration of 
talent; and with a prophetic spirit he 
foresaw the coming greatness of that 
genius which, under the name of Hemans, 
afterward electrified the world.—MeEp- 


_ win, THOMAS, 1847, The Life of Percy 


Bysshe Shelley. 

Is the most generally admired of all 
English female poets, and deservedly so. 
ee She seldom reached the sublime, 
but her thought was often profound, and 
her nice analysis of the best affections, her 
delicate perception of the minute circum- 
stances that awaken and guide the sensi- 
bilities, the readiness with which she seized 
upon the noble, the picturesque, the grace- 
ful and the tender, designate her above 
every English writer but one as the ‘‘poet 
of the heart.’’—BETHUNE, GEORGE WASH- 
INGTON, 1848, The British Female Poets. 

Mrs. Hemans’s poetry was of a far higher 
order. It was deformed by a mannerism 
of that degree which is fatal to permanence 
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of popularity; and there is not much 
substance of thought. But the sentiment 
is commonly as true and natural as the 
expression of it is otherwise; and of a 
depth which always insures its freshness. 
The substantial power of Mrs. Hemans is, 
perhaps, best shown in the choice of the 
subjects of her smaller pieces, which is so 
rich in suggestion, and so full of the keen 
and sagacious apprehension that belongs 
to genius, that it isalmosta greater treat 
to look over the table of contents of her 
minor poems, than to read the poems 
themselves. Her fame—a genuine and 
reasonable fame, depending upon her qual- 
ities, and not upon any accident of the time 
—had spread widely over the European 
and American continents, many years 
before her death; and there are thousands 
living to whom the slightest casual recol- 
lection of some of her poems will be, to 
the day of their death, like the singing of 
a dirge in the recesses of their hearts.— 
MARTINEAU, HARRIET, 1849, A History 
of the Thirty Years’ Peace, p. 76. 


By far the most popular of our poetes- 
ses, alike at home and beyond the Atlantic; 
nor do I say undeservedly. . . . In 
her poetry, religious truth, moral purity, 
and intellectual beauty ever meet together ; 
and assuredly it is not less calculated to 
refine the taste and exalt the imagination 
because it addresses itself almost exclu- 
sively to the better feelings of our nature. 
Over all her pictures of humanity are 
spread the glory and the grace reflected 
from virtuous purity, delicacy of percep- 
tion and conception, sublimity of religious 
faith, home-bred delights, and the gener- 
ous, expansive ardour of patriotism ; while, 
turning from the dark and degraded, 
whether in subject or sentiment, she 
seeks out those verdant oases in the desert 
of human life,on which the affections may 
most pleasantly rest. Her poetry is in- 
tensely and entirely feminine; and, in my 
estimation, this is the highest praise 
which, in one point of view, could be 
awardedit. It could have been written by 
a woman only. Mrs. Hemans, 
above all female writers, was distinguished 
for her rich tones—the voice at once sweet 
and full—that carried them to the heart, 
awakening the feelings as well as the 
imagination.—Morr, D. M, 1851-52, 
Sketches of the Poetical Literature of the 
Past Half-Century, pp. 261, 268, 282. 
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Gone is she 
Who shrouded Casa-Bianca, she who cast 
The iron mould of Ivan, yet whose song 
Was soft and varied as the nightingale’s, 
And heard above all others. 
—LANDOR, WALTER SAVAGE, 18538, The 
Heroines of England, The Last Fruit off 
an Old Tree. 


I got a little chance to retort, by telling 
him [Dr. Whewell] that we had outgrown 
Mrs. Hemans in America, and that we now 
read Mrs. Browning more. He laughed at 
it, and said that Mrs. Browning’s poetry 
was so coarse that he could not tolerate 
it, and he was amused to hear that any 
people had got above Mrs. Hemans; and 
he asked me if we had outgrown Homer. 
—MITCHELL, MARIA, 1857, Life, Letters 
and Journals, p. 116. 

Her character as an author is now fixed 
in public estimation: she is decidedly one 
of the first lyric poets which England has 
produced. Without the classic charm 
of Gray, or the burning thoughts of 
Campbell, she has produced some pieces 
which have struck nearly as deep into the 
national heart as the verses of either of 
these writers. She is eminently national 
in her ideas; the most beautiful of her 
odes are those which—founded on domestic 
feelings, rekindling the family affections, 
appealing to the images of the country, 
the national associations, the patriotic 
emotions—have touched a chord which 
is responded to in every generous heart. 
The great objection to her poems, which 
has chiefly prevented them hitherto from 
taking their place beside the most popular 
British classics, is their number.—ALI- 
SON, SiR ARCHIBALD, 1867-88, Some Ac- 
count of My Life and Writings, ed. Lady 
Alison, vol. 1, p. 281. 


As to the effective utterance of original 
truth, Mrs. Hemans is silent; but for 
pathos, sentiment, and gorgeous richness 
of language, we know no lyrics superior 
to her little pieces—ANDERSON, WIL- 
LIAM, 1871, Model Women, p. 184. 


According to the spiritual or emotional 
condition of those who peruse, it would be 
found that a poem by this authoress which 
to one reader would be graceful and tender 
would to another be touching, and to a 
third poignantly pathetic. The first we 
can suppose to be a man, and the third a 
woman; or the first a critic, the second 
a ‘‘poetical reader,’’ and the third a 
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sensitive nature attuned to sympathy by 
suffering.—ROssETTI, WILLIAM MICHAEL, 
1878, Lives of Famous Poets, p. 348. 


I know that it has long been out of 
fashion to admire Mrs. Hemans, or even to 
read her poems; and one must admit that 
it is before a higher literary canon that 
her writings have declined in value. But 
there are regions of experience where 
literary taste blends with memories of 
past emotion. No criticism can demon- 
strate out of existence the facts of human 
nature. I have heard a learned symphony 
that left me critical, approving, cold; then 
heard a child singing with reedy voice 
some little song familiar in early days, 
which quickened the pulse and started 
tears to the eyes. green fields were in it, 
and the sweet playmates, and the long-lost 
realm of childhood’s sunshine. What can 
art do better than to raise the happiest 
emotions? What can I read on the page 
of Goethe, of Wordsworth, or Tennyson, 
which ean set all these birds and flowers 
and laden bees around Dovenest singing 
the songs that evoke from the shadowy 
past sweet loving faces of those who sang 
them to me in life’s rosy morning-time ?— 
Conway, MoncureE D., 1880, The English 
Lakes and their Genit, Harper’s Magazine, 
vol. 62, p. 26. 

Fifty years ago few poets were more 
popular than Mrs. Hemans; her verses 
were familiar to all hearts, and won praise 
from such fastidious critics as Gifford and 
Jeffrey, no less than from Wordsworth, 
Scott and Byron. Yet now they are 
chiefly forgotten, and without injustice. 
Her tedious romantic tales, her dramas 
characterless and without invention, are 
more frequently below than above the mean 
of merit. Her lyric poetry is more 
memorable; yet this, even, is less to be 
valued for its own sake than as the revela- 
tion of a delicate and attractive personal- 
ity. . . . Her simplicity was never the 
result of an inspired clearness of vision, 
as with Wordsworth or with Blake, but 
was rather the expression of a nature 
whose vistas were not wide enough to be 
indistinct, and whose plan of the globe 
ignored the unseen side.—ROBINSON, A. 
Mary F., 1880, English Poets, ed. Ward, 
vol. IV, pp. 334, 335. 

Her poems are like this description of 
herself. They are always sweet, liquid, 
and melodious: they mean as much as so 
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soft and beautiful a nature ever requires 
to mean: ‘‘Sweet records, promises as 
sweet’’—the gentle sentiments that lie on 
the surface, subdued sorrows, chastened 
happiness.—OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. W., 
1882, Literary History of England, X VIII- 
XIX Century, vol. 1, p. 317. 

It was much that Mrs. Hemans was the 
first poetess to devote her verse to nature, 
as Wordsworth was the first poet to do so. 
But Wordsworth had a healthier way of 
studying it; he may be said to have gone 
to nature for teaching, while Mrs. Hemans 
went to it for sympathy. There isas much 
difference between the outlook of the 
poetess and that of the poet upon the ex- 
ternal universe, as there is between the 
way in which Longfellow and the way in 
which Hmerson regarded it.—ROBERTSON, 
Eric 8., 1888, Hnglish Poetesses, p. 185. 


Surely the reader is impressed with the 
way in which a woman’s genius, even if 
not of the very highest order, may retain 
its hold after her death, on seeing the late 
statements of Mr. Routledge, the great 
publisher of cheap books in England, as to 
the continued demand for Mrs. Hemans’s 
poetry. In the last generation the pure 
and melodious muse of this lady had great 
reputation; her American editor was 
Professor Andrews Norton, father of the 
present Professor Charles Eliot Norton, 
and one of the most cultivated critics of 
his day; and it appears from the late 
memoirs of Garrison that her verses were 
long the favorite food of that strong and 
heroic mind. Yet it has beenthe custom 
to speak of her popularity as a thing of 
the past. Now arrives Mr. Routledge, and 
gives the figures as to his sales of the 
different poets ina single calendar year. 
First comes Longfellow, with the extraor- 
dinary sale of 6,000 copies; then we drop 
to Scott, with 3,170; Shakespeare, 2,700; 
Byron, 2,380; Moore, 2,276; Burns, 
2,250. To these succeeds Mrs. Hemans, 
with a sale of 1,900 copies, Milton falling 
short of her by 50, and no one else show- 
ing much more than half that demand. 
Hood had 980 purchasers, Cowper, 800, 
and all others less; Shelley had 500 and 
Keats but 40. Of course this is hardly 
even an approximate estimate of the com- 
parative popularity of these poets, since 
much would depend, for instance, on the 
multiplicity or value of rival editions ; but 
it proves in a general way that Mrs. 
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Hemans holds her own, in point of readers, 
fifty years after her death. What other 
form of influence for man or woman equals 
this ?—HIGcInson, THOMAS WENTWORTH, 
1887, Women and Men, p. 18. 


It is usual to couple her [Miss Landon] 
with Mrs. Hemans; but this, I think, without 
justice. Mrs. Hemans was unquestionably 
her superior in poetic energy, variety, and 
rhythmic power. Although this writer’s 
poems are weakened by the sentimentality 
of her epoch, much of her work has true 
poetic qualities and lyrical impulse. Her 
wide popularity has not extended to the 
present generation, and she now runs the 
risk of being unduly overlooked.—Suarp, 
ELIZABETH A., 1890, Women Poets of the 
Victorian Hra, Preface, p. xxii. 


Her poetry lacks deep thought or 
subtle emotion, and although it had im- 
mense popularity in its day, its sweetness 
and fluency have long palled upon the 
taste of thoughtful readers.—SuTTON, 
C. W., 1891, Dictionary of National Biog- 
raphy, vol. XXV, p. 383. 

Her verse at its best was spontaneous, 
simple, and direct. Her descriptions of 
nature, though, of course, lacking the 
profound insight and sense of communion 
which are the chief attributes of Words- 
worth’s descriptions, were true to fact 
and free from any touch of pedantry. . .. 
Felicia Hemans has now ceased to be a 
poet for poets. Her diffuseness alone 
would prevent her from being this. She 
not only rarely achieved concentration: 
she seems rarely to have tried to achieve 
it. Diffuseness such as hers is fatal to 
the life of poetry. No body of 
verse ever survived that was as diffuse as 
is much of Felicia Hemans’s poetry. Her 
name will still be held in honour however 
because of afew of her poems. For so 
universal is the human interest of some of 
her themes that it is difficult to believe a 
time will come when she will cease to be 
read by the people.—BELL, MACKENZIE, 
1892, The Poets and the Poetry of the Cen- 
tury, Joanna Baillle to Mathilde Blind, 
ed. Miles, pp. 53, 55. 


Mrs. Hemansis now unduly depreciated, 
but the difference between the most 
favourable and the least favourable critic 
can only be with regard to the degree of 
weakness charged against her.— WALKER, 
Huau, 1897, The Age of Tennyson, p. 53. 
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Accomplishment without genius, and 
amiability without passion, reappear, 
translated into an atmosphere of lyric ex- 
altation, in the once famous poetry of 
Mrs. Hemans. . . . Of all the English 
Romantic poets, Mrs. Hemans expresses 
with the richest intensity the more super- 
ficial and transient elements of Romanti- 
cism. She is at the beck and call of what- 
ever is touched with the pathos of the far 
away, of the bygone—scenes of reminis- 
cence or farewell, laments of exiles and 
dirges for the dead. Her imagination 
floats romantically aloof from actuality, 
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but it quite lacks the creative energy of 
the great Romantics, and her fabrics are 
neither real substance nor right dreams. 
Her expression is spontaneously pictu- 
resque and spontaneously melodious; and 
both qualities captivated her public; but 
she never learned either to modulate or to 
subdue her effects. She paints with few 
colours, all bright. Her pages are a 
tissue of blue sky, golden corn, flashing 
swords and waving banners, the murmur 
of pines, and the voices of children.— 
HERFORD, C. H., 1897, The Age of Words- 
worth, pp. 211, 212. 


James Hogg 
1770-1835 
Born, at Ettrick, Selkirkshire, 1770; baptised, 9 Dec. 1770. Employed as shepherd 


in various quarters till 1800. 


Spy,’’ Sept. 1810 to 1811. 


Managed his father’s farm at Ettrick, 1801-03. Made 
unsuccessful attempts at sheep-farming on his own account. 
lished some poems, settled in Edinburgh, 1810, to take up literary career. 


Having by this time pub- 
Kd. ‘‘The 


Presented by Duke of Buccleuch with the farm of Altrive 


Lake, Yarrow, 1816. Settled there. Helped to start ‘‘Blackwood’s Mag.,” 1817 ; became 
frequent contributor. Married Margaret Phillips, 1820. Visit to London, 1832. 
Entertained at a public dinner there; also at Peebles in 1838. Died, 21 Nov. 1835. 
Buried in Ettrick churchyard. Works: ‘‘Scottish Pastorals,’’ 1801; ‘‘The Shepherd’s 
Guide,’’ 1807; ‘‘The Mountain Bard,’’ 1807; ‘‘The Forest Minstrel’’ (mainly by 
Hogg), 1810; ‘‘The Queen’s Wake,’’ 1813; ‘‘The Hunting of Badlewe’’ (under 
pseud. of ‘‘J. H. Craig’’), 1814; ‘‘The Pilgrims of the Sun,’’ 1815; ‘‘Madoc of the 
Moor,’’ 1816; ‘‘The Poetic Mirror’? (anon.), 1816; ‘‘Dramatic Tales’’ (anon.), 
1817; ‘‘Long Pack’’ (anon.), 1817; ‘‘The Brownie of Bodsbeck’’ (2 vols.), 1818; 
“Jacobite Relics of Scotland’’ (2 vols.), 1819-20; ‘‘Winter Evening Tales,”’ 
1820; ‘‘The Royal Jubilee’’ (anon.), 1822; ‘‘The Three Perils of Man’’ (8 vols.), 
1822; ‘‘The Three Perils of Woman’’ (8 vols.), 1828; ‘‘The Private Memoirs and 
Confessions of a Justified Sinner,’’ (anon.), 1824; ‘‘Queen Hynde,’’ 1825; ‘‘The 
Shepherd’s Calendar,’’ 1829; ‘‘Songs’’ (anon.), 1881; ‘‘Altrive Tales,’’ 1832; ‘‘A 
Queer Book’’ (anon.), 1832; ‘‘A Series of Lay Sermons,’’ 1834; ‘‘“The Domestic 
Manners and Private Life of Sir Walter Scott,’’ 1884; ‘‘Tales of the Wars of Mon- 
trose,’’ 1835. Collected Works: in 2 vols., ed. by Blackie, with life by Rev. T. Thom- 
son, 1865-66.—SHARP, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p.134. 


PERSONAL I had no method of learning to write 


Ihave had the most amusing letter from 
Hogg, the Ettrick minstrel and shepherd. 
He wants me to recommend him to Murray ; 
and, speaking of his present bookseller, 
whose ‘‘bills” are never “lifted,” he adds, 
totidem verbist, ‘‘God d—n him and them 
both.’’ I laughed, and so would you too, 
at the way in which this execration is intro- 
duced. The said Hogg is a strange being, 
but of great, though uncouth, powers. I 
think very highly of him, as a poet; but 
he, and half of these Scotch and Lake trou- 
badours, are spoilt by living in little 
circles and petty societies.— BYRON, 
LorD, 1814, Letter to Moore, Aug. 3. 


save by following the Italian alphabet ; and 
though I always stripped myself of coat 
and vest when I began to pen a song, yet 
my wrist took a cramp, so that I could 
rarely make above four or five lines ata 
sitting. Whether my manner of writing 
it out was new, I knew not, but it was not 
without singularity. Having very little 
spare time from my flock, which was un- 
ruly enough, I folded and stitched a few 
sheets of paper, which I carried in my 
pocket. I had no ink-horn, but in place 
of it I borrowed a small phial, which I 
fixed in a hole in the breast of my waist- 
coat; and having a cork fastened by a 
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piece of twine, it answered my purpose 
fully as well. Thus equipped, whenever a 
leisure minute or two offered, and I had 
nothing else to do, I sat down and wrote 
out my thoughtsasI found them. This is 
still my invariable practice in writing 
prose. I cannot make out one sentence 
by study withoat the pen in my hand to 
catch the ideas as they rise, and I never 
write two copies of the same thing. My 
manner of composing poetry is very 
different, and, I believe, much more 
singular. Let the piece be of what length 
it will, I compose and correct it wholly in 
my mind, or on a slate, ere ever I put pen 
to paper; and then I write it down as fast 
as the A, B, C. Whenonce it is written, 
it remains in that state; it being with the 
utmost difficulty that I can be brought to 
alter one syllable.—Hoce, JAMES, 1832? 
Autobiography. 


Hogg is a little red-skinned stiff sack of 
a body, with quite the common air of an 
Kttrick shepherd, except that he has 
highish though sloping brow (among his 
yellow grizzled hair), and two clear little 
beads of blue or grey eyes that sparkle, if 
not with thought, yet with animation. 
Behaves himself quite easily and well; 
speaks Scotch, and mostly narrative ab- 
surdity (or even obscenity) therewith. 
Appears in the mingled character of zany 
and raree show. All bent on bantering 
him, especially Lockhart; Hogg walking 
through it as if unconscious, or almost 
flattered. His vanity seems to be immense, 
but also his good-nature. I felt interest for 
the poor ‘‘herd body,’’ wondered to see 
him blown hither from his sheepfolds, and 


- how, quite friendless as he was, he went 


along cheerful, mirthful, and musical. 
I do not well understand the man; his sig- 
nificance is perhaps considerable. His 
poetic talent is authentic, yet his intellect 
seems of the weakest; his morality also 
limits itself to the precept ‘‘be not 
angry.’’ Is the charm of this poor man 
chiefly to be found herein, that he 2s a real 
product of nature, and able to speak natur- 
ally, which not one ina thousandis? An 
‘“‘gnconscious talent,’’ though of the 
smallest, emphatically naive. Once or 
twice in singing (for he sung of his own) 
there was an emphasis in poor Hoge’s look 
—expression of feeling, almost of enthu- 
siasm.—CARLYLE, THOMAS, 1882, Journal, 
Jan. 21; Life by Froude, vol. u, p. 189. 
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When first, descending from the moorlands, 

Isaw the Stream of Yarrow glide 

Along a bare and open valley, 

The Ettrick Shepherd was my guide. 

When last along its banks I wandered, 

Through groves that had begun to shed 

Their golden leaves upon the pathways, 

My steps the Border-minstrel led. : 

No more of old romantic sorrows, 

For slaughtered Youth or love-lorn Maid! 

With sharper grief is Yarrow smitten, 

And Ettrick mourns with her their Poet 
dead. 

—WORDSWORTH, WILLIAM, 1835, Extem- 

pore Effusion upon the Death of James Hogg. 


Scott . invited him to dinner 
in Castle Street. . When Hogg 
entered the drawingroom, Mrs. Scott, 
being at the time in a delicate state of 
health, was reclining on a sofa. The 
Shepherd, after being presented, and mak- 
ing his best bow, forthwith took possession 
of another sofa, placed opposite to hers, 
and stretched himself thereupon at all his 
length; for, as he said afterwards, ‘‘I 
thought I could never do wrong to copy 
the lady of the house.’’ As his dress at 
this period was precisely that in which 
any ordinary herdsman attends cattle to 
the market, and as his hands, moreover, 
bore most legible marks of a recent sheep- 
smearing, the lady of the house did not 
observe with perfect equanimity the novel 
usage towhich her chintz was exposed. 
The Shepherd, however, remarked nothing 
of all this—dined heartily, and drank 
freely, and, by jest, anecdote, and song, 
afforded plentiful merriment to the more 
civilized part of the company. As the 
liquor operated, his familiarity increased 
and strengthened; from ‘‘Mr. Scott,’’ he 
advanced to ‘‘Sherra,’’ and thence to 
““Scott,’’ ‘‘ Walter, ’’ and ‘‘ Wattie,’’ until, 
at supper, he fairly convulsed the whole 
party by addressing Mrs. Scott as ‘‘Char- 
lotte.’”’—LocKHART, JOHN GIBSON, 18386, 
The Life of Scott, ch. xii. 


T have seen him many times by the banks 
of his own romantic Yarrow; I have sat 
with him in the calm and sunny weather 
by the margin of St. Mary’s Lake; I have 
seen his eye sparkle and his cheek flush as 
he spoke out some ‘old heroic ballad of the 
days of the Douglas and the Greme; and 
I have felt, as I listened to the accents of 
his manly voice, that whilst Scotland 
could produce amongst her children such 
men as him beside me, her ancient spirit 
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had not departed from her, nor the star of 
her glory grown pale! For he was aman, 
indeed, cast in nature’s happiest mould. 
True-hearted, and brave, and generous, 
and sincere, alive to every kindly impulse, 
and fresh at the core to the last, he lived 
among his native hills the blameless life 
of the shepherd and the poet; and on the 
day when he was laid beneath the sod in 
the lonely kirkyard of Ettrick, there was 
not one dry eye amongst the hundreds that 
lingered round his grave.—AYTOUN, WIL- 
LIAM EDMONDSTOUNE, 1844, The Burns 
Festival, Memoir, ed. Martin, p. 102. 

Hogg’s birthplace and his grave are but 
a few hundred yards asunder. The kirk- 
yard of Ettrick is old, but the kirk is 
recent; 1824 is inscribed over the door. 
Like most of the country churches of Scot- 
land, it is a plain fabric, plainly fitted up 
within with seats, and a plain pulpit... . 
Ettrick kirk lifts its head in this quiet 
vale with a friendly air. Itis built of the 
native adamantine rock, the whinstone; 
has a square battlemented tower; and, 
what looks singular, has, instead of Gothic 
ones, square doorways, and square, very 
tall sash windows. Hogg’s grave lies in 
the middle of the kirk-yard. At its head 
stands a rather handsome headstone, with 
a harp sculptured on a border at the top, 
and this inscription beneath it :—‘‘ James 
Hogg, the Ettrick Shepherd, who was born 
at Ettrick Hall, 1770, and died at Altrive 
Lake, the 21st day of November, 1835.’’— 
Howitt, WILLIAM, 1847, Homes and 
Haunts of the Most Eminent British Poets, 
vol. I, p. 66. 


Hogg had his joyous moods seemingly 
without any reaction of gloom; with the 
help of ‘‘the sclate,’? he composed with 
great facility,and had a dislike to correc- 
tions afterwards ; his temper was sustained 
and equable; his ambition, though stead- 
fast, was of a quiet character, and though 
baffled, as it often happened, in his pur- 
pose, he was never for a moment cast 
down. Surely there never has been any 
instance of the pursuit of literature under 
circumstances more untoward than those 
which the Shepherd so cheerfully en- 
countered. Take, for example, the dif- 
ficulties attending his first attempt at 
publication. Being appointed to the vastly 
pleasant and poetical task of driving a 
herd of cattle from Ettrick to Edinburgh 

. in the dreary month of November, 


he suddenly conceived the notion of getting 
a volume into print, but having no manu- 
script in hand, he tried during his walks 
to remember the verses, and as often as 
they recurred ran intoa shop to borrowa 
stump of pen and morsel of paper to note 
them down. In this way copy was pro- 
vided; luckily for his purpose, he found 
a good-natured printer, and an octavo 
volume, or pamphlet was produced in a 
week, with which he returned in triumph 
to the forest. —GILLIES, ROBERT PEARCE, 
1851, Memoirs of a Literary Veteran. 
There was a homely heartiness of man- 
ner about Hogg and a Doric simplicity in 
his address, which was exceedingly pre- 
possessing. He sometimes carried a little 
too far the privileges of an innocent 
rusticity, as Mr. Lockhart has not failed 
to note in his life of Scott; but,in general 
his slight deviations from etiquette were 
rather amusing than otherwise. When we 
consider the disadvantages with which he 
had to contend, it must be admitted that 
Hogg was in all respects a very remark- 
able man. In his social hours, a naivete, 
and a vanity which disarmed displeasure 
by the openness and good-humour with 
which it was avowed, played over the sur- 
face of a nature which at bottom was suf- 
ficiently shrewd and sagacious; but his 
conversational powers were by no means 
pre-eminent. He never indeed attempted 
any colloquial display, although there was 
sometimes a quaintness in his remarks, a 
glimmering of drollery, a rural freshness, 
and a tinge of poetical colouring, which 
redeemed his discourse from commonplace, 
and supplied to the consummate artist who 
took him in hand the hints out of which 
to construct a character at once original, 
extraordinary, and delightful—a charac- 
ter of which James Hogg undoubtedly 
furnished the germ, but which, as it ex- 
panded under the hands of its artificer, 
acquired a breadth,a firmness and a power 
to which the bard of Mount Benger had 
certainly no pretension.—FERRIER, JAMES 
F., 1855, Works of John Wilson, Preface. 
In the latter period of his life, when 
brought to mix with the most refined 
circles of London for a brief season, his 
ready adaptation of his manners to the com- 
pany was absolutely marvellous. Never 
forgetting, and never obtruding himself 
when urged to a display of his talents, he 
so acquitted himself as to become an 
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object of genuine admiration and interest 
to all who had the pleasure to witness 
these coruscations of genius.—JERDAN, 
WILLIAM, 1866, Men I Have Known. 


You will perhaps wonder to hear me 
assert that it was the simplicity and the 
single-heartedness —if I may so word it— 
of his character which rendered it to many 
so difficult to understand. At least so 
have lalwaysthought. Men of the world, 
I mean simply of the every-day world, 
expecting to meet with one who, a poet, 
was yet in other respects quite of their 
own cast, could not understand why it 
should turn out so far otherwise, and much 
less could they readily comprehend the 
unassuming simplicity both of manners 
and language which constituted the cause 
of anomaly. Nothing ever hurt 
his feelings so much as to hear one man 
speaking disrespectfully of another. .. 
I do not think that he was apt to entertain 
bitter or unrelenting feelings towards any 
of his fellow kind, and this is how, I sup- 
pose, not a few took unwarrantable ad- 
vantage of his good nature. Yet if dis- 
satisfied with any one he would not scruple 
to express his sentiments as opportunity 
might serve. He would not seek 
to alter your opinion, and most likely you 
have failed toalter his. There wasadeep 
and earnest stamina of mental firmness 
in him after all.—RIDDELL, HENRY Scott, 
1866, Lectures, Memorials of James Hogg, 
ed. Mrs. Garden, p. 332. 

Thirty years ago many of those whom 
I now address knew the Shepherd well. 
We remember among the things of this 
life that are worth remembering, his sturdy 


_ form, and shrewd, familiar face ; his kindly 


greetings, and his social cheer; his sum- 
mer angling, and his winter curling; his 
welcome presence at kirk and market and 
border game; and above all, we remember 
how his grey eye sparkled as he sang, in 
his own simple and unadorned fashion, 
those rustic ditties in which a manly 
vigour of sentiment was combined with 
unexpected grace, sweetness and tender- 
ness. It is now a quarter of a century 
since he ceased to be seen among us, and 
since a large assemblage of sorrowing 
friends bore him past these waters to his 
grave in Ettrick.—BeLL, HENRY GLASs- 
FORD, 1869, Address at the Unveiling of 
the Statue to Hogg at St. Mary’s Loch, 
Memorials of James Hogg, ed. Mrs. Garden. 
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In 1824 Christopher North predicted, in 
the ever memorable ‘‘Noctes,’’ that a 
monument would be erected to his honour. 
‘“My beloved Shepherd, some half-century 
hence your effigy will be seen on some 
bonnie green knowe in the Forest, with its 
honest freestone face looking across St. 
Mary’s Loch, and up towards the Gray 
Mare’s Tail, while by moonlight all your 
own fairies will weave a dance around its 
pedestal.’’ His prediction was verified 
June 28, 1860, when a handsome freestone 
statue, executed by Andrew Currie, was 
erected in the Vale of Yarrow, on the 
hillside between St. Mary’s Loch and the 
Loch of the Lowes, and immediately 
opposite to Tibby Shiel’s cottage. —WIL- 
SON, JAMES GRANT, 1876, The Poets and 
Poetry of Scotland, vol.1, p. 450. 

I likewise formed an acquaintance with 
James Hogg, the Ettrick Shepherd, and 
was amused with his blunt simplicity of 
character and good-nature. It did not 
seem as if he had the slightest veneration 
for any one more than another whom he 
addressed, no matter what was their rank 
or position ; and I could quite believe that 
he sometimes took the liberty, as isalleged 
of him,of familiarly addressing Sir Walter 
Scott as ‘‘Watty,’’ and Lady Scott as 
“‘Charlotte.’’ The Shepherd, however, 
was a genuinely good creature, and an 
agreeable acquaintance. —CHAMBERS, WIL- 
LIAM, 1882, Story of a Long and Busy 
Life, p. 46. 

Mrs. Hogg survived her husband for the 
long period of five-and-thirty years, but 
to the last day of her gentle life the recol- 
lection of the ‘‘Noctes’’ of that period 
brought back to her mind the béte noir 
that had made her pulse beat faster and 
her eye sparkle with a wife’s indignation. 
Was she wrong; or did it happen that the 
world, being wiser than she, detected the 
conceit and saw through the mask? Doing 
so they would know that the ‘‘Shepherd’”’ 
of the ‘‘Noctes’’ was, after all, but a 
creation of the wild and somewhat jovial 
fancy of Christopher North, having little 
or no real existence.—GARDEN, Mrs., 
1885, Memorials of James Hogg, p. 139. 

Hogg was essentially a kindly, generous, 
and warm-affectioned man, capable of 
attaching to himself friends of very 
opposite characters; genial in society, 
though not a copious or brilliant talker, 
and,in his own home at Eltrive and Mount 
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Benger, hospitable almost to a fault. 
Obviously, too, he was a loving and well- 
loved man in his home circle, where he 
found his best happiness. His shrewd 
views of people and things, and his quaint 
modes of expression, redolent of the 
vernacular of the Forest and tinged with 
poetry,—in a word, the singular in- 
dividuality of his character made him an 
object of interest to numerous friends and 
acquaintances all over Britain.—VEITCH, 
JOHN, 1885, Memorials of James Hogg, ed. 
Mrs. Garden, Preface, p. x. 

According to an old Border character 
who knew him in the flesh, James Hogg 
had no right to the title of Shepherd at 
all. ‘‘Though kind o’clever,’’ says this 
worthy, ‘‘he was nae shepherd, for the 
useless body let a’ his sheep get scabbed, 
and though he had his farm free from the 
Duke o’ Buccleuch, he made naething o’t, 
but was aye lettin’ his bills be overdue.’’ 
The old worthy is probably right, but we 
shall e’en tet the title pass without ques- 
tion. It is something to have the admis- 
sion that, though he was no shepherd, 
Hogg was ‘‘kind 0’ clever,’’ and that he 
wrote ‘‘several fine songs,’’ which his 
countrymen have placed on a level with 
the best lyrics of Burns himself. His 
cleverness was, indeed, of a kind that is 
very rarely met with, even in the case of 
men of the highest genius. He was 
entirely an untutored singer, an unculti- 
vated child of Nature, who certainly owed 
as much to his own industry and indomit- 
able perseverance as to the inborn talent 
which he undoubtedly possessed. —HAD- 
DEN, J. CUTHBERT, 1892, The Ettrick 
Shepherd, The Gentleman’s Magazine, vol. 
2738, p. 283. 

THE QUEEN’S WAKE 
1813 

The specimens we have already given 
(of ‘‘Kilmeny’’) will enable the reader to 
judge of the style and manner of the 
singular composition; upon the strength 
of which alone we should feel ourselves 
completely justified, in assuring the author, 
that no doubt can be entertained that he 
is a poet—in the highest acceptation of 
the name.—JEFFREY, FRANCIS LORD, 
1814, Hogg’s Queen’s Wake, Edinburgh 
Review, vol. 24, p. 167. 

“The Queen’s Wake’’ is a garland of 
fair forest-flowers, bound with a band of 
rushes from the moor. It is not a poem, 
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—not it; nor was it intended to be so; 
you might as well call a bright boquet of 
flowers a flower, which, by-the-by, we do 
in Scotland. Some of the ballads are very 
beautiful; one or two even splendid; most 
of them spirited; and the worst far better 
than the best that ever was written by 
any bard in danger of being a blockhead. 
“‘Kilmeny” alone places our (ay, our) Shep- 
herd among the Undying Ones.— WILSON, 
JOHN, 1831, Christopher North’s Recrea- 
tions: An Hour’s Talk about Poetry. 


The poem is unequal, and it could not 
well be otherwise; it consists of the songs 
of many minstrels in honour of Queen 
Mary, united together by a sort of recita- 
tive, very rambling, amusing, and charac- 
teristic. Some of the strains of the con- 
tending Bards are of the highest order, 
both of conception and execution; the 
Abbot of Eye has great ease, vigour, and 
harmony, and the story of the Fair 
Kilmeny, for true simplicity, exquisite 
loveliness, and graceful and original fancy, 
cannot be matched in the whole compass 
of British song.—CUNNINGHAM, ALLAN, 
1833, Biographical and Critical History 
of the Literature of the Last Fifty Years. 


“‘*Kilmeny’’ has been the theme of uni- 
versal admiration, and deservedly so, for it 
is what Wharton would have denominated 
‘pure poetry.”’ It is, for the most part, 
the glorious emanation of a sublime fancy 
—the spontaneous sprouting forth of 
amaranthine flowers of sentiment—the 
bubbling out and welling over of inspira- 
tion’s fountain.—Morr, D. M., 1851-52, 
Poetical Literature of the Past Half-Century. 


After a few hits and misses in various 
departments of literature, he succeeded 
in striking the right chord in ‘‘The Queen’s 
Wake,’’ which was published in 1813. 
This stamped Hogg as, after Burns 
(proximus sed longo intervallo) the greatest 
poet that had ever sprung from the bosom 
of the people. It became at once, and 
deservedly, popular.—FERRIER, JAMES F., 
1855, Works of John Wilson, Preface. 


Full of beautiful things. —VicroriA, 
QUEEN, 1871, Diary, Aug. 15. 

That one so ignorant as he should have 
written it excited the wonder of all who 
knew him, and gave it a distinction which 
readers of to-day fail to find init. It was 
remarkable as the work of an unlettered 
man, but not so remarkable, all things 
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considered, as a work of the period when 
it appeared.—Sropparp, RICHARD HENRY, 
1892, Under the Eveniug Lamp, p. 68. 

His songs will not bear comparison with 
the best of his master’s, and as a poet 
generally he takes much lower rank ; some, 
indeed, in our day denying him all poetic 
rank whatever; but, without instituting 
comparisons where none are necessary, the 
reader may enjoy ‘‘the Witch of Fife’’ as 
an example of Northern wit and humour, 
well worthy of a place in any collection of 
humorous poetry. ‘‘The Queen’s Wake,”’ 
in which it appears, was first published in 
1813, and became an immediate success. 
Its author was a born balladist, and the 
form of this effort exactly suited his 
powers. In the result he produced a work 
which can hardly fail to give him a per- 
manent place in literature.—MILEs, AL- 
FRED H., 1894, The Poets and the Poetry 
of the Century, Humour, Society, Parody 
and Occasional Verse, p 78. 

There is a balance-sheet of the transac- 
tion between Goldie and Hogg enclosed 
with these old letters—by which it appears 
that Hogg received for the slim volume of 
poetry no less a sum than £245, a reward 
which a minor poet in our own day would 
certainly think no unsubstantial one.— 
OLLIPHANT, MARGARET O. W., 1897, Wil- 
liam Blackwood and His Sons, vol.1, p. 36. 

: GENERAL 

Unlike those puny productions of pas- 
toral bards, which the injudicious flat- 
tery of admirers, incompetent to form a 
judgment, has so often obtruded on the 
public, his compositions many bear com- 
parison with many of the happiest flights 
of the more cultivated geniuses of this 
truly poetic age. In almost every style 
of verse which he has attempted, and there 
are few which he has left untried, he has 
succeeded.—RYAN, RICHARD, 1826, Poetry 
and Poets, vol. 1, p. 240. 

Who is there that has not heard of the 
Ettrick Shepherd—of him whose inspira- 
tion descended as lightly as the breeze 
that blows along the mountain-side—who 
saw, amongst the lonely and sequestered 
glens of the south, from eyelids touched 
with fairy ointment, such visions as are 
vouchsafed to the minstrel alone—the 
dream of sweet Kilmeny, too spiritual for 
the taint of earth? Ishall not attempt 
any comparison—for I am not here to 
criticise—between his genius and that of 
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other men, on whom God in His bounty 
has bestowed the great and the marvellous 
gift. The songs and the poetry of the 
Shepherd are now the nation’s own, as 
indeed they long have been ; and amidst the 
ministrelsy of the choir who have made 
the name of Scotland and her peasantry 
familiar throughout the wide reach of 
the habitable world, the clear wild notes 
of the forest will forever be heard to 
ring.—AYTOUN, WILLIAM EDMONDSTOUNE, 
1844, The Burns Festival, Memoir, ed. 
Martin, p. 102. 

A man of stubborn and graceful imagina- 
tion—of unscrupulous manners and deli- 
cate sentiment ; a man who taught himself 
to write with such labour, that he began 
his task by taking off his coat and waist- 
coat, but who produced his songs with 
such facility, that they seem to have pre- 
sented themselves to him like a group of 
sun-touches on the prominences of his 
native valleys and hillsides. His life was 
one of painful vicissitudes, from his want 
of prudence, and of knowledge of the 
world.—MARTINEAU, HARRIET, 1849, A 
History of the Thirty Years’ Peace, A. D. 
1815-1846, p. 76. 

All the verses of Hogg exhibit that kind 
of imaginative awe which lives on the 
fruit and food yielded by Superstition. 
His images from Nature are all surrounded 
with the beings of another day: what an 
array of fairies, witches, bogies, ghosts, 
we have! Heseemsto transport his mind 
back to the time when every object in 
Nature was the home, and beneath the 
guardianship of some spiritual being ; when 
there was a spirit in every dingle, and the 
muttering of some potent power in every 
gale; when Superstition was privileged to 
erect her gibbets, and kindle her fires in 
every village and town. . . . His eye 
had beheld, his soul had sported, in all the 
strange amplitude of nature’s vast bound- 
less theatre. Whatever else he felt, the 
soul of the forest was strong within him; 
he wrote beneath the glare of its lightnings, 
and the gleam of its sunsets and sunrisings. 
The roar of its woods and waters was for- 
ever sounding on his ear; thesnatches of 
old songs, the carol and the lilt of old 
wild lyrics, these were the pages of the 
book whence he gathered his ideas.— 
Hoop, Epwin Paxton, 1859-70, The 
Peerage of Poverty, pp. 338, 339. 

Halleck ever held James Hogg in high 
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estimation as a poet, and he once told me 
that few poems had afforded him so much 
delight as ‘‘The Queen’s Wake.’’ He 
deemed the Shepherd’s lines, written for 
the famous Buccleugh Border celebration, 
much superior to Sir Walter Scott’s.— 
WILSON, JAMES GRANT, 1869, Life and 
Letters of Fitz-Greene Halleck, p. 255. 


No Scottish poet has dealt with the 
power and the realm of Fairy more vividly 
and impressively than the Bard of Ettrick. 
He caught up several of the floating tradi- 
tions which actually localised the fairy 
doings, and this, as he haunted the hills 
and moors where they were said to have 
taken place, brought the old legend home 
to his every day life andfeeling. He was 
thus led to an accurate observation and 
description of the reputed scenes of the 
story, and of the haunts of the Fairies. 
These had received only bare mention in 
the tradition itself, and little more than 
this even when they had been put into 
verse in the older time. But all these 
spots he knew well; many of them were 
the daily round of the shepherd and his 
collie. The legends he had learned thus 
acquired something of the reality which 
he felt. Hence Hogeg’s poems of Fairy 
are remarkable for the fulness, the rich- 
ness, and the accuracy of the description 
of the country—of hill, glen, and moor.— 
VEITCH, JOHN, 1878, The History and 
Poetry of the Scottish Border, p. 358. 

Hogg wrote certain short poems, the 
beauty of which in their kind Sir Walter 
himself never approached. — HUTTON, 
RICHARD Hout, 1879, Sir Walter Scott 
(English Men of Letters), p. 67. 

The combination of rough humour with 
sweetness of purity and sentiment is by no 
means rare; but Hogg is one of the most 
eminent examples of it; all the more 
striking that both qualities were in him 
strongly acccentuated by his demanstra- 
tive temperament. His humour often de- 
generates into deliberate loutishness, 
affected oddity; and his tenderness of 
fancy sometimes approaches ‘‘childish- 
ness,’’ or, as the Scotch call it, ‘‘bairn- 
liness.’’ But with all his extravagances, 
there is a marked individuality in the 
Shepherd’s songs and poems; he was a 
singer by genuine impulse, and there was 
an open-air freshness in his note. —MINTO, 
WILLIAM, 1880, The English Poets, ed. 
Ward, vol. Iv, p. 227. 
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The moving tales and strange legends 
from the fertile pen of the Shepherd, for 
generations to come, will help innocently 
to entertain the fancy of many an honest 
cottar’s fireside in the long winter nights ; 
while the strange unearthly weirdness of 
his ‘‘Fife Witch’s’’ nocturnal ride, and 
the spiritual sweetness of his ‘‘Bonnie 
Kilmeny,’’ will secure their author a high 
place among the classical masters of 
imaginative narrative in British literature ; 
but his appearance on the field of narrative 
poetry in the same age with the more rich 
and powerful genius of Scott, was un- 
favourable to his asserting a permanent 
position as a poetical story-teller. It is 
as a song-writer, therefore, that he is 
likely to remain best known to the general 
public; for, though in this department he 
has no pretensions to the wealth or the 
power or the fire of Burns, he has pre- 
vailed to strike out a few strains of no 
common excellence, that have touched a 
chord-in the popular heart and found an 
echo in the public ear: and this, indeed, 
is the special boast of good popular 
songs, that they are carried about as 
jewels and as charms in the breast of every 
man that has a heart, while intellectual 
works of a more imposing magnitude, like 
palatial castles, are seen only by the few 
who purposely go to see them or accident- 
ally pass by them. Small songs are the 
circulating medium of the people. The 
big bullion lies in the bank.—BLAckIn, 
JOHN STUART, 1889, Scottish Song, p. 45. 


Hogg deserved the approbation he re- 
ceived from his distinguished compeers. 
Scott probably understood him best, and 
invariably advised him well,receiving him 
heartily after a period of alienation owing 
to the ‘‘Poetic Mirror,’’ and acting as 
peacemaker when Hogg became exasper- 
ated with Blackwood and the magazine. 
Wilson had a real and deep affection for the 
Kttrick Shepherd, as the idealism of the 
““Noctes’’ shows, and it is to be regretted 
that he did not write Hoge’s biography, as 
at one time he intended. Southey’s honest 
outspoken criticism and commendation 
were as heartily received by Hogg as they 
were given, and Wordsworth’s memorial 
tribute strikes a true note of appreciation 
in crediting him with a ‘‘mighty min- 
strelsy.’”,—BAYNE, THOMAS, 1891, Dic- 
etd of National Biography, vol. xxv, 
p. ‘ 


HOGG—COBBETT 


What Hogg was up to this time he re- 
mained to the end of his days. A man 
with a poetic gift—one may almost say 
with a certain literary gift—but with no 
skill in literature. He was ignorant and 
confident—ignorant of the world and its 
ways, and confident of himself and what 
he could do. If Scott could write metrical 
romances, he could; if the author of 
““Waverley’’ could write stories, he could; 
whatever anybody could do, he could 
do.—STODDARD, RICHARD HENRY, 1892, 
Under the Evening Lamp, p. 75. 


Though the Shepherd’s popularity 
among his countrymen has been wide and 
promises to be enduring, his work has 
received less attention than it merits at the 
hands of the literary critic. Much that 
he wrote is of little or no worth; his long 
ambitious tales in verse, ‘‘Queen Hynde, ”’ 
‘*Madoc of the Moor,’’ and ‘‘The Pilgrims 
of the Sun,’’ have fallen into the limbo of 
the unread, and for them there is no res- 
urrection. His defects are glaring; he 
is often affected and over-ambitious; he 
uses words with a pedantic ineptitude, a 
comic infelicity which it would be hard to 
parallel in the works of any writer of 
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corresponding genius. Compare him, not 
to Burns or Scott—which would be gro- 
tesquely unjust—but to such a minor 
singer as Tannahill, and you find that the 
verses of the west-country weaver have 
a depth of feeling, a glow and tremor of 
lyric passion, which moves you as you are 
never- moved by aught that Hogg has 
written. But he was a most musical song- 
writer and a master of the ballad; he had 
a gift of humour both playful and grimly 
fantastic ; and in one sphere of work he has 
hardly been excelled. —WHYTE, WALTER, 
1891, The Poets and the Poetry of the Cen- 
tury, Crabbe to Coleridge, ed. Miles, p. 177. 

Hogg’s notes [Edition of Burns] are 
more amusing than instructive. Some 
notes were counted so personal or so im- 
proper that alternative leaves were sup- 
plied for substitution in binding.—HEN- 
LEY, WILLIAM ERNEST, AND HENDERSON, 
THOMAS F., 1896, ed., The Poetry of Rob- 
ert Burns, vol. Ul, p. 288, note. 

If Leyden surpassed Scott in versatility 
of intellect, James Hogg, with all his gro- 
tesque eccentricities, surpassed him in 
ultimate poetical quality.—HERFoRD, C. 
H., 1897, The Age of Wordsworth, p. 195. 


Willam Cobbett 
1762-1835 


Born at Farnham, Surrey, England, March 9, 1762: died near Farnham, June 18, 
1835. A noted English political writer. He was the son of a peasant, obtained a 
meager education, enlisted in the army about 1788, obtained his discharge about 1791, 
and in 1792 emigrated to America. From 1797 to 1799 he published at Philadelphia 
“Porcupine’s Gazette,” a Federalist daily newspaper. He returned to England in 1800. 
In January, 1802, he began at London the publication of ‘‘Cobbett’s Weekly Political 
Register,’’ which, with trifling interruptions, was continued until his death ; and in 1803 
began to publish the ‘‘Parliamentary Debates,’’ which in 1812 passed into the hands of 
T. C. Hansard. Heat first supported the government, but about 1804 joined the opposi- 
tion, with the result that he was several times fined for libel, and in 1810 sentenced to 
imprisonment for two years. He was elected to Parliament as member for Oldham in 
1832, and again in 1834. Author of ‘‘Porcupine’s Works’’ (1801-02), ‘‘A Grammar 
of the English Language’’ (1818), a grammar anda dictionary of the French language, 
“Cottage Economy’’ (1821), ‘‘The Emigrant’s Guide’’ (1828), ‘‘ Advice to Young Men 
and, incidentally, to Young Women’’ (1880), etc.—SmiTH, BENJAMIN E., ed. 1894-97, 
The Century Cyclopedia of Names, p. 262. 


PERSONAL 


I had this day as a visitor one of the 
most distinguished literary and political 
characters which ever adorned this or any 
other country, namely Mr. William Cobbett. 
- Mr. Cobbett is now in his sixty- 
seventh year. He is above six feet high, 
stout made, of a plump, ruddy countenance, 


and has a most winning and engaging 
smile. His hair is as white as the driven 
snow. His whole appearance is of the 
most engaging and gentlemanly kind. He 
is a singularly abstemious and temperate 
man; never eating anything after dinner, 
with the exception of a little bread to his 
tea. He avoids spirits, wine, ale, porter. 
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His dislike to all these things is so great 
that he will not sit down in a room where 
they are used. His common drink is a 
little skim milk. He goes to bed at eight 
or nine o’clock, and rises by four or five 
in the morning. —BLAKEY, RoBERT, 1882, 
Memoirs, pp. 68, 70. 

He presented himself before an im- 
patient house, filled from floor to ceiling, 
which rose to greet him in a tumultuous 
rapture. His appearance is highly favour- 
able; his ease, tact, and self-possession, 
are unrivalled. He was neither over- 
powered nor taken by surprise with these 
demonstrations of the Modern Athenians, 
but received them allas matter of course, 
which came alittle in the way of proceed- 
ing to business. Mr. Cobbett is still of 
stately stature, and must, in youth, have 
been tall. He must then in physiognomy, 
person, and bearing, have been a fine 
specimen of the true Saxon breed, — 

The eyes of azure, and the locks of brown, 
And the blunt speech, that bursts without a 

pause, 
And free-born thoughts, which league the 

soldier with the laws. 
As, with the ‘‘Ciceronian suavity’’ he had 
promised to assume, he presented himself 
before the ‘‘critical audience of Kdin- 
burgh,’’ he looked like an old English 
gentleman 

Of the good olden time— 

a hearty Essex or Hampshire squire, of 
the fourth magnitude, whose woods are 
flourishing, and his paternal acres un- 
mortgaged, dressed for a dinner of some 
ceremony, in a coat of the best Saxon 
blue broadcloth, with its full complement 
of gilt buttons, and an ample white waist- 
coat, with flowing skirts. His thin, white 
hairs, and high forehead—the humour 
lurking in the eye, and playing about the 
lips, betokened something more than the 
squire in his gala-suit; still he altogether 
was of this respectable and responsible 
kind. His voice is low-toned, clear, and 
flexible; and so skillfully modulated, that 
not an aspiration was lost of his nervous, 
fluent, unhesitating, and perfectly correct 
discourse. —ANON, 18382, Cobbett in Edin- 
burgh, Tait?’s Edinburgh Magazine, vol. 2, 
p. 236. 

Mr. Cobbett, in personal stature, was 
tall and athletic. I should think he could 
not have been less than six feet, while his 
breadth was proportionally great. He 
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was, indeed, one of the stoutest men in the 
house. I have said there was a tendency 
to corpulency about him. His hair was 
of amilk-white colour, and his complexion 
ruddy. His features were not strongly 
marked. What struck you most about his 
face was his small, sparkling, laughing 
eyes. When disposed to be humorous 
himself, you had only to look at his eyes 
and you were sure to sympathise in his 
merriment. When not speaking, the ex- 
pression of his eyes and his countenance 
was very different. He was one of the 
most striking refutations of the principles 
of Lavater I ever witnessed. Never were 
the books of any man more completely at 
variance with his character. There was 
something so dull and heavy about his 
whole appearance, that any one who did 
not know him, would at once have set him 
down for some country clodpole—to use a 
favourite expression of his own—who not 
only never read a book, or had asingle idea 
in his head, but who was a mere mass of 
mortality, without a particle of sensibility 
of any kindin hiscomposition. He usually 
sat with one leg over the other, his head 
slightly drooping, as if sleeping, on his 
breast, and his hat down almost to his 
eyes.—GRANT, JAMES, 1835, Random 
Recollections of the House of Commons from 
the Year 1830 to the Close of 1885, p. 198. 

O bear him where the rain can fall, 

And where the winds can blow; 

And let the sun weep o’er his pall 

As to the grave ye go! 

And in some little lone churchyard, 

Beside the growing corn, 

Lay gentle Nature’s stern prose bard, 

Her mightiest peasant-born. 

Yes! let the wild-flower wed his grave, 

That bees may murmur near, 

When o’er his last home bend the brave, 

And say—‘‘A man lies here!”’ 

For Britons honor Cobbett’s name, 

Though rashly oft he spoke; 

And none can scorn, and few will blame 

The low-laid heart of oak. 

See, o’er his prostrate branches, see! 

E’en factious hate consents 

To reverence, in the fallen tree, 

His British lineaments. 

—ELLIOTT, EBENEZER, 1835, Elegy on Wil- 
liam Cobbett. 

Cobbett was not only an example of self- 
instruction, but of public teaching. He 
said, on some occasion, many years ago, 
“Tt is certain that I have been the great 
enlightener of the people of England;’’ 


-lately started upon. 
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and so he was. The newspapers have not, 
that we are aware, adverted to our deepest 
obligation to him. He was the inventor 
of Twopenny Tracts. Let the title be in- 
scribed on his monument. The infamous 
Six Acts, although they suspend the ma- 
chinery for awhile of cheap political pub- 
lications, could not undo what had been 
done, nor avert its great immediate, and 
far greater eventual utility. If only for 
that good work, honoured be the memory 
of old Cobbett.—Fox, W. J., 1835, 
Monthly Repository, p. 487. 

A labourer’s son, ’mid squires and lords 

Strong on his own stout legs he stood, 

Well-armed in bold and trenchant wit; 

And well they learned that tempted it, 

That his was English blood. 

And every wound his victim felt 

Had in his eyes a separate charm ; 

Yet, better than successful strife 

He loved the memory of his life, 

In boyhood, on the farm. 

—LUSHINGTON, Henry, 1838-48, Cobbett ; 
or A Rural Ride. 

With two or three qualities more, Cob- 
bett would have been a very great man in 
the world; as it was, he made a great 
noise in it. . . . The immediate cause of 
his death was water on the chest. He 
was buried, according to his own desire, 
in a simple manner in the churchyard of 
Farnham, in the same mould as that in 
which his father and grandfather had been 
laid before him. Hisdeath struck people 
with surprise, for few could remember the 
commencement of his course, and there 
had seemed in it no middle and no decline; 
for though he went down to the grave an 
old man, he was young in the path he had 
He left a gap in the 
public mind which no one else could fill or 
attempt to fill up, for his loss was not 
merely that of a man, but of a habit—of 
a dose of strong drink which all of us had 
been taking for years, most of us during 
our lives, and which it was impossible for 
any one again to concoct so strongly, so 
strangely, with so much spice and flavour, 
or with such a variety of ingredients. And 
there was this peculiarity in the general 
regret—it extended to all persons. —BUL- 
WER, SiR Henry Lytton, 1867, Histor- 
ical Characters, vol. 1, pp. 101, 178. 

Cobhett rose, under singular difficulties, 
many of which were of his own creation, 
from the condition of a farmer’s boy to that 
of amember of the British Parliament. .. . 
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Cobbett’s marriage was eminently charac- 
teristic. When he was in New Brunswick, 
he saw, on an early December morning, a 
girl, not more than thirteen years of age, 
scrubbing a washtub in the snow. She 
was the daughter of a soldier, a serjeant- 
major like Cobbett himself. He resolved 
to marry her in due time. It seems that 
his project was favoured by the girl’s 
father. Three or four years after he made 
this resolve, the parents of the girl were 
ordered back to Woolwich. Cobbett, 
thinking the risks of a residence in this 
town were neither few nor slight, recom- 
mended her to take up her residence with 
some decent people who would board her; 
and to meet this expense he handed her 
over all his savings, amounting to 150 
guineas. They then parted for three or 
four years. When he returned to Eng- 
land, he found her engaged as a maid-of- 
all-work ina family. She returned him 
his 150 guineas unbroken, and in a few 
weeks they were married. — ROGERS, 
JAMES E. THOROLD, 1869, Historical 
Gleanings, First Series, vol. 1, pp. 160,161. 


Much of Cobbett’s wonderful staying- 
power lay in his splendid mental and 
physical health. Anactive and temperate 
existence, in which nothing was allowed 
to run to waste, warded off the approaches 
of senility. Excepting only a tumour 
which gave some trouble for a few months 
during 1824, he had known nothing of ill- 
ness; beyond those trifling matters to 
which even the best constitutions are liable 
under givencircumstances. After reach- 
ing his three score-and-ten, he could still 
boast of riding over the country with the 
youngest; or doing a day’s work against 
any one of his labourers. This was an 
astonishingly active, fully-worked life; in 
which nothing of the morbid could possibly 
find entrance. An early riser, and no 
lingerer at meals, Cobbett never confessed 
to having any leisure time. Social pleas- 
ures, as such, would seem to have been 
almost unheeded, if not despised. Yethis 
hospitality was unbounded, and overflowing 
with good nature; and he was always at 
the service of persons who applied to him 
for advice, or, even, of those nondescript 
individuals who would claim the privileges 
of half-acquaintanceship, and call upon 
him to indulge a sort of curiosity.— 
SmitH, Epwarp, 1878, William Cobbett: 
A Biography, vol. u, p. 299. 
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The round, rosy, rather heavy face, the 
flaxen hair, the powerful and thick-set 
frame, the general air of hearty animal 
vigor, —all bespeak his nationality; and 
mind and character corresponded to the 
body which inclosed them. In every in- 
cident of Cobbett’s life, the sturdy, stub- 
born persistence, the love of home and in- 
dependence, the delight in fighting for 
fighting’s sake, and the utter incapacity to 
recognize defeat,—all of which mark the 
Anglo-Saxon,—come out with wonderful 
clearness, and form a combination of 
qualities for which one may look in vain 
among other nations.—LopGE, HENRY 
CaBot, 1880-84, Studies in History, p. 1138. 


He made but a poor figure in the House ; 
had not a scintillation of eloquence, and 
his manner was brusque almost to coarse- 
ness. The rudeness that is so often mis- 
taken for independence never at any time 
“‘told’’ there, where the greatest and the 
humblest are certain to find their true 
level; and-if there be any who recall him 
to memory, with a faint idea that they 
may accord to it respect, it will not be as 
seated on the Opposition bench of the 
House of Commons. Though he spoke 
often, he never made what might have 
been called ‘‘a speech.’’ He seemed 
always on guard lest he might commit him- 
self; indeed, in the House he never seemed 
at home, and was by no means the virtuous 
contemner of his superiors he was ex- 
pected to have been; few who listened to 
him would have thought they heard the 
author of much envenomed bitterness—the 
quality that so continually characterized 
his written words.—HALL, SAMUEL CAR- 
TER, 1883, Retrospect of a Long Life, 
p. 137. 

GENERAL 

Have you seen Cobbett’s last number? 
It is the most plausible and the best written 
of anything I have seen from his pen, and 
apparently written in a less fiendish spirit 
than the average of his weekly effusions. 
The self-complacency with which he 
assumes to himself exclusively, truths 
which he can call his own only as a horse- 
stealer can appropriate a stolen horse, by 
adding mutilation and deformities to 
robbery, is as artful as it is amusing.— 
COLERIDGE, SAMUEL TAYLOR, 1819, Table 
Talk, ed. Ashe, Dec. 13, p. 308. 


This [‘‘Cottage Economy’’] is an ex- 
cellent little book—written not only with 
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admirable clearness and good sense, but 
in a very earnest and entertaining manner 
—and abounding with kind and good feel- 
ings, as well as with most valuable informa- 
tion: And as we have never scrupled 
openly to express our disapprobation of 
Mr. Cobbett’s conduct and writings, when 
we thought him in the wrong, we shall 
scarcely be suspected of partiality in the 
gratitude we now profess to him, and the 
endeavour we make to asssist his exertions 
for the benefit of by far the most numerous 
and important part of society—the labour- 
ing classes.—JEFFREY, FRANCIS LoRD, 
1823, Cobbet?s Cottage Economy, Edin- 
burgh Review, vol. 38, p. 105. 


People have about as substantial an idea 
of Cobbett as they have of Cribb. His 
blows are as hard,and he himself is as im- 
penetrable. One has no notion of him as 
making use of a fine pen, but a great 
mutton-fist ; his style stuns his readers, 
and he ‘‘fillips the ear of the public with 
a three-man beetle.”’ He is one 
of those writers who can never tire us— 
not evenof himself; and the reason is, he 
is always ‘‘full of matter.’’ He never 
runs to lees, never gives us the vapid leav- 
ings of himself, is never ‘‘weary, stale and 
unprofitable,” but always settingout afresh 
on his journey, clearing away some old 
nuisance, and turning up new mould. His 
egotism is delightful, for there is no 
affectation in it. He does not talk of 
himself for lack of something to write 
about, but because some circumstance that 
has happened to himself is the best 
possible illustration of the subject, and he 
is not the man to shrink from giving the 
best possible illustration of the subject 
from a squeamish delicacy. He likes both 
himself and his subject too well. cae 
He throws his head into his adversary’s 
stomach, and takes away from him all in- 
clination for the fight, hits fair or foul, 
strikes at every thing, and as you come 
up to his aid or stand ready to pursue his 
advantage, trips up your heels or lays you 
sprawling, and pummels you when down 
as much to his heart’s content as ever the 
Yanguesian carriers belaboured Rosinante 
with their pack-staves. “He has the back- 
trick simply the best of any man in Illyria.” 
He pays off both scores of old friendship 
and new-acquired enmity in a breath, 
in one perpetual volley, one raking fire 
of ‘‘arrowy sleet’’ shot from his pen. 
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However his own reputation or the cause 
may suffer in consequence, he cares not 
one pin about that, so that he disables all 
who oppose or who pretend to help him. 
—HAZLITT, WILLIAM, 1825, The Spirit of 
the Age, pp. 219, 221, 223. 

I am reading Cobbett’s work on garden- 
ing, and it makes me long for a plot to 
sow endive and cauliflower in. I am not 
yet come to his remarks on flower-garden- 
ing, but I expect that it will be more dis- 
quieting than the cabbage and salad dis- 
pensation. What a clever writer he is! 
Whatever his faults may be asa politician, 
he has true genius, and that he shows by 
the extraordinary interest he gives to 
common subjects. —Howirt, Mary, 1882, 
Letter to Sister Anna, Feb. 4; Autobiog- 
raphy, ed. her Daughter, vol. 1, p. 229. 

This author did not in any way advance 
the practice of agriculture, either by pre- 
cept or example; but he adorned the parts 
that have been mentioned, by his homely 
knowledge of the art, and most agreeable 
delineation. He did not grasp the art as 
a comprehensive whole, nor did he aspire 
to the higher branches, among which to 
indulge a lofty seat of view and ideal ele- 
vation. —DONALDSON, JOHN, 1854, Agri- 
cultural Biography. 

' It would be well worth the while of some 
competent editor to form aselection from 
Cobbett’s multifarious writings. Since 
Swift, from whom he derived his style, 
there has been no more remarkable writer 
of terse, idiomatic English, and especially 
of the language of vituperation. When 
he was seeking work in Kew Gardens, at 
ten years old, he slept under a haystack, 
reading the ‘‘Tale of a Tub’’ as long as 
daylightlasted. His mind was not reserved 
or thoughtful enough to appropriate the 
irony of his great master; but in the 
“‘Political Register’’ there are lampoons 
as bitter,and almost as forcible and witty, 
as those of Swift himself. In his miscel- 
laneous writings, such as his ‘‘English 
Grammar,’’ Cobbett always digresses, 
from time to time, into gratuitous attacks 
on the multitudinous objects of his indig- 
natiun. In the ‘‘Rural Rides,’’ 
which are perhaps the most peaceable and 
pleasant of his works, he interrupts a re- 
ceipt for curing bacon, by an exhortation 
to the farmer’s wife, not to let the 
Methodist preacher wheedle her out of a 
rasher when her husband is from home. 


In his writings, with all their faults, there 
is unfailing vigour, and a total absence of 
the maudlin sentimentality which dis- 
graces, in the present day, the degenerate 
literature of agitation and discontent.— 
VENABLES, GEORGE STOVIN, 1859, Mac- 
millun’s Magazine, vol. 1, p. 41. 

As a political writer Cobbett, who 
occupied a first place in the criticism of 
current politics for more than forty years, 
had fewrivals. He was a great master of 
that homely, idiomatic English, which is 
persuasive by its very plainness and lack 
of ornament, and which is exhibited in its 
perfection by another farmer’s son— 
another politician, but also a statesman of 
the highest and noblest type.—RocmErs, 
JAMES E. THOROLD, 1869, Historical 
Gleanings, First Series, vol. 1, p. 176. 

Had he full scholastic instruction, and 
the benefit of extensive reading, his abili- 
ties, cultivated and improved, might have 
placed his name with many of the highest 
in literature. As it was, his boldness 
wanted knowledge and judgment to control 
it; he was ignorant of much that the most 
ordinary writers ought to understand; he 
had no proper conception of the estimate 
in which the giants of literature are to be 
held. He pronounced it easy to imitate 
Shakspeare because the public had been 
partially deluded for a while by Ireland’s 
“Vortigern;’’ and easy to copy Milton, 
because any one could make angels and 
devils fight like men. Having sense to 
see the vanity of pretending to be what 
he was not, he affected to decry what he 
did not possess; and yet, though he pro- 
claimed his contempt for the learned lan- 
guages as useless, he would fain have had 
his public think that he was not altogether 
ignorant of them, as was shown by his 
writing always per centum, and introducing 
now and then a Latin expression... . 
In the style in which he set forthhis 
declarations, however extravagant, there 
was sure to be something attractive; 
whatever he supported or assailed, his 
readers would never fail to find something 
to interest or amuse them.—WATSON, 
JOHN SELBY, 1870, Biographies of John 
Wilkes and William Cobbett, pp. 397, 399. 

He was a great master of clear and 
forcible idiomatic English. His ‘‘Rural 
Rides’’ expounds the homely aspects of 
English scenery with much picturesque- 
ness and graphic neatness of touch. In 
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his political diatribes he indulged in a 
licence of invective and abuse almost in- 
credible to newspaper readers of this 
generation, although it was not so much 
above the ordinary heat of his time.— 
Minto, WILLIAM, 1872-80, Manual of 
English Prose Literature, p. 517. 


He was the comet of the literary hemis- 
phere, dazzling the world with his bril- 
liancy, perplexing it with his eccentricity, 
and alarming it with his apparent inflam- 
mability.—WALPOLE, SPENCER, 1878, A 
History of England from the Conclusion of 
the Great War in 1815, vol. 1, p. 391. 

As a writer Cobbett belongs to the 
school of Swift, for whose ‘‘Tale of a Tub’’ 
he sacrificed his supper ; but he is far from 
being Swift’s equal, for the Dean was a 
great genius and Cobbett was not. The 
pupil has neither the refinements of style 
nor the keenness of satire for which the 
master is still preéminent. But Cobbett 
possessed in umple measure Swift’s sim- 
plicity of diction and strength of phrase, 
and he used pure Saxton to an extent and 
with a power which is well worth study at 
the present day.—LopGE, HENRY CABOT, 
1880-84, Studies in History, p. 181. 

Even his long expositions of past 
quarrels, and spiteful, personal attacks 
upon men dead and forgotten, have a 
certain interest, so living is the narrative, 
full of hot impulse and feeling, and bound- 
less graphic detail. And in the foreground 
of everything he writes, the centre of 
all, is always that lively, amusing, hot- 
headed, wrong-headed self, a being inac- 
cessible to reason, swayed by sudden im- 
pulses, by rapid mistaken impressions, by 
side gleams of confused reflection and dis- 
torted perspective so far as concerned the 
great public affairs into which he rashly 
threw himself without training for the 
work or understanding of its real bearings. 
But when we turn to the other side of his 
character, and find him in scenes which he 
thoroughly understands, in the fresh rural 
landscapes, and humble thrifty houses, 
and village economics among which he 
was bred, he is a very different person. 
Occasionally we come to a bit of fine ob- 
servation of nature which would not have 
misbecome White of Selborne: and his 
pictures of home-scenery are often as 
touching and real in English sweetness 
and homely subdued beauty as if they had 
come from the hands of Gainsborough or 
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Constable. —OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. W., 
1882, Literary History of England, X VILII- 
XIX Century, vol. u, p. 302. 

We believe him to be the most volumi- 
nous writer in our language, with the ex- 
ception—if, indeed, he be an exception— 
of William Prynne; and we would take 
this opportunity of saying that if any one 
would know of what our language is cap- 
able, then let him study the writings of 
William Cobbett.—Hoop, E. PAXTON, 
1884, William Cobbett, The Leisure Hour, 
vol. 33, p. 696. 

Were the well-meaning persons to have 
their way who long for the establishment 
of an English Academy, one wonders what 
would be the attitude of such an august 
body towards a writer like Cobbett. And 
yet his claim to rank as a classic admits, 
Isuppose, of little question. The position 
he holds among the immortals he has 
taken, as it were, by storm; and what no 
favour of literary clique helped to gain, 
no passing whim of favour can take away. 
“ Of the merits of Cobbett’s style 
there can be no question. In his moods 
of most frantic violence, dancing a war- 
dance around Lord Castlereagh’s dead 
body, or covering with the foulest abuse 
the honoured name of Burke, the manner 
of his writing never lacks in skill. We 
may not approve the music it gives forth, 
but we cannot but allow that the pipe is 
never out of tune. Nor is the secret of 
the merits of his style far to seek. Of 
none other does the saying of Buffon hold 
more profoundly true that “le style c’est 
Vhomme.” His very weaknesses as a man 
lent strength to his writing. Because he 
was obstinate, narrow-minded, and could 
see only the one side of a question, there- 
fore his sight had nothing to distract it 
from seeing what he did see with perfect 
distinctness, and from describing that 
with perfect accuracy. It is surely no 
mere coincidence that in our times a 
similar intellectual harvest, and that the 
greatest of living English orators recalls 
in his obstinacy and in his self-sufficiency, 
no less than by the spell of his eloquence, 
the memory of Cobbett.—Ecrrton, Hucu 
E., 1885, A Scarce Book, The National 
Review, vol. 5, p. 4138. 

As a writer of pure English, Cobbett 
stands out almost unrivalled,and hundreds 
of passages might be quoted from his 
writings which are masterpieces of diction. 
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He did not draw his illustrations from the 
fantasies of a perplexed brain, but from 
that nature which is always ready to re- 
veal her secrets to those who love: her. 
You will find his descriptions of scenery 
as true as those of Sir Walter Scott, and 
flowers and trees and coppices and wolds 
and woodlands and the birds and beasts 
that belong to them, are all put in their 
proper places. His word-paintings savour 
sometimes of almost an excessive realism. 
—GASKELL, CHARLES MILNES, 1886, Wil- 
liam Cobbett, The Nineteenth Century, vol. 
TOD 250+ 

Nobody now would say of him as William 
Hazlitt said, under the more direct in- 
fluence of his personal energy and power, 
that ‘‘he might be said to have the clever- 
ness of Swift, the naturalness of Defoe, 
and the picturesque satirical description 
of Mandeville.’’ He was perhaps as strong 
a man as Bernard Mandeville; but he had 
the cleverness of Swift without the genius, 
and Defoe’s naturalness without the im- 
agination that enabled Defoe to shape the 
real into an ideal, and in ‘‘Robinson 
Crusoe’’ to produce a work having some 
part of the nature of a poem, though 
Defoe, like Cobbett, was essentially a man 
of prose. Cobbett belaboured to good 
purpose the big drum of politics, and blew 
a trumpet all his own. But the plain 
speech of Cobbett was as honest and as 
resolute as the plain speech of Luther; 
and Luther in the conflict did not measure 
his words. —Mor.ey, Henry, 1887, ed., 
Advice to Young Men by William Cobbett, 
Introduction, p. 6. 

The total is huge; for Cobbett’s in- 


‘dustry and facility of work were both 


appalling, and while his good work is con- 
stantly disfigured by rubbish, there is 
hardly a single parcel of his rubbish in 
which there isnot goodwork. . . . As 
happens with all writers of his kindney he 
is not easily to be characterised. Like 
certain wines he has the gott du terroir ; 
and that gust is rarely or never definable 
in words. It is however I think critically 
safe to say that the intensity and pecul- 
iarity of Cobbett’s literary savour are in 
the ratio of his limitation. He was con- 
tent to ignore so vast a number of things, 
he so bravely pushed his ignorance into 
contempt of them and almost into denial 
of their real existence, that the other 
things are real for him and in his writings 


to a degree almost unexampled. I am not 
the first by many to suggest that we are 
too diffuse in our modern imagination, 
that we are cumbered about too many 
things. No one could bring this accusa- 
tjon against Cobbett; for immense as his 
variety is in particulars, these particulars 
group themselves under comparatively 
few general heads. I do not think I have 
been unjust in suggesting that this ideal 
was little more than the bellyful, that 
Messer Gaster was not only his first but his 
one and sufficient master of arts. —SaINTS- 
BURY, GEORGE, 1891, William Cobbett, 
Macmillan’s Magazine, vol. 65, pp. 95, 108. 

In Cobbett we have little of refinement, 
little of resource, little liberal equip- 
ment; but the tradition of common sense 
is still a vigorous force, and in his almost 
enthusiastic inculcation of lucidity and 
correctness of style, he keeps alive one of 
the best inheritances from the eighteenth 
century.—CRAIK, HENRY, 1895, ed., Eng- 
lish Prose, Introduction, vol. Iv, p. 5. 

His words flowed as easily as _ his 
thoughts. His anecdotes, and especially 
his epithets, clung to the memory. He 
made no pretence of profound learning. 
He dealt out facts and arguments closely 
within the range of the ideas and experi- 
ence of ordinary Englishmen; and he was 
a ‘‘popular writer’’ in the sense of one 
who wrote what all could understand. The 
naiveté of his egotism disarmed his critics. 
He rivalled Junius in the rich discursive- 
ness of his vituperation. He had all the 
infallibility of a newspaper editor, without 
wearing the usual mask of one.—BONAR, 
JAMES, 1895, English Prose, ed. Craik, 
vol. IV, p. 577. 

A brutal personality, excellently mus- 
cular, snatching at words as the handiest 
weapons wherewith to inflict itself, and 
the whole body of its thoughts and pref- 
erences, on suffering humanity, is likely 
enough to deride the daintiness of con- 
scious art. Such a writer is William 
Cobbett, who has often been praised for 
the manly simplicity of his style, which he 
raised into a kind of creed. His power 
is undeniable; his diction, though he knew 
it not, both choice and chaste; yet page 
after page of his writing suggests only the 
reflection that here is a prodigal waste of 
good English. He bludgeons all he 
touches, and spends the same monotonous 
emphasis on his dislike of tea and or his 
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hatred of the Government. His is the 
simplicity of a crude and ,violent mind, 
concerned only with giving forcible ex- 
pression to its unquestioned prejudices. 
Irrelevance, the besetting sin of the ill- 
educated, he glories in, so that his very 
weakness puts on the semblance of 
strength, and helps to wield the hammer. 
—RALEIGH, WALTER, 1897, Style, p. 106. 


Cobbett’s inconsistencies are a proverb. 
Few publicists have contradicted them- 
selves so flatly and so often, and yet pro- 
duced so powerful an impression of te- 
nacity and honesty. His opinions shifted 
like a kaleidoscope, but the man was hewn 
out of rock. His copiousness was enor- 
mous, and though he did not adorn all that 
he touched, he touched nothing without 
setting his unmistakable stamp upon it. 
Grammar, finance, church history, farm- 
ing, practical morality, and a score of 
other subjects Cobbettstripped of pedantry 
and technique for the behoof of the vast 
uneducated mob of Georgian England... . 
All that is strong, sinewy, and simple in 
Cobbett seems to have filtered through, un- 
alloyed, into his English style, which his 
harshest critics have accordingly praised 
without reserve. He may swell with 
arrogance, but his prose never becomes 
timid; his facts and his reasons may be 
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grotesque, but he never chooses the wrong 
word. His fundamentally concrete mind 
was too ready to brandish scientific 
formulas of which he half grasped the 
scope; but the same fundamentally con- 
crete quality of mind which prevented 
him from being a master of theory, or a 
shaper of ideas, preserved him, as a 
writer, from the abstract formalism of 
style which the later eighteenth century 
bequeathed to the early nineteenth. His 
style is himself, full of personal flavour, 
anecdote, colloquial turns, questions, 
gibes, nick names, apparently distaining 
all literary distinction. In function, if 
not in genius, he is the Burns of modern 
prose, and his example, though less 
efficacious, was not less salutary, in the 
generation which gathered its political 
teaching among the technicalities of 
Bentham, the verbosities of Mackintosh, 
and the involutions of Coleridge. —HErR- 
ForD, C. H., 1897, The Age of Words- 
worth, pp. 9, 10. 

For years displayed,amid many extrava- 
gances of prejudice and crudities of utter- 
ance, a command of racy, homely, and 
vigorous English which made him the most 
popular,if not the most powerful, political 
writer of his time.—TRAILL, HENRY DUFF, 
1897, Social England, vol. vi, p. 82. 


William Motherwell 
1797-1835 


Born, in Glasgow, 18 Oct. 1797. At school in Edinburgh, 1805-08; in Paisley, 
1809-14. At Glasgow Univ., 1818-19. Contrib. verses to the Greenock ‘‘ Visitor, ’” 
1818. In Sheriff-Clerk’s office, Paisley, 1819. Sheriff-Clerk Depute of Renfrewshire, 
May 1819 to Nov. 1829. Edited ‘‘Paisley Mag.’’ 1828 ; ‘‘Paisley Advertiser,’’ 1828-30; 
“Glasgow Courier,’’ 1830-35. Contrib. to ‘‘The Day,’’ 1882-35. To London, to give 
evidence before a Committee of House of Commons, Aug. 1835. Died, in Glasgow, 1 
Nov. 1835. Buried in Necropolis, Glasgow. Works: ‘‘Renfrewshire Characters and 
Scenery’’ (under pseud. ‘‘Isaac Brown’’), 1824; ‘‘Minstrelsy, Ancient and Modern,”’ 
1827; “Jeanie Morrison’’ (1832) ; ‘‘Poems, Narrative and Lyrical,’? 1832. He edited 
“‘The Harp of Renfrewshire,’? 1819; A. Henderson’s ‘‘Scottish Proverbs,’’ 1832; 
Burns’ ‘‘Poems’’ (with Hogg), 1835. Collected Works: ed. by J. M’Conechy, with 
life, 1846.—SuHARP, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 206. 


PERSONAL He was small, well formed, and muscular, 


Lay me then gently in my narrow dwelling, 
Thou gentle heart; 
And though thy bosom should with grief be 
swelling, 
Let no tear start; 
It were in vain,—for Time hath long been 
knelling ,— 
‘Sad one, depart!’ 
—MOTHERWELL, WILLIAM, 1835, Last 


Verses, Given to a Friend. 


with a large head, was an accomplished 
boxer and fencer, and had a local reputa- 
tion as an antiquary.—JOHNSON, RossI- 
TER, 1875, Litéile Classics, Authors, p. 189. 


Motherwell was the most genial crea- 
ture, with a Conservative craze. In his 
mind Toryism was bound up with poetry, 
that is with antiquarian romance and 
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“‘Bonnie Prince Charlie’’ rubbish. — 
Scort,- WILLIAM BELL, 1882, Autobdio- 
graphical Notes, ed. Minto, vol. 1, p. 79. 

A restrained conversationalist, Mother- 
well could be eager and even vehement 
when deeply moved, and with kindred 
spirits—such as R. A. Smith, the musician, 
and others of the ‘‘ Whistle Binkie’’ circle 
—he was both easy and affable. His social 
instinct and public spirit are illustrated 
in his spirited cavalier lyrics. His es- 
sentially superstitious temperament, cling- 
ing to the Scottish mythology that amused 
Burns, specially qualified him for writing 
weird lyrics like his ‘‘Demon Lady”’ and 
such a successful fairy ballad as ‘‘Elfin- 
land Wud.’’—Bayng, Tuomas, 1894, Dic- 
tionary of National Biography, vol. XXxIXx, 


p. 198. 
GENERAL 


When Aaron’s rod sprang out and 
budded, those who saw it could not marvel 
more at the dry timber producing leaf and 
bloom than we did when Motherwell, an 
acute and fastidious antiquarian, appeared 
as a poet, original and vigorous. His 
lyrics are forceful and flowing,—with 
more of the strength of Burns than of his 
simplicity and passion. — CUNNINGHAM, 
ALLAN, 1838, Biographical and Critical 
History of the Literature of the Last Fifty 
Years. 

‘All his perceptions are clear, for all his 
senses are sound; he has fine and strong 
sensibilities and a powerful intellect... . 
His style is simple, but, in his tenderest 
movements, masculine; he strikes a few 
bold knocks at the door of the heart, which 
is instantly opened by the master or mis- 
tress of the house, or by son or daughter, 
and the welcome visitor at once becomes 
one of the family.— WILSON, JOHN (CHRIS- 
TOPHER NoRTH), 1833, Motherwell’s Poems, 
Blackwood’s Magazine, vol. 33, p. 670. 

‘<Jeannie Morison” and ‘‘My heid is like 
to rend, Willie,’ are scarcely surpassed 
for simplicity and tenderness in the whole 
range of Scottish poetry.—GRISWOLD, 
Rurus W., 1844, The Poets and Poetry 
of England in the Nineteenth Century, 
Doce. 

He was about equally successful in two 
departments, —the martial and the plain- 
tive; yet stirring as are his ‘‘Sword 
Chant of Thorstein Raudi’’ and his 
‘“‘Battle-Flag of Sigurd,’’ I doubt much 
whether they are entitled to the same 
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praise, or have gained the same deserved 
acceptance, as his ‘‘Jeanie Morrison’’ 
or his striking stanzas commencing ‘‘My 
heid is like to rend.”’ Several 
of his lyrics also verge on excellence; but 
it must be acknowledged of his poetry 
generally, that ingenious although it ke, 
it rather excites expectation than fairly 
satisfies it.—Morr, D.M., 1851-52, Sketches 
of the Poetical Literature of the Past Half- 
Century, pp. 247, 248. 

Two of the ballads of William Mother- 
well are among the most beautiful in the 
Scottish dialect, so full of lyrical beauty ; 
and yet the one which is the most touch- 
ing is scarcely known, except to a few 
lovers of poetry. ‘‘Jeanie Morrison,’’ 
indeed, has an extensive popularity in 
Scotland, and yet even that charming song 
is comparatively little known in this coun- 
try. Burns is the only poet with whom, 
for tenderness and pathos, Motherwell can 
be compared. . . By touching and 
retouching, during many years, did ‘‘ Jeanie 
Morrison’’ attain her perfection, and yet 
how completely has art concealed art! 
How entirely does that charming song ap- 
pear like an irrepressible gush of feeling 
that would find vent. In ‘‘My heid is like 
to rend, Willie,’’ the appearance of spon- 
taneity is still more striking, as the pas- 
sion is more intense,—intense, indeed, 
almost to painfulness.—MITFORD, MARY 
RUSSELL, 1851, Recollectious of a Literary 
Life, p. 540. 

His martial lyrics are among the finest 
ever written.—JOHNSON, RossITER, 1875, 
Little Classics, Authors, p. 189. 

As an antiquary, he was shrewd, inde- 
fatigable, and truthful. As a poet, he 
was happiest in pathetic or sentimental 
lyrics, though his own inclinations led him 
to prefer the chivalrous and martial style 
of the old minstrels. CHAMBERS, ROBERT, 
1876, Cyclopedia of English Literature, 
ed. Carruthers. 

Motherwell’s reputation in his own 
country as a poet was made by the plaintive 
song of ‘‘Jeanie Morrison,’’ a sweet and 
touching reminiscence of pleasant days 
spent with a school playfellow and child 
sweetheart. This and another songin the 
Scotch dialect, ‘‘My heid is like to break,”’ 
in which a betrayed damsel harrows up the 
feelings of her seducers with pitiless 
pathos, may be said to be the only two 
lyrics of his that have taken any hold of 
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fame. They prove him to have beena man 
of keen sensibility ; he was also a man of 
vigorous intellect and large culture, more 
of a student and a scholar than any con- 
temporary Scotch lyrist.—MinTo, WIL- 
LIAM, 1880, English Poets, ed. Ward, vol. 
Iv, p. 524. 


There are very few Scottish songs of 
modern date that can equal ‘‘ Jeanie Mor- 
rison’’ in tenderness and feeling. The 
heroine was a real schoolmate of Mother- 
well’s, whose beauty and childish com- 
panionship left so indelible an impression 
on his young heart that he retained his 
love for her during all the future years of 
his existence. They never met, however, 
after separating in childhood.— Ross, 
JOHN D., 1886, Celebrated Songs of Scot- 
land, p. 329. 


Such was William Motherwell, whose 
poetry I read over and over in my nonage, 
in summer when the days were long, and 
my work ended before the setting of the 
sun, and under my evening lamp, when it 
was too dark and cold to be out-of-doors. 
It attracted me, and it repelled me. I 
knew then why it attracted me, and I 
know now, what I did not then, why it re- 
pelled me. It was because a great deal 
of it was a forced, not a natural, growth—a 
simulation of moods and feelings which 
did not exist in the mind or heart of the 
poet, a make-believe of love and loss, of 
sin and sorrow. It was not a creation, 
but a production, a manufactured melan- 
choly, anelaborated gloom. Itisstudiedly 
morbid and predeterminedly unhealthy, 
darkened with imaginary infamy, convul- 
sive with pretended pangs. It was, in 
short, merely literary verse, and was, 
therefore, a sham and a fraud. But this 
is only onesideof it; for there is another 
side, and that, within the limitations of 
Motherwell’s genius, is glorious and noble. 
Many poets have sung of childish love, but 
none so well as Motherwell in ‘‘Jeanie 
Morrison,’’ which is full of feeling and 
pathetic tenderness. Many poets have 
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sung of betrayed womanliness (for lovely 
woman will stoop to folly), but none so 
well as Motherwell in ‘‘My heid is like to 
rend, Willie,’’? the sorrow of which is 
heartfelt and profound.—STopDDARD, RICH- 
ARD HENRY, 1892, Under the Evening 
Lamp, p. 87. 


Among the minor poets of Great Britain, 
Motherwell should maintain a leading posi- 
tion. Without that supreme adaptability 
to the genius of his countrymen which 
made Burns facile princeps in their hearts, 
Motherwell possesses an individuality such 
as all poets, as distinguished from mere 
versifiers have. A fondness for archaic 
words and forms of speech gives an air of 
affectation to many of his productions; 
but even this may be forgiven when it has 
such splendid results as ‘‘The Cavalier’s 
Song,’’ which, had it been really written 
by Lovelace or Suckling, would have 
figured in every anthology. Unfortunately, 
Motherwell wrote too much—that is, too 
much. in one vein.—INGRAM, JOHN H., 
1894, The Poets and the Poetry of the Cent- 
ury, John Keats to Edward Lord Lytton, 
ed. Miles, p. 185. 

Of his original work, ‘‘ Jeanie Morrison’”’ 
is the best known; and those who have 
read, especially if they have read it in 
youth, ‘‘The Sword Chant of Thorstein 
Raudi,’’ will not dismiss it as Wardour 
Street; while he did some other delight- 
ful things.—-SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1896, 
A History of Nineteenth Century Litera- 
ture, p. 109. 

He had a taste for research in old 
popular poetry, but he took such liberties 
that his versions are not to be trusted. 
He also allowed the pseudo-antique to mar 
some of his own work, especially the fine 
“*Cavalier Song.’’? He is happiest in the 
vein of pathetic Scotch verse, of which 
the best specimen he left is his ‘‘Jeanie 
Morrison.”’ He had the feeling and sensi- 
bility of aminor Burns, but not the force. 
—WALKER, HucGu, 1897, The Age of Ten- 
nyson, p. 61. 


Michael Scott 
1789-1885 


Michael Scott (born 1789, died 1835), humorist, was educated at the High School 
and University of Glasgow, his native town, and in 1806 went to Jamaica, where he 
remained until 1822. He returned to Scotland, and became engaged in mercantile 


transactions. 


His admirably conceived sketches, ‘‘Tom Cringle’s Log,’’ were at first 


MICHAEL SCOTT 


published incognito in Blackwood’s Magazine, and appeared in volume form in 1834; 
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> 


‘‘The Cruise of the Midge,’’ which was hardly so successful, appeared in 1836.— 
SANDERS, LLOYD C., ed., 1887, Celebrities of the Century, p. 908. 


PERSONAL 


Of what manner of man he was, how he 
bore himself among his fellows, his com- 
rades in pleasure and business, in sport, 
travel, and adventure by sea and land, no 
memory remains. His name alone survives 
as the author of two works which have 
taken their place among the classics of 
English fiction, and in their pages, if any- 
where, must this shadowy figure find shape 
and substance. Itis but sixty years since 
he died, a mere moment of time in the 
world’s history; and yet we know no more 
of him than, after six hundred years, we 
know of his namesake, the great wizard 
who spoke. 

“The words that cleft Eildon hills in three, 


And bridled the Tweed with a curb of 
stone.”’ 


—Morris, Mowsray, 1895, ed. Tom Crin- 
gles Log, Introduction, p. xii. 

There used to be a tradition at Cam- 
bridge to the effect that an undergraduate, 
being called on in examination to give some 
account of John the Baptist, returned the 
answer, ‘‘Little or nothing is known of 
this extraordinary man,’’—a reply which 
probably did not go far enough to satisfy 
the examiner. Scarcely more satisfying, 
however, must be the response of the biog- 
rapher who is called on to gratify natural 
curiosity regarding the author of ‘‘Tom 
Cringle’s Log’’—scarcely more satisfying, 
though with apparently so much less of 
excuse. For it is only a little over sixty 
years since the death of Michael Scott. 
Neither was his a case of posthumous 
reputation, or a rehabilitation after long 
neglect, which might have accounted for 
the obscuring of biographical detail—his 
work, though it has lost nothing of popu- 
larity, or certainly of readableness in the 
interim, having been received with accla- 
mation on its first appearance. And yet, 
after diligent and eager inquiry, the pres- 
ent writer finds himself forced to acknow}l- 
edge that all but a meagre outline of the 
facts of Scott’s life is lost. This is the 
more remarkable in that he was obviously 
no bookworm or literary recluse, and that 
all who know his writings will feel in- 
stinctively that one so characterised by 
humor and the love of good company—to 
say nothing of practical joking—should 


have strewn anecdote thick behind him 
wherever he went. He is buried 
in the Necropolis, where an unpretending 
monument marks his resting-place and 
that of his wife and several of their 
children. In the inscription which it 
bears, no allusion whatever is made to his 
literary achievements. I have been told 
that in private life Scott was a quiet, easy- 
going man, of modest and retiring disposi- 
tion, and also, on the authority of an old 
lady who remembers his death, that great 
was the surprise in Glasgow when it be- 
came known that he had been the author 
of thrilling tales of adventure by sea and 
land.—DouG as, SIR GEORGE, 1897, The 
Blackwood Group (Famous Scots), pp. 
134, 140. 
GENERAL 

Mullion. ‘‘Marryat himself is enough 
almost to bear the concern through. A 
capital writer, sir—beats the American, 
Cooper, to shivers—he’s only second, in 
fact, to Tom Cringle.’’ North. ‘‘That’s 
high praise, I promise you, sir. Cringle, 
indeed, is a giant.’’—WILSON, JOHN, 1882, 
Noctes Ambrosiane, Oct. 

“‘Tom Cringle’s Log,’’ by Michael Scott, 
and ‘‘The Cruise of the Midge’’—both 
originally published in ‘‘Blackwood’s 
Magazine’’—are veritable productions of 
the sea—a little coarse, but spirited and 
showing us ‘‘things as they are.’’— 
CHAMBERS, ROBERT, 1876, Cyclopedia of 
English Literature, ed. Carruthers. 


Two sea tales of Mr. Michael Scott still 
worthily survive in ‘‘Tom Cringle’s Log’’ 
and the ‘‘Cruise of the Midge.’’—Rus- 
SELL, PERCY, 1894, A Guide to British 
and American Novels, p. 68. 


It isnot only, nor even mainly, perhaps, 
for the qualities assigned to him by the 
critics of the ‘‘Noctes Ambrosiane’’ that 
Michael Scott has won and kept his place 
in fiction. His pictures of the sea and 
seafaring life are, beyond question, ex- 
tremely vivid and striking; startling, in- 
deed, they might sometimes be called, with 
a wild, lurid picturesqueness which, no 
doubt, gave Fonblanque his idea of Salvator 
Rosa. No landsman has ever matched him 
in this respect, nor come near to him; but 
Marryat and Cooper were not landsmen, 
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and it would be hard to grant Scott all the 
superiority that Wilson assumed for him. 
Good as his sea-pieces certainly are, he 
was as much a master on land,—in that 
wonderful panorama, for instance, unfold- 
ing scene after scene through all the 
phases of the great stormin Cuba. Scott 
surely holds his place by right of many 
qualities rather than of pre-eminence in 
one. He had a keen eye for the pictu- 
resque, wherever it was to be found; but, 
liberally as he loved her, he was no mere 
court-painter of nature. Always, wher- 
ever his scene is laid,—among the fogs 
and shoals of the North Sea or the sunny 
waters of the Caribbean Archipelago, in 
the breezy highlands of Jamaica, on the 
wooded slopes of Hayti, or the sweltering 
lowlands of the Spanish Main, —there are 
human figures in the foreground, always 
through his pages beats the pulse of human 
life.—Morris, Mowsray, 1895, ed. Tom 
Cringle’s Log, Introduction, p. xv. 

He employed his experiences in compos- 
ing for Blackwood’s Magazine, and after- 
wards reducing to book shape, the admira- 
ble miscellanies in fiction entitled ‘‘Tom 
Cringle’s Log’’ and ‘‘The Cruise of the 
Midge,’’ which contain some of the best 
fighting, fun, tropical scenery, and de- 
scription generally, to be found outside the 
greatest masters. Very little is known 
of Scott, and he wrote nothing else.— 
SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1896, A History of 
Nineteenth Century Literature, p. 160. 

Would be not unworthy to be bracketed 
with Marryat if a man could be judged by 
parts of his books without regard to the 
whole; but unfortunately ‘‘Tom Cringle’s 
Log’’ (1829-80) and ‘‘The Cruise of the 
Midge’’ (1836) are little more than scenes 
and incidents loosely strung together. 
Perhaps Scott was influenced by the genius 
loci; at any rate his books resemble the 
“‘Noctes Ambrosiane’’ in so far as they 
are the outlet to every riotous fancy and 
every lawless freak of the writer’shumour. 
—WALKER, Hucu, 1897, The Age of Ten- 
nyson, p. 80. 

“Tom Cringle’s Log’’ appeared in 
‘‘Blackwood’s Magazine,’’ beginning with 
the September number of 1829; the finai 
chapters appeared in August 1833. The 
instalments were intermittent at first, and 
each had its own title. Blackwood advised 
that the papers should be connected so as 
to make a continuous narrative, and in the 
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June issue of 1831 ‘‘Tom Cringle’s Log’’ 
was first used as a title, but then only as 
the title of asingle paper. As the story 
appeared it received a warm welcome. 
Coleridge pronounced it to be ‘‘most ex- 
cellent,’’ but Captain Marryat thought it 
melodramatic. There is some doubt as to 
where the chapters were written, and 
Anthony Trollope in ‘‘The West Indies and 
the Spanish Main’’ refers to a tradition 
that the work was written at Raymond 
Lodge, the house which Scott occupied in 
Jamaica. It was probably written in 
Glasgow in the intervals of business. It 
first appeared in book form at Paris in 
1836, after Scott’s death. Scott so suc- 
cessfully concealed his identity that he 
was dead before his authorship of ‘‘Tom 
Cringle’’ was known.—MAcDONALD, J. 
R., 1897, Dictionary of National Biog- 
raphy, vol. Li, p. 62. 


Granting, then, that rarely if ever have 
more brilliant pictures of more interesting 
incidents been more lavishly set before a 
reader than in the pages of ‘‘Tom Cringle’s 
Log,’’ weare impelled to enquire what are 
the corresponding weaknesses which have 
debarred the author from taking the 
highest rank as a writer. The answer is 
not far to seek; it isa defect of construc- 
tive power. If he possessed much genius, 
Michael Scott had but little art. The 
effect of his fine pictures is not cumulative ; 
each is alike revealed, as it were, by a 
powerful flash, and the result is that they 
obliterate one another. Scott’s 
stories have here been considered together, 
for though the ‘‘Log’’ is on the whole 
justly the favourite of the two, in general 
characteristics they are almost identical. 
Quite towards the close, both books display 
some slight tendency to ‘‘drag,’”’ but in 
this respect the ‘‘Cruise’’ is the worse 
transgressor. It .s also the more loosely 
put together, and this despite the fact 
that in the relations subsisting between 
Lennox and Adderfang, and the mystery 
which surrounds young De Walden, the 
author has obviously been at pains to sus- 
tain interest by something in the nat- 
ure of a plot. . . On the whole, 
such fine books are they both that to 
criticise either is deservedly to incur 
the imputation of being spoiled with good 
things.— DoucLas, Sir GEorGE, 1897, 
The Blackwood Group (Famous Scots), pp. 
146, 150. 


281 


John Marshall 
1755-1835 
Born in Fauquier County, Va., Sep 24, 1755: died at Philadelphia, July 6, 1835. 


A celebrated American jurist. 


He served in the Revolutionary War; was a member 


of the Virginia convention to ratify the constitution in 1788; was a United States 
envoy to France 1797-98; was a member of Congress from Virginia 1799-1800; was 
secretary of state 1800-1801; and was chief justice of the United States Supreme 


Court 1801-35. 


He published a ‘‘Life of Washington’’ (5 vols. 1804-07), the first 


volume of which was published separately under the title of ‘‘A History of the 
American Colonies’’ (1824).—SmiTH, BENJAMIN E., ed., 1894-97, The Century Cyclopedia 


of Names, p. 659. 
PERSONAL 


The of the United States is, 
in his person, tali, meager, emaciated ; his 
muscles relaxed, and his joints so loosely 
connected, as not only to disqualify him, 
apparently, for any vigorous exertion of 
body, but to destroy every thing like 
elegance and harmony in his air and move- 
ments. Indeed, in his whole appearance 
and demeanor; dress, attitudes, gesture; 
sitting, standing or walking; he is as far 
removed from the idolized graces of Lord 
Chesterfield, as any other gentleman on 
earth. To continue the portrait; his 
head and face are small in proportion to 
his height; his complexion swarthy; the 
muscles of his face, being relaxed, give 
him the appearance of a man of fifty 
years of age,nor can he be much younger, 
his countenance has a faithful expression 
of great good humor and hilarity; while 
his black eyes—that unerring index— 
possess an irradiating spirit, which pro- 
claims the imperial powers of the mind 
that sits enthroned within.—WirT, WIL- 
LIAM, 1803, The Letters of the British Spy. 


Marshall is of a tall, slender figure, not 


. graceful nor imposing, but erect and 


steady. His hair is black, his eyes small 
and twinkling, his forehead rather low; 
but his features are in general harmonious. 
His manners are plain, yet dignified; and 
an unaffected modesty diffuses itself 
through all his actions. His dress is very 
simple, yet neat; his language chaste, but 
hardly elegant; it does not flow rapidly, 
but it seldom wants precision. . . . 
He has not the majesty and compactness 
of thought of Dr. Johnson; but in subtle 
logic he is no unworthy disciple of David 
Hume.—Story, JOSEPH, 1808, To S. P. P, 
Fay, Feb. 25; Life and Letters, vol. 1, pp. 
166, 167. 

We then went into the Supreme Court. 
Your father will tell you that it is the 


most dignified body in the United States. 
It is a small room, and looks like a hand- 
some cell ina monastery. The ceiling is 
like a scallop-shell: all is marble. Chief 
Justice Marshall was presiding, and read- 
ing an opinion. His voiceisfeeble. His 
face has a fine union of intellect and 
tranquility, the seal of a well-spent life 
upon it. —SEDGWICK, CATHERINE M.,1831, 
To K. M. Sedgwick, Feb. 2; Life and Let- 
ters, ed. Dewey, p. 214. 

He had no frays in boyhood. He had 
no quarrels or outbreakings in manhood. 
He was the composer of strifes. He spoke 
ill of no man. He meddled not with their 
affairs. He viewed their worst deeds 
through the medium of charity. He had 
eight sisters and six brothers, with all of 
whom, from youth to age, his intercourse 
was marked by the utmost kindness and 
affection ;and, although his eminent talents, 
high public character, and acknowledged 
usefulness, could not fail to be a subject 
of pride and admiration to all of them, 
there is no one of his numerous relatives, 
who has had the happiness of a personal 
association with him, in whom his purity, 
simplicity, and affectionate benevolence 
did not produce a deeper and more 
cherished impression than all the achieve- 
ments of his powerful intellect.—BINNEY, 
Horace, 18385, Address before the Coun- 
cils of Philadelphia. 

With Judge Story sometimes came the 
man to whom he looked up with feelings 
little short of adoration; the aged Chief- 
Justice Marshall. There was almost too 
much mutual respect in our first meeting ; 
we knew something of his individual merits 
and services; and he maintained through 
life, and carried to his grave, a reverence 
for woman as rare in its kind as in its 
degree. It had all the theoretical fervour 
and magnificence of Uncle Toby’s, with 
the advantage of being grounded upon an 
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extensive knowledge of the sex. He was 
the father and the grandfather of women; 
and out of this experience he brought, not 
only the love and pity which their offices 
and position command, and the awe of 
purity which they excite in the minds of 
the pure, but a steady conviction of their 
intellectual equality with men; and, with 
this, a deep sense of their social injuries. 
Throughout life he so invariably sustained 
their cause, that no indulgent libertine 
dared to flatter and humor, no sceptic, 
secure in the possession of power, dared 
to scoff at the claims of woman in the 
presence of Marshall, who, made clear- 
sighted by his purity, knew the sex far 
better than either. How delighted we 
were to see Judge Story bring in the tall, 
majestic, bright-eyed old man!—old by 
chronology, by the lines on his composed 
face, and by his services to the republic; 
but so dignified, so fresh, so present to 
the time, that no feeling of compassionate 
consideration for age dared to mix with 
the contemplation of him.—MARTINEAU, 
HARRIET, 1838, Western Travel, vol. 1, 
Da2tke 


A tall, venerable man; his hair tied in 
a cue, according to olden custom, and with 
a countenance indicating that simplicity 
of- mind and benignity which so eminently 
distinguish his character. [had the pleas- 
ure of several long conversations with 
him, and was struck with admiration at 
the extraordinary union of modesty and 
power, gentleness and force which his 
mind displays. His house is small, and 
more humble in appearance than those of 
the average of successful lawyers or mer- 
chants. I called three times upon him; 
there is no bell to the door; once I turned 
the handle of it, and walked in unan- 
nounced; on the other two occasions he 
had seen me coming, and lifted the latch 
and received me at the door, although he 
was at the time suffering from some very 
severe contusions received in the stage 
while travelling on the road from 
Fredericksburg to Richmond. I verily 
believe there is not a particle of vanity in 
his composition, unless it be of that venial 
and hospitable nature which induces him 
to pride himself on giving to his friends 
the best glass of Madeira in Virginia.— 
MurrRAY, CHARLES AUGUSTUS, 1839, Trav- 
els in North America During the Years 
1834-5-6, ch. ix. 
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I can never forget how he would pros- 
trate his tall form before the rude low 
benches without backs at Cool Spring 
Meeting-House, in the midst of his children 
and grandchildren, and his old neighbours. 
In Richmond he always set an example to 
the gentlemen of the same conformity, 
though many of them did not follow it.— 
MEADE, WILLIAM, 1857, Recollections of 
Old Churches, Ministers and Families of 
Virginia. 

The residence of the Chief Justice in 
Richmond was built by himself, and 
situated on Shockhoe Hill. Though with- 
out the slightest architectural pretensions, 
it was commodious, and the grounds were 
ample. Noman was more attached to his 
home, and his judicial labors were so dis- 
tributed, that he was enabled to spend the 
most of each year in themidst of his family. 
The session of the Supreme Court at Wash- 
ington, and the Circuit Courts for Virginia 
and North Carolina completed the annual 
round-of his judicial duties. Having con- 
siderable leisure, and being fond of agri- 
culture, he purchased a farm three or four 
miles from Richmond, which he visited 
frequently, oftenon foot. Healso owned 
a farm in Fauquier, his native county, to 
which he made anannual visit. His family 
and social attachments were warm and 
constant, and his periodical visits to 
Fauquier were always highlyenjoyed both 
by himself and his numerous relatives and 
friends. He took great delight in social, 
and even convivial, pleasures. He wasa 
member of the Barbecue, or Quoit Club, 
at Richmond, for more than forty years; 
and no one participated in the exercise and 
recreation that took place at their meet- 
ings with more zest and enthusiasm than 
himself.—FLANDERS, HENRY, 1857, The 
Lives and Times of the Chief Justices of the 
Supreme Court of the United States, vol. 11, 
p. 516. 

The day after my arrival at the capital 
[1826] I called upon Judge Story, at the 
Supreme Court, as he had requested me to 
do. Immediately upon adjournment he 
presented me to the Chief Justice and 
Judge Bushrod Washington, both gentle- 
men whom I had much desired to meet. 
The first view of Judge Marshall was not 
impressive. He struck me asa tall man 
who regretted his height, because he had 
not the knack of carrying it off with ease 
and dignity. His manner was so simple 
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as to be almost rustic; and, were it not 
for the brilliancy of his eyes, he might 
have been taken for a mere political judge 
instead of the recognized expositor of the 
Constitution. — Quincy, JostaH, 1883, 
Figures of the Past from the Leaves of Old 
Journals, p. 242. 

He presided for the last time in the Su- 
preme Court in the winter season of 1835. 
. . » His tomb inShocko Hill Cemetery con- 
sists of a marble slab, held by four upright 
columns. Upon the slab is thesimple in- 
scription he wrote two days before his 
death: ‘‘John Marshall, son of Thomas 
and Mary Marshall, was born on the 24th 
of September, 1755; intermarried with 
Mary Willis Ambler, the 3d of January, 
1783; departed this life the 6th of July, 
1835.—MARSHALL, S. E., 1884, Chief- 
Justice John Marshall, Magazine of Amer- 
tcan History, vol. 12, p. 71. 

As the years pass, the fame of this 
great man continues to shine with un- 
diminished lustre, and so will continue 
until the firmament from whence beam the 
glories of Tribonian and D’Aguesseau, of 
Hale and Mansfield, is rolled together like 
a scroll.—FuLLER, MELVILLE W., 1885, 
Chief-Justice Marshall, The Dial, vol. 6, 
p. 12. 

The hundreth anniversary of the day, 
February 4, 1801, when John Marshall took 
oath as Chief Justice of the United States 
was honored in the centres of population 
in this country by many meetings, espe- 
cially of lawyers, by many addresses of 
weight and significance, by dinners, by 
many articles in the magazines, and due 
attentionfrom the newspapers. Marshall’s 
reputation is vastly greater than it was a 
hundred years ago. . . . It is reassuring 
that such a public servant as he, whose 
service was intellectual, and was concerned 
with fundamental principles, should be re- 
membered and honored as he has been so 
long after his death. It is a wholesome 
thing that a great judge should be so 
honored. Most of the judges of our 
Supreme Court devote themselves to the 
public service at great sacrifice of their 
private interests. They are hard-worked 
and meagrely paid. It is well that they 
should have such assurance as may come 
from these late tributes paid to Marshall 
that the work of a great judge is not for- 
gotten.—Martin, E. 8., 1901, This Busy 
World, Harper’s Weekly, vol. 45, p. 186. 
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CHIEF JUSTICE 


The character of his mind, its patience, 
its calmness, its power of analysis and 
generalization, and the steadiness of its 
movements, made him peculiarly fitted for 
the exposition of constitutional law. 
Whatever rank may be assigned to him as 
a common lawyer, in this department he 
stands confessedly alone and without a 
rival.—HILLARD, GEORGE S., 1836, Chief- 
Justice Marshall, North American Review, 
vol. 42, p. 227. 

He was supremely fitted for high judicial 
station—a solid judgment, great reason- 
ing powers, acute and penetrating mind; 
with manners and habits to suit the purity 
and the sanctity of the ermine; attentive, 
patient, laborious; grave on the bench, 
social in the intercourse of life; simple 
in his tastes, and inexorably just. Seen 
by a stranger come into a room, and he 
would be taken for a modest country 
gentleman, without claims to attention, 
and ready to take the lowest place in com- 
pany or at table, and to act his part with- 
out trouble to anybody. Spoken to and 
closely observed, he could be seen to be a 
gentleman of finished breeding, of winning 
and prepossessing talk, and just as much 
mind as the occasion required him to show. 
—BEnNTON, THOMAS Hart, 1854-56, Thirty 
Years’ View, vol. 1, p. 681. 

His opinions do not abound in displays 
of learning. His simplicity—a character 
so conspicuous in all his writings and 
actions—that first and highest character- 
istic of true greatness—led him to say and 
do just what was necessary and proper to 
the purpose in hand. Its reflected conse- 
quences on his own fame as a scholar, a 
statesman, or a jurist seem never once to 
have occurred to him. As a judge, the 
Old World may be fairly challenged to 
produce his superior. His style is a 
model, —simple and masculine; his reason- 
ing direct, cogent, demonstrative, advanc- 
ing witha giant’s pace and power, and yet 
withal so easy evidently to him as to show 
clearly a mind in the constant habit of 
such efforts. —SHARSWOOD, GEORGE, 1854, 
Professional Ethics, p. 103. 

His judicial career alone extends 
through a continuous period of thirty-five 
years. I believe, if not the longest, it is 
the most successful, the most brilliant, 
the most honorable of any onrecord. Its 
history is the history of the Supreme 
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Court through this entire period. Its 
published decisions alone fill more than 
thirty volumes of Reports.—VAN SANT- 
VOORD, GEORGE, 1854, Sketches of the Lives 
and Judicial Services of the Chief-Justices 
of the Supreme Court of the United States, 
p. 296. 


Who among them [the ancient Greeks 
and Romans] dispensed public justice and 
laid broad and deep the foundations of 
constitutional law like John Marshall ?— 
BARNES, ALBERT, 1855, Essays and Re- 
views, vol. I, p. 264. 


He kept himself at the front on all 
questions of constitutional law, and, con- 
sequently, his master hand is seen in every 
case which involved that subject. At the 
same time he and his co-workers, whose 
names are, some of them, almost as familiar 
as his own, were engaged in laying, deep 
and strong, the foundations on which the 
jurisprudence of the country has since 
been built. Hardly a day now passes in 
the court he so dignified and adorned with- 
out reference to some decision of his time 
as establishing a principle which, from that 
day to this, has been accepted as un- 
doubted law.—WaiITE, MorRISON R., 1884, 
Address at the Unveiling of the Statue of 
Chief Justice Marshall, p. 18. 


“‘The Expounder of the Constitution.”’ 
A title given to John Marshall, chief justice 
of the United States from 1801 till his 
death. His decisions in the supreme 
court raised that court to a point of 
public respect and professional reputation 
which has not since been surpassed, and 
particularly in the departments of con- 
stitutional and commercial law he is con- 
sidered of the highest authority.—FrRry, 
ALBERT R., 1888, Sobriquets and Nick- 
names, p. 104. 


That which Hamilton, in the bitterness 
of defeat, had called ‘‘a frail and worth- 
less fabric,’’ Marshall converted into a 
mighty instrument of government. The 
Constitution which began as an agreement 
between conflicting States, Marshall, con- 
tinuing the work of Washington and 
Hamilton, transformed into a charter of 
national life. When his life closed, his 
work was done—a nation had been made. 
Before he died, he heard this great fact 
declared with unrivalled eloquence by 
Webster. It was reserved to another 
generation to put Marshall’s work to the 
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last and awful test of war, and to behold 
it come forth from that dark ordeal 
triumphant and supreme. John Marshall 
stands in history as one of that small 
group of men who have founded states. 
He was a nation-maker, a state-builder. 
His monument is in the history of the 
United States, and his name is written upon 
the Constitution of his country.—LODGE, 
Henry Casot, 1901, John Marshall, 
Statesman, North American Review, vol. 
172, p. 204. 


If it be true—as it is beyond cavil—that 
to Washington more than to any other man 
is due the birth of the American nation, 
it is equally true beyond cavil that to 
Marshall more than to any other man is it 
due that the Nation has come safely 
through the trying ordeals of infantile 
weakness and youthful effervescence, and 
has triumphantly emerged into well- 
developed and lusty manhood.—OLNEY, 
RICHARD, 1901, Chief Justice Marshall, 
The Outlook, vol. 67, p. 575. 


THE LIFE OF GEORGE WASHINGTON 
1804-07 

Mr. Madison and myself have cut out a 
piece of work for you, which is, to write 
the history of the United States, from the 
close of the war downwards. We are 
rich ourselves in materials, and can open 
all the public archives to you; but your 
residence here is essential, because a 
great deal of the knowledge of things is 
not on paper, but only within ourselves, 
for verbal communication. John Marshall 
is writing the Life of General Washington 
from his papers. It is intended to come 
out just in time to influence the next 
Presidential election. It is written, there- 
fore, principally with a view to electioneer- 
ing purposes. But it will, consequently, 
be out in time to aid you with information, 
as well as to point out the perversions of 
truth necessary to be rectified. Think of 
this, and agree to it.— JEFFERSON, THOMAS, 
1802, Letter to Joel Barlow, May 8. 


The life of Washington by Judge Mar- 
shall, like the life of Chaucer by Godwin, 
is rather a history of the period when he 
flourished than the real biography of the 
individual.—LAmBERT, JOHN, 1811, Sal- 
magundi, vol. 1, p. 126, note. 


Mr. Marshall is not one of those ready 
writers, who run over a large mass of 
materials with a careless or indifferent 
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eye, and sit down to write their first im- 
pressions, and fill up the spaces left vacant 
of facts with plausible conjectures, or 
imaginary events. He does not listen with 
implicit faith to every idle tale told by 
artless credulity or vulgar prejudice. He 
does not seek the title of superior wisdom 
by unsettling the truths of history, and 
proving, that all writers, but himself, 
have mistaken the facts and the charac- 
ters of former times. He does not con- 
struct any new narrative of events, and 
in his own closet show how fields were lost 
or won, by drawing upon the resources of 
his own fancy. He does not dispute the 
veracity of persons nearest the scenes, 
simply because his own theory would be 
broken down by any admission in their 
favor. Far different is his course, and 
far different his ambition. The habits of 
his mind are close investigation, caution, 
patience, and a steady devotion to the 
weight of evidence. Heexamines all the 
materials before him with the sobriety and 
impartiality of judicial life. His conclu- 
sions, therefore, if they are not always 
absolutely correct, are such as it is dif- 
ficult to resist, and never without very 
strong historical support. We have no 
hesitation in declaring, that the present 
work contains the most authentic history 
of thecclonies, which is extant; and that 
it may be relied on with entire safety, as 
combining accuracy with variety of infor- 
mation.—StTory, JOSEPH, 1828, Chief 
Justice Marshall's History of the American 
Colonies, North American Review, vol. 26, 
p. 38. 

After the able, accurate, and compre- 
hensive work of Chief-Justice Marshall, it 
would be presumptuous to attempt a his- 
torical biography of Washington.— 
SparKS, JARED, 1834, Life of George 
Washington, Preface. 

Ramsay was a fluent, graceful, and elo- 
quent writer of history, perhaps excelling, 
in ease and perspicuity, Marshall, the 
celebrated writer of the ‘‘Life of Washing- 
ton ;’’ a work which is highly valuable, as 
interweaving in the life of that great man 
the most material points of American his- 
tory during his long and eventful career 
It evinces more strength of mind and 
detail of research than eloquence and in- 
terest, but will always remain the first 
authority for that period of our annals.— 
Fut, TimoTHy, 1835, Sketches of the 


Interature of the United States, London 
Atheneum, p. 803. 

To judge of the service which Mr. 
Sparks has rendered the country, we must 
compare the previous accounts of Wash- 
ington’s career with that which we now 
possess. All that is contained in Marshall 
is meagre and incomplete in comparison 
with the copious details and ample illustra- 
tions with which we are at present 
furnished.—BANCROFT, GEORGE, 1888, 
Documentary History of the Revolution, 
North American Review, vol. 46, p. 488. 

In 1804, he published the ‘‘Biography 
of Washington,’’ which for candour, ac- 
curacy, and comprehension, will forever 
be the most authentic history of the Rev- 
olution.—GRISWOLD, RuFUS W., 1846-52, 
Prose Writers of America, p. 86. 

There is no attempt to dazzle by studied 
elegance, harmonious diction, or brilliant 
ornament, but they are written in a plain 
and unpretending style, substantiated by 
historical facts, and possess great weight 
on account of conclusions so well drawn 
as to be extremely difficult of resistance, 
even when not borne out by their antece- 
dent propositions. His own reflections are 
presented in such an unostentatious mode 
as not to offend, but to add a charm to the 
facts he narrates; yet while we must -ad- 
mit their ability, and the candor with 
which they are expressed, we cannot deny, 
that like some of his legal opinions, they 
are colored by the political sentiments 
which were so firmly rooted in his breast. 
—WYNNE, JAMES, 1850, Lives of Eminent 
Interary and Scientific Men of America, 
p. 298. 

This work is very authentic and accu- 
rate, except the first volume on Colonial 
History. It is written with great simplic- 
ity and perspicuity; but it has lost much 
of its interest and attraction since the ap- 
pearance of Sparks’s immortal work.— 
KENT, JAMES, 1853, Course of English 
Reading, p. 44. 

This author had not so large advantages 
in the way of materials as some of the 
later writers, but his political acumen and 
his judicial equipoise were such as to give 
his work a great and a permanent import- 
ance. The first volume is devoted to a 
description of the colonial period, and it 
still remains one of the most satisfactory 
works we have on the subject. The last 
volume is also of great importance as a 
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view of Washington’s administration.— 
ADAMS, CHARLES KENDALL, 1882, A Man- 
ual of Historical Literature, p. 582. 

The first great contribution to American 
historical literature.—CoOKE, JOHN Hs- 
TEN, 1883, Virginia (American Common- 
wealths), p. 490. 

Neither was Marshall altogether fitted 
to write a great book; he was not a liter- 
ary man nor a scholar; he did not under- 
stand the art of composition, and of mak- 
ing a vivid, condensed, attractive narra- 
tive. He wrote a useful book, as a man 
of his ability could not fail to do in deal- 
ing with subjects with which he was 
thoroughly familiar, and in which he was 
deeply interested; he had further the ad- 
vantage which arises always from personal 
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acquaintance with the subject of the 
memoir and from entire sympathy with 
him. For the student of American history 
the book must thus have a value; but 
general readers have long since forgottten 
it,and leave it neglected on the shelves of 
the oldlibraries. It has long been out of 
print, and copies of it are not in demand 
even by reason of rarity. Jefferson was 
so far right in his prognostications con- 
cerning it that it is now universally re- 
garded as a decidedly Federalist biog- 
raphy.— MAGRUDER, ALLAN B., 1885, 
John Marshall (American Statesmen), 
p. 240. 

Our first American biography of scope 
and dignity.—BATES, KATHARINE LEE, 
1897, American Literature, p. 239. 


Michael Thomas Sadler 
1780-1835 

Michael Thomas Sadler, M. P., 1780-1835, a native of Snelston, Derbyshire, for some 
time a merehant of Leeds, was M. P. for Newark-upon-Trent, 1829, and again in 18380 
and in 1831 for Aldborough, Yorkshire. He was noted for his philanthropic interest 
on behalf of the agricultural poor and the children in factories, and his opposition to 
Roman Catholic Emancipation and Parliamentary Reform. 1. ‘‘Ireland: its Evils 
and their Remedies,’’ London, 1828, 8vo. . 2. ‘‘Speech on the State and 
Prospects of the Country, delivered at Whitby,” 1829, 8vo. PRidiculed by Edinburgh 
Review, 50, 344. ‘*The Law of Population: a Treatise, in Six Books, in Disproof of 
the Superfecundity of Human Beings, and Developing the Real Principle of their In- 
crease,’’ 1880, 2 vols. 8vo. Vol. iii. never appeared.—ALLIBONE, S. AUSTIN, 1870, 


A Critical Dictionary of English Literature, vol. 0, p. 1911 


PERSONAL 
Sadler isaloss; he might not be popular 
in the house, or in London society, but 
his speeches did much good in the country, 


and he is a singularly able, right-minded, « 


and religious man. Who is there that 
will take up the question of our white slave- 
trade with equal feeling ?— SouTuHrEy, 
ROBERT, 1833, Letter to Lord Ashley, 
Jan. 18. 

His fame, however, is of a higher class 
than that of a parliamentarian. His was 
the hand which, after a hundred fruitless 
attempts, and those by men of no mean 
rank——his was the hand that threw down, 
and broke to pieces, and stamped into 
powder, that Moloch principle, long wor- 
shipped as an idol by many, of the super- 
fecundity of the human species. The Mal- 
thusian theory was by him, at once and 
for ever, put an end to. Itis true that 
the numerous disciples of that heresy will 
still adhere to it ‘‘for the term of their 
natural lives.’’ But it is now a detected 


imposture, and itsfate issealed. . . . 
He was aman of rare natural endowments, 
and of extraordinary accomplishments; 
but these qualities could only be known 
in their variety, to his private circle and 
friends. His enthusiastic devotion to the 
welfare of the poor was the leading feat- 
ure of his character; and in this point 
his value was felt and appreciated by the 
people generally. We perceive that the 
men of Leeds are claiming the honour of 
rearing and possessing his monument. But 
there must be a record of his labours and 
his doings, of a more extensive and durable 
character than a local column, or tablet, 
or statue. Seldom has a nobler subject 
for the pen of the biographer been afforded, 
and we are glad to hear thatit will not be 
allowed to pass unnoticed.— MAGINN, 
WILLIAM, 1835, Michael Thomas Sadler, 
Fraser’s Magazine, vol. 12, p. 280. 
Michael Thomas Sadler was a good 
speaker—too fond, sometimes, of the 
abomination of delivering cut-and-dry 
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orations which he had carefully elaborated 
beforehand. His delivery was good, and 
his language not only clear, but elegant. 
—MACKENZIE, R. SHELTON, 1854, ed., 
Noctes Ambrosiane, vol. 11, p. 893, note. 


Sadler’s brief public life deeply im- 
pressed his contemporaries. He was one 
of those philanthropic statesmen whose 
inspiration may be traced to the evangeli- 
cal movement and the necessities of the 
industrial revolution. He did not believe 
in any purely political remedy for the dis- 
content caused by the unregulated growth 
of the factory system, but underrated the 
need for political reform, and was too 
sanguine in his belief that the territorial 
aristocracy would realise the necessity of 
social readjustments, and force the needed 
changes on the manufacturing element of 
the middle class. He met with as much 
opposition from his own side as from his 
opponents. Lloyd Jones, who knew him 
well, bore testimony to his eloquence, 
marked ability, and ‘‘modest honesty of 
purpose plain to the eye of the most care- 
less observer in every look and action of 
the man.’’—SADLER, MICHAEL E., 1897, 
Dictionary of National Biography, vol. L, 
p. 109. 

THE LAW OF POPULATION 
1830 

_ We did not expect a good book from Mr. 
Sadler: and it is well that we didnot; for 
he has given us a very bad one. The 
matter of his treatise is extraordinary ; the 
manner more extraordinary still. His 
arrangement is confused, his repetitions 
endless, his style everything which it 
ought not to be. Instead cf saying what 


_ he has to say with the perspicuity, the 


precision, and the simplicity in which con- 
sists the eloquence proper to scientific 
writing, he indulges without measure in 
vague, bombastic declamation, made up of 
those fine things which boys of fifteen ad- 
mire, and which everybody who is not 
destined to be a boy all his life, weeds 
vigorously out of his compositions after 
five-and-twenty. That portion of his two 
thick volumes which is not made up of 


statistical tables, consists principally of 
ejaculations, apostrophes, metaphors, 
similes, —all the worst of their respective 
kinds. His thoughts are dressed up in 
this shabby finery with so much profusion 
and so little discrimination, that they re- 
mind us of a company of wretched strolling 
players, who have huddled on suits of 
ragged and faded tinsel, taken from a 
common wardrobe, and fitting neither their 
persons nor their parts; and who then ex- 
hibit themselves to the laughing and pity- 
ing spectators, in a state of strutting, 
ranting, painted, gilded beggary. The 
spirit of this work is as bad as its style. 
—MACAULAY, THOMAS BABINGTON, 1880, 
Sadler’s Law of Population, Critical and 
Miscellaneous Essays. 


His book is a most important one. He 
has trampled upon Malthus’s theory, prov- 
ing its absurdity and falsehood.—SouTHEY, 
RoBERT, 1830, To Henry Taylor, May 3; 
Infe and Correspondence, ed. C. C. Southey, 
ch. XXxiii. 

Mr. Sadler, on whom his Godfathers be- 
stowed the most just of all epithets by the 
most prophetic of all initials—Mr. M. T. 
(commonly pronounced Hmpty) Sadler, has 
lately published a book in opposition to 
the followers of Malthus; thesize of it 
is very remarkable.—LyYTTON, EDWARD 
GEORGE BULWER LORD, 1831, The Siamese 
Twins, p. 11, note. 


Quite unworthy of the subject.—Mc- 
CULLOCH, JOHN RAMSAY, 1845, Literature 
of Political Economy, p. 261. 


His very able work.—MACKENZIE, R. 
SHELTON, 1854, ed., Noctes Ambrosiane, 
vol. V, p. 158, note. 


Mr. Sadler was an ardent benevolent 
man, an impracticable politician, and a 
florid speaker. His literary pursuits and 
oratorical talents were honourable and 
graceful additions to his character as a 
man of business, but in knowledge and 
argument he was greatly inferior to 
Malthus and Ricardo.—CHAMBERS, ROBERT, 
1876, Cyclopedia of English Literature, 
ed. Carruthers. 


Thomas James Mathias 
1754 ?-1835 


Born about 1754: died at Naples, Aug:, 1835. 
He graduated at Trinity College, Cambridge. 
His ‘‘Pursuits of Literature’’ was begun in 1794. 


scholar. 
remained there the rest of his life. 


An English satirist and Italian 
He went to Italy in 1817, and 
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Other satires are ‘‘The Political Dramatist’’ (1795), ‘‘An Equestrian Epistle in Verse 
to the Karl of Jersey’’ (1796), ‘An Imperial Epistle from Kien Long, Emperor of China, 


to George III. in 1794.’’ 


His ‘‘ Works of Gray’’ were published in 1814. 


In Italian 


he wrote ‘‘Poesie Liriche’’ and ‘‘Canzone Toscane.’’—SMITH, BENJAMIN E., ed., 1894— 
97, The Century Cyclopedia of Names, p. 665. 


PERSONAL 


Matthias, aged eighty-one, is rather 
younger than ever, but complains that he 
sees nobody. Craven had him to dinner, 
and remarked how clever he was at con- 
triving to ask questions without ceasing, 
yet never to profit in the least by the 
answer.—GELL, Sir WILLIAM, 18383, Let- 
ter to Lady Blessington, Nov. 19; Literary 
Life and Correspondence, ed. Madden, vol. 
I, p. 369. 

The Hxaminer; which I read, records 
his death. I knew him; he was of a kind 
and courteous disposition, of more acquire- 
ment than genius, and living latterly upon 
the reputation of having had a reputation 
from the ‘‘Pursuits of Literature,’’ which 
his Italian translations and complimentary 
sonnets did not enhance nor support.— 
Macreapy, W. C., 1835, Diary, Aug. 
23; Reminiscences, ed. Pollock, p. 355. 


PURSUITS OF LITERATURE 
1794-98 

Mr. Mathias’s ‘‘ Pursuits of Literature’’ 
were purchased with avidity, not as I con- 
ceive from the work being so generally 
read and understood, but in consequence 
of the unvarying ill-nature which charac- 
terised its pages, and the fame which it 
acquired with a set of scholastic critics 
who haunt the shops of the Piccadilly pub- 
lishers, and gave it celebrity as a most 
classical production. For my own part, 
I must confess this work did not appear 
to me as deserving of the encomiums 
lavished upon its style, particularly on 
reference to the poetry, which never struck 
me as being above a certain degree of 
mediocrity ; but when the candour of its 
decisions are examined, no man can re- 
gard the ‘‘Pursuits of Literature’’ but as 
a vehicle of the most unprovoked abuse, 
and rancorous ill-nature.—IRELAND, S. 
W. H., 1815, Sceribbleomania, p. 97, note. 

In 1794 appeared the first part of an 
anonymous poem entitled the ‘‘Pursuits 
of Literature,’’ which, when completed in 
four parts, attracted universal notice, 
chiefly on account of the notes, which 
abound in deep and extensive learning, 
with keen and discriminating criticism on 


public men and opinions. It has been 
truly observed that ‘‘the cause of litera- 
ture has never been supported in a day of 
danger and perversion, upon principles 
more excellent, or with powers better 
adapted to their object.”’ After ascrib- 
ing this work to various writers of high 
rank, the general voice united in fixing it 
upon Mr. Mathias, who has been supposed 
to have received some material assistance 
in it from some leading members of his 


own college. —UPCOTT AND SHOBERL,: 


1816, A Biographical Dictionary of the 
Living Authors of Great Britain and Ire- 
land, p. 227. 


The poem, which consists in all of 
only between 1500 and 1600 lines, spread 
over a volume of 450 pages, takes a 
general survey both of the literature and 
politics of its day; but the interest of the 
work lies chiefly in the prose prefaces and 
notes, the quantity of which amounts to 
about ten times that of the verse. 
Mathias’s gift of song was not of a high 
order; his poetry is of the same school 
with Gifford’s, but the verse of the ‘‘Pur- 
suits of Literature’ has neither the terse- 
ness and pungency nor the occasional 
dignity and elegance which make that of 
the ‘‘Baviad’’ and ‘‘Meeviad”’ so successful 
an echo of Pope—the common master of 
both writers. The notes, however, though 
splenetic, and avowing throughout a spirit 
of the most uncompromising partisanship, 
are written with a sharp pen, as wellasin 
ascholarly style, and, in addition to much 
Greek and Latin learning, contain a good 
deal of curious disquisition and anecdote. 
—CRAIK, GEORGE L., 1861, A Compendi- 
ous History of English Literature and of 
the English Language, vol. i, p. 409. 


The poem contained some slashing lines 
scattered among a mass of affected criti- 
cism, and as its sole idea was to ridicule 
those trading on literature, it soon proved 
wanting in Jife. George Steevens called 
it ‘‘a peg to hang the notes on,’’ and these 
were often of portentous length, though 
Rogers thought them ‘‘rather piquant.’’ 
De Quincey, in his ‘‘Essay on Parr,’’ 
speaks of it as marred by ‘‘much licence 
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of tongue, much mean and impotent spite, 
and by a systematic pedantry without 
parallel in literature,’’ and he might have 
added, by the shameless puffing of his own 
works by Mathias. Cobbett, who shared 
many of his prejudices, called it a ‘‘match- 
less poem,’’ but Dr. Wolcot dubbed him 
“that miserable imp Mathias.’?—Court- 
NEY, W. P., 1894, Dictionary of National 
Biography, vol. XXxvu, p. 48. 


Thomas James Mathias, the author of 
“‘The Pursuits of Literature,’’ was a much 
nearer approach to the pedant pure and 
simple. For he did not, like Gifford, 
redeem his rather indiscriminate attacks 
on contemporaries by a sincere and intel- 
ligent devotion to older work ; and he was, 
much more than Gifford, ostentatious of 
such learning as he possessed. Accord- 
ingly the immense popularity of his only 
book of moment is a most remarkable sign 
of the times. De Quincey, who had seen 
its rise and its fall, declares that for a 
certain time, and not a very short one, at 
the end of the last century and the begin- 
ning of this, ‘“The Pursuits of Literature’’ 
was the most popular book of its own day, 
and as popular as any which had appeared 
since; and that there is not very much 
hyperbole in this is proved by its numerous 
editions, and by the constant references 
to it in the books of the time. Colman, 
who was one of Mathias’ victims, declared 
that the verse was a ‘‘peg to hang the 
notes on;’’ and the habit above referred 
to certainly justified the gibe to no small 
extent. If the book is rather hard read- 
ing nowadays (and it is certainly rather 
difficult to recognise in it even the ‘‘demon 
of originality’’ which De Quincey himself 
grants rather grudgingly as an offset to 
its defects of taste and scholarship), it is 
perhaps chiefly obscured by the extreme de- 
sultoriness of the author’s attacks and the 


absence of any consistent and persistent 
target. Much that Mathias reprehends in 
Godwin and Priestley, in Colman and 
Wolcot, and a whole crowd of lesser men, 
is justifiably censured; much that he lays 
down issound and good enough. But the 
whole—which, after the wont of the time, 
consists of several pieces jointed on to 
each other and all flooded with notes— 
suffers from the twin vices of negation and 
divagation. Indeed, its chief value is 
that, both by its composition and its 
reception, it shows the general sense that 
literature was not in a healthy state, and 
that some renaissance, some reaction, was 
necessary.—SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1896, 
A History of Nineteenth Century Litera- 
ture, p. 25. 
GENERAL 

Talked of the ‘‘ Pursuits of Literature, ”’ 
and the sensation it produced when pub- 
lished. Matthias’s Italian poetry: Mr. 
Oakden said he had heard Florentines own 
he came nearer their poetry than any other 
foreigner had done, but that still he was 
but a foreigner at it.—Moorgr, THOMAS, 
1818, Journal, Oct.27; Memoirs, ed. Rus- 
sell, vol. I, p. 205. 

The name of Mathias is well known to 
every lover of the Italian tongue; his 
poetical productions rank with those of 
Milton in merit, and far exceed them in 
quantity. —PRESCOTT, WILLIAM HICKLING, 
1824, Italian Narrative Poetry, Brograph- 
ical and Critical Miscellanies, p. 413. 

Mr. Mathias also wrote some Latin odes, 
and translated into Italian several English 
poems. He wrote Italian with elegance 
and purity, and it has been said that no 
Englishman, since the days of Milton, has 
cultivated that language with so much 
success. —CHAMBERS, RoBERT, 1876, Cy- 
clopedia of English Literature, ed. Carru- 
thers. 


William Henry Ireland 
1777-1835 


Samuel William Henry Ireland, was born in London in 1777, the son of a dealer in 
old books and prints. Articled at seventeen to a London conveyancer, he was tempted 
by his father’s unintelligent enthusiasm for Shakespeare to forge an autograph of the 
poet on a carefully-copied old lease. His audacity grew with the credulity of his 
dupes, and ere long locks of hair, private letters, annotated books, &c., were plenti- 
fully produced. Boswell, Warton, Dr. Parr, and hundreds more came, saw, and 
believed; but those like Malone, really qualified to judge, denounced the imposture. 
Ireland now produced a deed of Shakespeare’s bequeathing his books and papers to 
a William-Henrye Irelaunde, an assumed ancestor. Next a new historical play entitled 
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“‘Vortigern’’ was announced, and produced by Sheridan at Drury Lane, 2d April 1796. 
Vapid and un-Shakespearian, it was damned at once; and this nipped in the bud a 
projected series of historical plays. The uneasiness of Ireland’s father at length 
getting the better of his credulity, the young man was forced to confess; he published 
a statement in 1796, and expanded it in his ‘‘Confessions’’ (1805). He soon sank into 
poverty, eking out a living as a bookseller’s hack till his death, 17th April 1835. He 
produced a dozen poems, four or five novels, and ten or more biographical and miscel- 
laneous compilations. —PATRICK AND GROOME, eds., 1897, Chambers’s Biographical Die- 


tionary, p. 521. 
FORGERIES - 

In the year 1796 I gave to the world a 
concise pamphlet, in which I avowed my- 
self the fabricator of the manuscripts 
attributed by me to Shakspeare. The 
papers themselves, and the circumstances 
attending their production, had so highly 
excited the public curiosity that the 
whole edition was disposed of in a few 
hours: and so great has since been the 
eagerness to procure a copy that, though 
originally published at one shilling, a 
single impression has been sold, in a 
public auction-room, at the extravagant 
price of a guinea. This fact was known 
to many of my friends, who in consequence 
have often expressed surprise that I did not 
republish the pamphlet, and have fre- 
quently importuned me to do so: but the 
revival of the subject, I conceived, might 
rather tend to injure than benefit me as a 
literary character: besides, I had already 
suffered much from the agitation of the 
question, and had reason to wish it might 
for ever rest in peace. —IRELAND, WILLIAM- 
HENRY, 1805, Confessions, Preface. 

When there was considerable fermenta- 
tion in the literary world on the subject 
of the supposed Shakspeare Manuscripts, 
and many of the most distinguished in- 
dividuals had visited Mr. Ireland’s house 
to inspect them, Porson, accompanied by 
a friend, went also. Many persons had 
been so imposed upon as to be induced to 
subscribe their names to a form, previously 
drawn up, avowing their belief in the 
authenticity of the papers exhibited. 
Porson was called upon to do so likewise. 
“*No,’’ replied the Professor, ‘‘I am always 
very reluctant in subscribing my name, 
and more particularly to articles of faith.”’ 


—BELOE, WILLIAM, 1817, The Sexagena- 
rian, vol. 1, p. 231. 

Several other novels, some poems, and 
attempts at satire, proceeded from the 
pen of Ireland; but they- are unworthy 
of notice; and the last thirty years of 
the-life of this industrious but unprin- 
cipled littérateur were passed in obscurity 
and poverty.—CHAMBERS, ROBERT, 1876, 
Cyclopedia of English Literature, ed. Car- 
ruthers. 

Was a liar and a solicitor’s clerk, so 
versatile and accomplished that we cannot 
always believe him, even when he is narrat- 
ing the tale of his own iniquities. The 
temporary but wide and turbulent success 
of the Ireland forgeries suggests the dis- 
agreeable reflection that criticism and 
learning are (or a hundred years ago were) 
worth very little as literary touchstones. 
A polished and learned society, a society 
devoted to Shakespeare and to the stage, 
was taken in by a boy of eighteen. Young 
Ireland not only palmed off his sham docu- 
ments, most makeshift imitations of the 
antique, but even his ridiculous verse on 
the experts. James Boswell went down on 
his knees and thanked Heaven for the sight 
of them, and feeling thirsty after these 
devotions, drank hot brandy and water. 
Dr. Parr was as readily gulled, and prob- 
ably the experts, like Malone, who held 
aloof, were as much influenced by jealousy 
as by science. The whole story of young 
Ireland’s forgeries is not only too long to 
be told here, but forms the topic of a 
novel (‘‘The Talk of the Town’’) by Mr. 
James Payn. The frauds in his hands 
lose neither their humor nor their compli- 
cated interest of plot.—LANG, ANDREW, 
1886, Books and Bookmen, p. 28. 


Thomas Taylor 
1758-1835 
“‘The Platonist,’’ a Londoner bred at St. Paul’s School, entered Lubbock’s bank as 


a clerk. 


He left his desk to teach private pupils and to become assistant-secretary 
to the Society for the Encouragement of Arts, &c. 


During his last forty years he 
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lived at Walworth, immersed in Plato and the Platonists, on £100 a year from Mr. 


Meredith, a retired tradesman. 


His fifty works include translations of the Orphic 


Hymns, parts of Plotinus, Proclus, Pausanias, Apuleius, Iamblichus, Porphyry, &c., 
Plato (nine of the Dialogues by Floyer Sydenham, 1804), and Aristotle (1806-12). 
“The Spirit of All Religions’’ (1790) expresses his strange polytheistic creed.— 
PATRICK AND GROOME, eds., 1897, Chambers’s Biographical Dictionary, p. 904. 


GENERAL 


Taylor’s book was shown to me this 

summer. . . I find that the world’s 
future religion is te be founded on a 
blundered translation of an almost unin- 
telligible commentator on Plato. 
Taylor will have no success.—WALPOLE, 
HorRAcE, 1789, To the Countess of Ossory, 
Nov. 26; Letters, ed. Cunningham, vol. 1x, 
SORA 

Without staying even to learn the in- 
flexions of Greek words, has plunged to 
the very bottom of pagan philosophy, 
taught by the heavenly muse to venture down 
the durk descent, and up to reascend, though 
hard and rare.—PoRSON, RICHARD, 1794, 
To the Editor of the “Morning Chronicle.” 


Thomas Taylor, : the would- 
be restorer of unintelligible mysticism 
and superstitious pagan nonsense. All 
that Iamblichus revealed to Atdesius. — 
MATHIAS, THOMAS JAMES, 1794-98, The 
Pursuits of Literature, Highth ed., p. 181. 


Thomas Taylor, sometimes called ‘‘Plato 
Taylor,’’ is a name justly entitled to 
honourable mention in any history of 
mental speculation. Hespent above forty 
years in an exclusive devotion to what he 
considered the first and most august phi- 
losophy; and is the only modern, since the 
days of the Emperor Julian or the age 
immediately succeeding, who has pene- 
trated to its remotest sources, and effected 
its perfect mastership. . . . The Platonic 
Philosophy being strictly and essentially 
theological—in which, accordingly, all 
other principles and knowledge become 
themselves religionised, so to speak—Mr. 
Taylor adopts it in its fullest extent, with 
all the old profoundly significant and rep- 
resentative mythology attached to it; and 
perhaps (I speak with diffidence) in a more 
absolute and dogmatic sense than even the 
Platonists themselves intended. Asa con- 
sequence of this, Taylor looks with cold- 
ness and distrust on the principles of 
Christian theology. He understands Plato 
thoroughly, but it is quite clear that. he 
has studied the principles of natural and 
revealed religion through a miserably 


corrupted and distorted medium. This 
has led -him to throw a gorgeous halo 
around the Grecian system ; and to look at 
pure and undefiled truth through a dim 
and hazy atmosphere.—BLAKEY, ROBERT- 
1850, History of the Philosophy of Mina, 
vol.1v, pp. 66, 68. 

His translations are very numerous; 
some rather good, the majority poor, and 
all anathematized by each successive 
generation of scholars and _ reviewers. 
The principal are ‘‘The Works of Plato’ 
(in which ‘laylor was assisted by Syden- 
ham), and ‘‘The Works of Aristotle.’’ 
These voluminous contributions to the his- 
tory of philosophy had some value, not 
because of their intrinsic merits, but 
because until lately nothing better had 
taken their place. They are very care- 
lessly executed, and fulloferrors. Taylor 
seems to have regarded it as his life- 
mission to reproduce in English all that 
related to the Platonic and Neo-Platonic 
school. The complete list of his works 
covers nearly forty translations, on all 
subjects, from the ‘‘Hymns of Orpheus’’ 
to the ‘‘Golden Ass of Apuleius.’’ The 
translation of Plato by Prof. Jowett, com- 
pleted in 1871, supersedes entirely that 
by Taylor.—Hart, Joun S., 1872, A 
Manual of English Literature, p. 498. 


Thomas Taylor, the Platonist, for in- 
stance, is really a better man of imagina- 
tion, a better poet, or perhaps I should 
say a better feeder to a poet, than any 
man between Milton and Wordsworth.— 
EMERSON, RALPH WALDO, 1876, Poetry 
and Imagination, Letters and Social Aims. 

Talyor resigned his clerkship, and ob- 
tained in 1798 the post of assistant secre- 
tary to the Society of Arts, which he 
resigned in 1806 in order to devote him- 
self more assiduously to the work of trans- 
lating and expounding the ancient think- 
ers. His equipment for this enterprise 
left much to be desired. Critical faculty 
he had none. No doubt of the historic 
personality of Orpheus or the authenticity 
of the hymns ascribed to him ever crossed 
his mind; the mystical neo-Pythagorean 
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mathematics he esteemed the true science, 
which the Arabians and their European suc- 
cessors had corrupted; and he rejected 
the common opinion of an essential antag- 
onism between the Platonic and Peripatetic 
philosophies, only to resuscitate the forced 
and fanciful syncretism of the ancient 
commentators. His style, formed on the 
Johnsonian model, retained its stiffness to 
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neither neglect nor contempt could damp, 
he plodded laboriously on until he had 
achieved a work never so much as con- 
templated in its entirety by any of his. 
predecessors. Widely read in America, 
his works had never much vogue in Eng- 
land, where his frank avowal of philosophic 
polytheism createda strong feeling against 
him.—Ricc, J. M., 1898, Dictionary of 


the last. But with an ardour which National Biography, vol. Lv, p. 468. 


William Godwin 
1756-1836 

Born, at Wisbeach, Cambs., 8 March, 1756. Family removed to Debenham, Suffolk, 
1758; to Guestwick, Norfolk, 1760. At school at Guestwick, 1760-64; at Hindolves- 
ton, 1764-67; with tutor, 1767-71. Master at Hindolveston School, 1771-73. To 
Hoxton Academy, London, 1773. Minister at Ware, Herts, 1778. In London, 1779. 
Minister at Stowmarket, Suffolk, 1780-82; returned to London, 1782. Minister at 
Beaconsfield in 1783; gave up ministry that year and took to literature. Intimacy 
with Mary Wollstonecraft begun, 1796; married her, 29 March 1797. Daughter 
Mary (afterwards Mrs. Shelley) born 80 Aug. 1797; wife died, 1OSept. 1797. Married 
Mrs. Mary Jane Clairmont, Dec. 1801. Friendship with Coleridge, Lamb, Wordsworth. 
“‘Tragedy of Antonio’’ produced at Drury Lane, 13 Dec. 1800; ‘‘Faulkener’’ produced, 
Dec. 1807. Financial troubles. Wife started publishing business. Friendship with 
Shelley begun, 1811. Bankrupt, 1822. Yeoman Usher of Exchequer, 1838-36. 
Died, in London, 7 April 1886. Buried in Old St. Pancras Churchyard. Works: 
“‘Life of Chatham’’ (anon.), 1783; ‘‘Sketches of History’’ 1784; ‘‘Enquiry concern- 
ing Political Justice,’? 1793; ‘‘Things as they are; or, the Adventures of Caleb Wil- 
liams,’’ 1794; ‘‘Cursory Strictures on the Charge of Chief-Justice Hyre,’’ 1794; ‘‘The 
Enquirer,’’ 1797; ‘‘Memoirs of the Author of a Vindication of the Rights of Women,”’ 
1798 (2nd edn. same year); ‘‘St. Leon,’’ 1799; ‘‘Antonio,’’ 1800; ‘‘Thoughts oc- 
casioned by . . . Dr. Parr’sSpitalSermon,’’ 1801; ‘‘Life of Geoffrey Chaucer,”’ 
1803; ‘‘Fleetwood,’’ 1805 (French trans. same year); ‘‘Fables’’? (under pseud. 
“‘Hdward Baldwin’’), 1805; ‘‘The Looking-Glass’’ (under pseud. .‘‘Theophilus Mar- 
cliffe,’’ attrib. to Godwin), 1805; ‘‘Faulkener,’’ 1807; ‘‘Hssay on Sepulchres,’’ 1809; 
“‘Dramas for Children’’ (anon.), 1809; ‘‘History of Rome’’ (by ‘‘E. Baldwin’’), 1809; 
“‘New and improved Grammar of the English Language”’ (anon.), 1812; ‘‘Lives of 
Edward and John Philips,’? 1815; ‘‘Mandeville,’? 1817; ‘‘Of Population,’’ 1820; 
“Life of Lady Jane Grey’’ (by ‘‘E. Baldwin’’), 1824; ‘‘History of the Commonwealth 
of England”’ (4 vols.), 1824-28; ‘‘The History of England for the use of Schools’’ (by 
“i. Baldwin’’), 1827; ‘‘History of Greece’’ (by ‘‘E. Baldwin’’), 1828; ‘‘Cloudesley’’ 
(anon.), 1830; ‘‘Thoughts on Man,’’ 1831; ‘‘Deloraine,’? 1833; ‘‘Lives of the 
Necromancers,’’ 1834. Posthumous: ‘‘Essays,’’ 1873. He translated: Lord Lovat’s 
“Memoirs,’’? 1797; and edited: Mary Godwin’s ‘‘Posthumous Works,’’ 1798; his son 
(W. Godwin’s) ‘‘Transfusion,’’ 1835. Life: by C. Kegan Paul, 1876.—Suarp, R. 
FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 118. 


PERSONAL before us is decisive. . . . You tell me 


You distress me, sir, extremely, by again 
agitating a question which ought to be 
considered as decided. I had full oppor- 
tunity, when in Town, to hear, and atten- 
tively to weigh your opinions concerning 
the point on which we most differ: for 
perhaps I do not fully agree with you in 
supposing our minds at unison on many 
others ; but that is immaterial—the matter 


that you are individually beloved by those 
who know you, and I can easily believe 
it, but I will tell you that even among 
the number of your friends, or at least 
well-wishers, there are to my knowledge 
those who much lament, and even blame 
the lengths to which your systems of 
thinking have carried you, and who recede 
insensibly from your oppinions, while they 
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preserve a respect for your intentions. — 
Lee, HARRIET, 1798, Letter to Godwin, 
July 31; William Godwin by Paul, vol. 1, 


pp. 307, 308. 


I was disgusted at heart with the gross- 
ness and vulgar insanocecity of this dim- 
headed prig of a philosophocide, when, 
after supper, his ill stars impelled him to 
renew the contest. I begged him not to 
goad me, for that I feared my feelings 
would not long remain in my power. He 
(to my wonder and indignation) persisted 
(I had not deciphered the cause), and then, 
as he well said,I did ‘‘thunder and lighten 
at him’’ with a vengeance for more than 
an hour and a half. Every effort of self- 
defence only made him more ridiculous. 
If I had been Truth in person, I could not 
have spoken more accurately; but it was 
Truth in a war chariot,drawn by the three 
Furies, and the reins had slipped out of 
the goddess’s hands !—CoLERIDGE, SAMUEL 
TAYLOR, 1804, To Robert Southey, Feb. 20 ; 
Letters, ed. H. H. Coleridge, vol. u, p. 465. 


The name of Godwin has been accustomed 
to excite in me feelings of reverence and 
admiration. I have been accustomed to 
consider him as a luminary too dazzling 
for the darkness which surrounds him,and 
from the earliest period of my knowledge 
of his principles, I have ardently desired 
to share in the footing of intimacy that 
intellect which I have delighted to con- 
template inits emanations. Considering, 
then, these feelings, you will not be sur- 
prised at the inconceivable emotion with 
which I learned your existence and your 
dwelling. I had enrolled your name on 
the list of the honourable dead. I had felt 


regret that the glory of your being had 


passed from this earthof ours. It is not 
so. You still live, and I firmly believe 
are still planning the welfare of human 
kind. : When I come to London 
I shall seek for you. I am convinced I 
could represent myself to you in such 
terms as not to be thought wholly un- 
worthy of your friendship. At least, if 
any desire for universal happiness has any 
claim upon your preference, that desire I 
can exhibit.—SHELLEY, PERCY BYSSHE, 
1811, Letter to Godwin, Jan. 3; William 
Godwin by Paul, vol. 1, p. 202. 

Godwin is as far removed from every- 
thing feverish and exciting as if his head 
had never been filled with anything but 
geometry. He is now about sixty-five, 
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stout, well-built, and unbroken by age, 
with a cool, dogged manner, exactly op- 
posite to everything I had imagined of the 
author of ‘‘St. Leon’’ and ‘‘Caleb Wil- 
liams.’’ He lives on Snowhill, just about 
where Hvelina’s vulgar relations lived. 
His family is supported partly by the 
labors of his own pen and partly by those 
of his wife’s, but chiefly by the profits of 
a shop for children’s books, which she 
keeps and manages to considerable advan- 
tage. She isaspirited,active woman, who 
controls the house,I suspect, pretty well; 
and when I looked at Godwin, and saw 
with what cool obstinacy he adhered to 
everything he had once assumed, and what 
a cold selfishness lay at the bottom of his 
character, I felt a satisfaction in the 
thought that he had a wife who must 
sometimes give a start to his blood and 
a stir to his nervous system.—TICKNOR, 
GEORGE, 1819, Journal; Life, Letters and 
Journals, vol. 1, p. 294. 

The Spirit of the Age was never more 

fully shown than in its treatment of this 
writer—its love of paradox and change, 
its dastard submission to prejudice and to 
the fashion of the day. Five-and-twenty 
years ago he was in the very zenith of a 
sultry and unwholesome popularity; he 
blazed as a sun in the firmament of reputa- 
tion; no one was more talked of, more 
looked up to, more sought after, and wher- 
ever liberty, truth, justice was the theme, 
his name was not far off :—now he has 
sunk below the horizon, and enjoys the 
supreme delight of a doubtful immortality. 
Mr. Godwin, during his lifetime, has se- 
cured to himself the triumphs and the 
mortifications of an extreme notoriety and 
of a sort of posthumous fame. 
In size Mr. Godwin is below the common 
stature, nor is his deportment graceful or 
animated. His face is, however, fine, 
with an expression of placid temper and 
recondite thought. He is not unlike the 
common portraits of Locke.—Haz.itt, 
WituiAM, 1825, The Spirit of the Age, 
pp. 19, 33. 

Next came Godwin. Did younot grudge 
me that pleasure, now? At least, mourn 
that you were not there withme? Grudge 
not, mourn not, dearest Jeannie; it was 
the most unutterable stupidity ever en- 
acted on this earth. Mrs. Godwin 
already sate gossiping in the dusk—an 
old woman of no significance. . . . 
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Shortly before candles, Godwin himself 
(who had been drinking good green tea by 
his own hearth before stirring out). He 
is a bald, bushy-browed, thick, hoary, 
hale little figure, taciturn enough, and 
speaking when he does speak with a cer- 
tain epigrammatic spirit, wherein, except 
a little shrewdness, there is nothing but 
the most commonplace character. (I 
should have added that he wears specta- 
cles, has full grey eyes, a very large blunt 
characterless nose, and ditto chin).— 
CARLYLE, THOMAS, 1831, To Mrs. Carlyle, 
Aug.17; Early Life of Thomas Carlyle, ed. 
Froude, vol. i, p. 189, 


Godwin’s name seems sinking out of re- 
membrance; and he isremembered less by 
the novels that succeeded, or by the phi- 
losophy that he abjured, than as the man 
that had Mary Wollstonecraft for his wife, 
Mrs. Shelley for his daughter, and the im- 
mortal Shelley as his son-in-law.—DE 
QuincEY, THOMAS, 1845-59, Giulfillan’s 
Literary Portraits, Works, ed. Masson, 
vol. XI, p. 335. 


He rose between seven and eight, and 
read some classic author before breakfast. 
From nine till twelve or one he occupied 
himself with his pen. He found that he 
could not exceed this measure of labour 
with any advantage to his own health, or 
the workin hand. While writing ‘‘Polit- 
ical Justice,’’ there was one paragraph 
which he wrote eight times over before he 
could satisfy himself with the strength 
and perspicuity of his expressions. On 
this occasion a sense of confusion of the 
brain came over him, and he applied to his 
friend Mr. Carlisle, afterwards Sir Anthony 
Carlisle, the celebrated surgeon, who 
warned him that he had exerted his intel- 
lectual faculties to their limit. In com- 
pliance with his direction, Mr. Godwin re- 
duced his hours of composition within 
what many will consider narrow bounds. 
The rest of the morning was spent in read- 
ing and seeing his friends. Whenat home 
he dined at four, but during his bachelor 
life he frequently dined out. His dinner 
at home at this time was simple enough. 
He had no regular servant; an old woman 
came in the morning to clean and arrange 
his rooms, and if necessary she prepared a 
mutton chop, which was put in a Dutch 
oven. —SHELLEY, MARY WOLLSTONECRAFT, 
1851? Fragmentary Notes, William God- 
win, by Paul, vol. 1, p. 79. 
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It was in the year 1813 that I first 
became acquainted with William Godwin. 
wee I had expressed a wish to know 
him, and I was soon invited by a charming 
family, with whom he was intimate, to dine 
at their house, where I should find him and 
Bysshe. I repaired thither, toa somewhat 
early dinner, in accordance with the habits 
of the philosopher. I was not on any 
account to be late, for it was unpleasant 
to him to dine later than four o’clock. It 
was a fine Sunday. I set out betimes, and 
arrived at the appointed place at half-past 
three. I found a short, stout, thickset 
old man, of very fair complexion, and with 
a bald and very large head, in the draw- 
ing-room, alone, where he had been for 
some time by himself, and he appeared to 
be rather uneasy at being alone. He made 
himself known to me as William Godwin; 
it was thus he styled himself. His dress 
was dark, and very plain, of an old- 
fashioned cut, even for anold man. His 
appearance, indeed, was altogether that 
of a dissenting minister. . . . William 
Godwin, according to my observation, al- 
ways eat meat, and rather sparingly, and 
little else besides. He drank a glass or 
two of sherry, wherein I did not join him. 
Soon after dinner, a large cup of very 
strong green tea,—of gunpowder tea, in- 
tensely strong,—was brought to him; 
this he took with evident satisfaction, and 
it was the only thing that he appeared to 
enjoy, although our fare was excellent. 
Having drunken the tea, he set the cup and 
saucer forcibly upon the table, at a great 
distance from him, according to the usages 
of that old school of manners, to which he 
so plainly belonged. He presently fell 
into a sound sleep, sitting very forward 
in his chair, and leaning forward, so that 
at times he threatened to fall forward; 
but no harm came to him. Not only did 
the old philosopher sleep soundly, deeply, 
but he snored loudly.—Hoce, THomas 
JEFFERSON, 1858, The Life of Percy 
Bysshe Shelley, vol. 0, pp. 444, 447. 


I remember vividly accompanying my 
father to the dark rooms in the New Palace 
Yard, where I saw an old vivacious lady and 
an old gentleman. My father was most 
anxious that I should remember them ; and 
I do remember well that he appeared to 
bear a strong regard forthem. . . . One 
morning he called on the Godwins, and 
was kept for some minutes waiting in 
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their drawing-room. It was irresistible, he 
could never think of these things. Whistle 
in a lady’s drawing-room! . . . Still he 
did whistle,—not only pianissimo, but 


fortissimo, with variations enough tosatisfy 


the most ambitious of thrushes. Suddenly 
good little Mrs. Godwin gently opened the 
door, paused still—not seen by the per- 
former—to catch the dying notes of the 
air, and then, coming up to her visitor, 
startled him with the request, made in all 
seriousness, ‘‘You couldn’t whistle that 
again, could you?’’—JERROLD, BLAN- 
CHARD, 1859, Life and Remains of Douglas 
Jerrold, ch. vi. 

William Godwin was then seventy years 
old; but he seemed to me older than Ben- 
tham. Feeble and bent, he had neither 
the bright eye nor the elastic step of the 
utilitarian philosopher. In person he was 
small and insignificant. His capacious 
forehead, seeming to weigh down the aged 
head, alone remained to indicate the talent 
which even his opponents confessed that 
he had shown, alike in his novels and in 
his graver works. Hisconversation gave 
me the impression of intellect without 
warmth of heart; it touched on great 
principles, but was measured and unim- 
pulsive; as great a contrast to Bentham’s 
as could well be imagined.—OweEn, Ros- 
ERT DALE, 1874, Threading My Way, 
p. 207. 

Was always the same; very cold, very 
selfish, very calculating. His philosophy, 
such as it was, never generated pity or 
gratitude. His sympathies and generosi- 
ties and liberal qualities showed them- 
selves only in print. His conduct towards 
Shelley was merely an endeavor to extract 
from him as much money as was possible. 
His conduct toward Mr. —, whom I have 
heard speak of it, in denying a pecuniary 
liability, because as he said, ‘‘there was 
no witness to the loan;’’ his pedantic 
cavilling at his wife’s unscientific expres- 
sion when dying, ‘‘Oh, Godwin, I am in 
heaven!’’ (expressive of her relief from 
extreme pain), all indicate an unamiable 
character. I have knownseveral persons 
who were intimate with him, none of whom 
ever pretended to endue him with a single 
good quality. He was very pragmatic, 
very sceptical of God and men and virtue. 
And yet this man has in his study com- 
piled fine rhetorical sentences, which 
strangers have been ready to believe 
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flowed warm from his heart. I have al- 
ways thought him like one of those cold 
intellectual demons of whom we read in 
French and German stories, who come upon 
earth to do good to no one and harm to 
many.—PROCTER, BRYAN WALLER, 1874? 
Recollections of Men of Letters, p. 2038. 

The same calm temperament which en- 
abled him to dispense with much which is 
often thought of the essence of religion, 
seems to have kept him free also from any 
feeling which can he calledlove. Except 
the one great passion of his life, and even 
this was conducted with extreme outward 
and apparent phlegm, friendship stood to 
him in the place of passion, as morality 
was to him in the room of devotion. All 
the jealousies, misunderstandings, wounded 
feelings and the like, which some men ex- 
perience in their love affairs, Godwin suf- 
fered in his relations with his friends. 
Fancied slights were exaggerated; quar- 
rels, expostulations, reconciliations fol- 
lowed quickly on each other, as though 
they were true amantiam irae. And his 
relations with women were for the most 
part the same as those with men. His 
frendships were as real with the one sex as 
with the other, but they were no more 
than friendships. Marriage seemed to him 
a thing to be arranged, ‘‘adjusted,’’ as 
Mr. Tennyson says of the loves of vege- 
tables.-—PAUL, C. KEGAN, 1876, William 
Godwin: his Friends and Contemporaries, 
vol. 1, p. 29. 

Godwin, though overrated in his genera- 
tion, and almost ludicrously idealized by 
Shelley, was a man whose talents verged 
on genius. But he was by no means con- 
sistent. His conduct in money-matters 
shows that he could not live the life of a 
self-sufficing philosopher ; while the irrita- 
tion he expressed when Shelley omitted to 
address him as Esquire, stood in comic 
contradiction with his published doctrines. 
—SYMONDS, JOHN ADDINGTON, 1879, Shel- 
ley (English Men of Letters), p. 98. 

It would be difficult to find a greater 
contrast than that between Irving and 
Godwin. In persons, in manners, in fea- 
tures, in mind, in spirit, they were utter- 
most opposites. The free-thinking husband 
of Mary Wollstonecraft—whose union was 
the slender one of a love-bond, until in 
later life, they took upon them the bonds of 
wedlock—was of awkard, ungainly form; 
a broad, intellectual forehead redeemed a 
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flat, coarse, inexpressive face; his dress 
was clumsy ; his habits careless—of clean- 
liness at least. —HALL, SAMUEL CARTER, 
1883, Retrospect of a Long Life, p. 313. 


Of a cool, unemotional temperament, 
safe from any snares of passion or imagina- 
tion, he became the very type of a town 
philosopher. Abstractions of the intellect 
and the philosophy of politics were his 
world. He had a true townsman’s love of 
the theatre, but external nature for the 
most part left him unaffected, as it found 
him. With the most exalted opinion of 
his own genius and merit, he was nervously 
susceptible to the criticism of others, yet 
always ready to combat any judgment un- 
favourable to himself. Never weary of 
argument, he thought that by its means, 
conducted on lines of reason, all questions 
might be finally settled, all problems satis- 
factorily and speedily solved. Hence the 
fascination he possessed for those in doubt 
and distress of mind. Cool rather than 
cold-hearted, he had a certain benignity 
of nature which, joined to intellectual ex- 
altation, passed as warmth and fervour. — 
MARSHALL, Mrs. JULIAN, 1889, The Life 
and Letters of Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley, 
vol. I, p. 4. 


Affecting the virtues of calmness and 
impartiality, he was yet irritable under 
criticism, and his friendships were inter- 
rupted by a series of quarrels. His self- 
respect was destroyed in later life under 
the pressure of debt and an unfortunate 
marriage; but, though his character 
wanted in strength and elevation, and in- 
capable of the loftier passions, he seems 
to have been mildly affectionate, and, in 
many cases, a judicious friend to more im- 
pulsive people.—STEPHEN, LESLIE, 1894, 
Dictionary of National Biography, vol. 
XXIL, p. 67. 


First and last, Shelley emptied into that 
rapacious mendicant’s lap a sum which 
cost him—for he borrowed it at ruinous 
rates—from eighty to one hundred thou- 
sand dollars. —CLEMENS, S. M. (MARK 
TWAIN), 1897, In Defence of Harriet Shelley, 
How to tell a Story and Other Essays, p.49. 


ENQUIRY CONCERNING POLITICAL 
JUSTICE 
1798 
Dr. Priestley says my book contains a 
vast extent of ability—-Monarchy and 
Aristocaracy, to be sure, were never so 
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painted before—heagrees with merespect- 
ing gratitude and contracts absolutely 
considered, but thinks the principles too 
refined for practice—he felt uncommon 
approbation of my investigation of the 
first principles of government, which were 
never so well explained before—he admits 
fully my first principle of the omnipotence 
of instruction and that all vice is error— 
he admits all my principles, but cannot 
follow them into all my conclusions with 
me respecting self-love—he thinks mind 
will never so far get the better of matter 
as I suppose; he is of opinion that the 
book contains a great quantity of original 
thinking, and will be uncommonly useful. 
Horne Tooke tells me that my book is a 
bad book, and will do a great deal of harm 
—Holcroft and Jardine had previously in- 
formed me, the first, that he said the book 
was written with very good intentions, but 
to be sure nothing could be so foolish; the 
second, that Holcroft and I had our heads 
full of plays and novels, and then thought 
ourselves philosophers.—GOoDWIN, WIL- 
LIAM, 1793, Supplement to Journal, March 
23; William Godwin by Paul, vol. 1, p.116. 

You supped upon Godwin and oysters 
with Carlisle. Have you, then, read God- 
win, and that with attention? Give me 
your thoughts upon his book; for, faulty 
as it is in many parts, there is a mass of 
truth in it that must make every man 
think. Godwin, as a man, is very con- 
temptible. Iam afraid that most public 
characters will ill endure examination in 
their private lives. —SouTHEY, RoBERt, 
1795, To Grosvenor C. Bedford, Nov. 22; 
re and Correspondence, ed. C. C. Southey, 
ch. iii. 

While everybody was abusing and de- 
spising Mr. Godwin, and while Mr. Godwin 
was, among a certain description of under- 
standings, increasing every day in popu- 
larity, Mr. Malthus took the trouble of 
refuting him; and we hear no more of Mr. 
Godwin.—SmITH, SYDNEY, 1802, Dr. Ren- 
nel, Edinburgh Review, Essays, p. 9. 

I cannot but consider the author of 
“*Political Justice’? as a philosophical 
reasoner of no ordinary stamp or preten- 
sions. That work, whatever its defects 
may be, is distinguished by the most acute 
and severe logic, and by the utmost bold- 
ness of thinking, founded ona love and 
conviction of truth.—Hazuirt, WILLIAM, 
1818, Lecture on the English Novelists. 
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He carried one single shock into the 
bosom of English society, fearful but 
momentary, like that from the electric 
blow of the gymnotus; or, perhaps, the 
intensity of the brief panic which, fifty 
years ago, he impressed on the pubic mind 
may be more adequately expressed by the 
case of a ship in the middle ocean suddenly 
scraping with her keel a ragged rock, 
hanging for one moment as if impaled upon 
the teeth of the dreadful sierra,—then, 
by the mere impetus of her mighty sails, 
grinding audibly to powder the fangs of 
this accursed submarine harrow, leaping 
into deep water again, and causing the 
panic of ruin to be simultaneous with the 
deep sense of deliverance. —DE QUINCEY, 
THOMAS, 1845-59, Giulfillan’s Literary 
Portraits, Works, ed. Masson, vol. Xt, 
ar AG 

It was in the spring of this year and 
before I left Colchester that I read a book 
which gave a turn to my mind, and in 
effect directed the whole course of my life, 
—a book which, after producing a power- 
ful effect on the youth of that generation, 
has now sunk into unmerited oblivion. 
This was Godwin’s ‘‘Political Justice.’’ I 
was in some measure prepared for it by 
an acquaintance with Holcroft’s novels, 
and it came recommended to me by the 
praise of Catherine Buck, I entered fully 
into its spirit, it left all others behind in 
my admiration, and | was willing even to 
become a martyr for it; for it soon became 
a reproach to be a follower of Godwin,on 
account of hissupposed atheism. I never 
became an atheist, but I could not feel 
aversion or contempt towards G. on 
account of any of his views. In one re- 


‘spect the book had an’excellent effect on 


my mind,—it made me feel more gener- 
ously. \ had never before, nor, I am afraid, 
have I ever since felt so strongly the duty 
of not living to one’s self, but of having 
for one’s sole object the good of the com- 
munity. His idea of justice I then adopted 
and still retain; nor was! alarmed by the 
declamations so generally uttered against 
his opinions on the obligations of grati- 
tude, the fulfillment of promises, and the 
duties arising out of the personal relations 
of life. —RoBINSON, HENRY CRABB, 1867? 
Reminiscences for 1795, Diary, Reminis- 
cences and Correspondence, ed. Sadler, vol. 
op. 20. 

No more abstract work on political 
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science ever took hold of the English pub- 
lic mind with more tenacity than this pub- 
lication. It was in everybody’s hands.— 
BLAKEY, ROBERT, 1873, Memoirs, p. 58. 

His mind, clear, systematic, and passion- 
less, speedily threw off the prejudices from 
which Price and Priestley never emanci- 
pated themselves. More than any English 
thinker, he resembles in intellectual tem- 
perament those French theorists who rep- 
resented the early revolutionary impulse. 
His doctrines are developed with a logical 
precision which shrinks from no conse- 
quences, and which placidly ignores all in- 
convenient facts. The Utopia in which 
his imagination delights is laid out with 
geometrical symmetry and_ simplicity. 
Godwin believes as firmly as any early 
Christian in the speedy revelation of a new 
Jerusalem, four-square and perfect in its 
plan. Three editions of his ‘‘Political 
Justice’’ were published, in 1798, 1796, 
and 1798. Between those dates events 
had occurred calculated to upset the faith 
of may enthusiasts. Godwin’s opinions, 
however, wererooted too deeply in abstract 
speculation to be effected by any storms 
raging in the region of concrete phenom- 
ena. . Godwin’s intellectual geneal- 
ogy may be traced to three sources. From 
Swift, Mandeville, and the Latin historians, 
he had learnt to regard the whole body of 
ancient institutions as corrupt ; from Hume 
and Hartley, of whom he speaks with en- 
thusiam, he derived the means of assault 
upon the old theories; from the French 
writers, such as Rousseau, Helvetius, and 
Holbach, he caught, as he tells us, the 
contagion of revolutionary zeal. The 
‘Political Justice’’ is an attempt to frame 
into a systematic whole the principles 
gathered from these various sources, and 
may be regarded as an exposition of the 
extremest form of revolutionary dogma. 
Though Godwin’s idiosynerasy is per- 
ceptible in some of the conclusions, the 
book is instructive, as showing, with a 
clearness paralleled in no other English 
writing, the true nature of those principles 
which excited the horror of Burke and the 
Conservatives.—STEPHEN, LESLIE, 1876, 
History of English Thought’ in the Hight- 
eenth Century, vol. U, pp. 264, 265. 

He never could have been a worker on 
the active stage of life. But he was none 
the less a motive power behind the work- 
ers, and ‘‘Political Justice’’ may take its 
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place with the ‘‘Speech for Unlicensed 
Printing, ’’ the ‘‘ Essay on Education,’’ and 
‘‘Hmile,’’? among the unseen levers which 
have moved the changes of the times.— 
PAUL, C. KEGAN, 1876, William Godwin : 
his Friends and Contemporaries, vol. 1, 
p. 105. 


I thought of Shelley—so we all think of 
him—as a man of extraordinary sensitive- 
ness and susceptibility, susceptibility above 
all to ideal impressions; and I further 
thought of him as instinctively craving 
something to balance his own excessive 
sensitiveness, something to control his 
mobility of feeling, something to steady 
his advance and give him poise. A law 
he needed, but a law which should steady 
his advance, not one which should trammel 
his advance or hold him in motionless 
equilibrium. Coming at a time when the 
ideas of the Revolution were in the air, he 
found what served him as a law in those 
ideas, as declared by their most eminent 
English spokesman, William Godwin. A 
lyrical nature attempting to steady its ad- 
vance by the revolutionary abstractions— 
such was Shelley. And his work in litera- 
ture represents on the one hand his own 
mobile temperament, his extraordinary 
sensitiveness and marvellous imagination, 
and on the other hand the zeit-geist, the 
spirit of 1789, as formulated by Godwin 
in a code of morals, rigid, passionless, and 
doctrinaire, yet containing a hidden fire, 
and glowing inwardly with ardent antici- 
pations. The volumes of ‘‘Political Jus 
tice’’ were thus for Shelley at once a law 
and a gospel.—DowDEN, EDWARD, 1887, 
Last Words on Shelley, Fortnightly Re- 
view, vol. 48, p. 461. 


Shows a great advance in lucidity and 
command of logical language. He has 
been compared, surely to his own moral 
advantage, with Condorcet; but there is 
no question that he was curiously related 
to the French precursors of the Revolu- 
tion, and particularly to Rousseau and 
Helvetius, from whom he caught, with 
their republican ardour, not alittle of the 
clear merit of their style.—Gossr, Ep- 
MUND, 1897, A Short History of Modern 
English Literature, p. 293. 


CALEB WILLIAMS 
1794 


One word respecting the MS. itself,and 
Ihave done. The incidents are ill chosen; 
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the characters unnatural, distorted; the 
phraseology intended to mark the humor- 
ous ones inappropriate ; the style uncouth ; 
everything upon stilts; the whole unin- 
teresting; written as a man would make 
a chair or a table that had never handled a 
tool. I got through it, but it was as I get 
over a piece of ploughed-up ground, with 
labour and toil. By the way, judging from 
the work in question, one might suppose 
some minds not to be unlike a piece of 
ground. Having produced a rich crop, it 
must lie fallow for a season, that it may 
gain sufficient vigour for anew crop. You 
were speaking for a motto for this work— 
the best motto in my opinion would be a 
Hic jacet; for depend upon it, the world 
will suppose you to be exhausted ; or rather 
what a few only think at present, will 
become a general opinion, that the Her- 
cules you have fathered is not of your 
begetting.—MARSHAL, JAMES, 17938, Let- 
ter to Godwin, May 31; William Godwin 
by Paul, vol. 1, p. 90. 

In the writings of Godwin, some of the 
strongest of our feelings are most forcibly 
awakened, and there are few novels which 
display more powerful painting, or excite 
higher interest, than his ‘‘Caleb Williams.” 
The character of Falkland, the chief 
actor, which is formed on visionary princi- 
ples of honour, is perhaps not strictly an 
invention, as it closely resembles that of 
Shamont, in Beaumont and Fletcher’s “‘Nice 
Valour.” But the accumulated wretched- 
ness with which he is overwhelmed, the 
inscrutable mystery by which he is sur- 
rounded, and the frightful persecutions to 
which he subjects the suspected possessor 
of his dreadful secret, are peculiar to the 
author, and are represented with a force 
which has not been surpassed in the finest 
passages and scenes of poetic or dramatic 
fiction.—DuNLoP, JOHN, 1814-42, The 
History of Fiction, vol. 1, p. 405. 


“Caleb Williams’’ is probably the finest 
novel produced by a man—at least since 
the “Vicar of Wakefield.” The sentiments, 
if not the opinions, from which it arose, 
were transient. Local usages and institu- 
tions were the subjects of its satire, ex- 
aggerated beyond the usual privilege of 
that species of writing. Yet it has been 
translated into most languages, and it has 
appeared in various forms, on the theatres, 
not only of England, but of France and 
Germany. Thereis scarcely a continental 
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circulating library in which it is not one 
of the books which most quickly require 
to be replaced. There is scarcely 
a fiction in any language which it is so 
difficult to lay by. . The passages 
which betray the metaphysician more 
than the novelist, ought to be weeded out 
with more than ordinary care.—MACKIN- 
TOSH, Sik JAMES, 1815, Godwin’s Lives 
of Milton’s Nephews, Edinburgh Review, 
vol. 25, pp. 486, 487. 

Few there are who do not enter into 
and understand the workings of the mind 
of Caleb Williams, where the demon of 
curiosity, finding a youth of an active and 
speculative disposition, without guide to 
advise, or business to occupy him, engages 
his thoughts and his time upon the task of 
prying into a mystery which no way con- 
cerned him, and which from the beginning 
he had a well-founded conviction might 
prove fatal to him, should he ever pene- 
trate it. The chivalrous frenzy of Falk- 
land, in the same piece, though perhaps 
awkwardly united with the character of 
an assassin, that love of fame to which he 
sacrifices honour and virtue, is another 
instance of a humour, or turn of mind, 
which, like stained glass, colours with its 
own peculiar tinge every object beheld by 
the party.—Scort, Sir WALTER, 1826, The 
Omen, Blackwood’s Magazine, vol. 20, p.53. 

“‘Caleb Williams’’ is the cream of his 
mind, the rest are the skimmed milk; yet 
in that wondrous novel all must be of- 
fended with the unnatural and improbable 
character of Falkland; the most accom- 
plished, the most heroical and lofty-minded 
of men murders one who has affronted him, 


-allows others to hang for the deed, and 


persecutes to the brink of ruin a man 
whose sole sin was a desire to penetrate 
through the mystery in which this prodigy 
of vice and virtue had wrapped himself. 
Williams suffers merely because it was 
necessary for the story that he should; a 
single word would have set all right and 
saved him from much unnatural terror. In 
short, the fault is, that the actions which 
the dramatis persone perform are not in 
keeping with their characters. —CUNNING- 
HAM, ALLAN, 1833, Biographical and Crit- 
ical History of the Literature of the Last 
Fifty Years. 

“‘Caleb Williams,’’ the earliest, is also 
the most popular, of our author’s ro- 
mances, not because his latter works have 


been less rich in sentiment and passion, 
but because they are, for the most part, 
confined to the development of single 
characters; while in this there is the op- 
position and death-grapple of two beings, 
each endowed with poignant sensibilities 
and quenchless energy. There is no work 
of fiction which more rivets the attention 
—no tragedy which exhibits a struggle 
more sublime or sufferings more intense 
than this; yet to produce the effect, no 
complicated machinery is employed, but 
the springs of action are few and simple. 
The motives are at once common and 
elevated, and are purely intellectual, with- 
out appearing for an instant inadequate to 
their mighty issues.—TALFOURD, THOMAS 
Noon, 1842, Critical and Miscellaneous 
Writings, p, 38. 

The interest of this wonderful tale is 
indescribable. This author pos- 
sesses no humour, no powers of descrip- 
tion, at least of nature—none of that 
magic which communicates to inanimate 
objects the light and glow of sentiment— 
very little pathos; but, on the other hand, 
few have possessed a more penetrating 
eye for that recondite causation which 
links together motive and action, a more 
watchful and determined consistency in 
tracing the manifestations of such charac- 
ters as he has once conceived, or a more 
prevailing spirit of self-persuasion as to 
the reality of what he relates. The ro- 
mance of ‘‘Caleb Williams’’ is indeed ideal ; 
but it is an ideal totally destitute of all 
the trappings and ornaments of the ideal: 
it is like some grand picture painted in 
dead colour.—Suaw, Tuomas B., 1847, 
Outlines of English Literature, pp. 382,383. 


One of the most powerful and fascinat- 
ing novels in the language, the plot, and 
its evolution, being invested with such in- 
tense interest that the didactic purpose of 
the work is not noticed by an ordinary 
reader, and may, indeed, be entirely 
ignored, without any detriment.— DAVIES, 
JAMES, 1878, English Literature from the 
Accession of George III. to the Battle of 
Waterloo, p. 139. 

The novel had very great success, and 
was dramatized by Colman under the name 
of ‘‘The Iron Chest.’? In spite of the 
amazing impossibilities of the story and its 
unrelieved gloom; inspite of the want of 
almost any character to admire—since Mr. 
Clare, by whom Godwin probably intended 


300 


to represent his friend Fawcet, dies early 
in the tale; though there is no real 
heroine and scarcely mention of love, the 
story has survived and has probably been 
read by very many persons who, but for 
‘it, have never heard of Godwin. Itisa 
very powerful book, and the character of 
Falkland the murderer is unique in litera- 
ture.—PAUL, C. KEGAN, 1876, William 
Godwin; his Friends and Contemporaries, 
vol. 1, p. 117. 

The most obvious moral is that you 
ought not to have half a conscience. If 
Falkland had been thoroughly virtuous, he 
would not have committed murder; if 
thoroughly vicious, he would not have been 
tortured to death by remorse. But 
fortunately this childish design of enforc- 
ing a political theory did not spoil God- 
win’s story. The situation is impressive, 
and, in spite of many clumsy details,is im- 
pressively represented. The spectacle of 
aman of delicate sense of honour writhing 
under the dread of detection, and opposed 
by an incarnation of vulgar curiosity, 
moves us to forget the superfluous moral. 
—STEPHEN, LESLIE, 1876, William God- 
win, The Fortnightly Review, vol. 26, p.459. 

The interest of ‘‘Caleb Williams’’ is 
very real and very well maintained. The 
character of Falkland, in which all the 
milder virtues have been overshadowed 
by the memory of his crime, the sleepless 
curiosity of Williams in the effort to ascer- 
tain his master’s secret, the price he pays 
for success in the persecution that dogs 
him unremittingly, together make up a 
story of an interest too powerful to per- 
mit it to be enslaved to a frigid scheme 
of Utopian politics.—RALEIGH, WALTER, 
1894, The English Novel, p. 245. 

In ‘‘Caleb Williams’’ we have before us 
a revolutionary work of art, the imagina- 
tive work of a theorist, a tale which en- 
forcesa doctrine. It gains and loses by the 
concentration of spirit with which Godwin 
in it studiesand works out a moral problem. 
To read it is to enter and explore a 
cavern; it is narrow; it is dark; we lose 
the light and air, and the clear spaces 
of the firmament; but the explorer’s pas- 
sion seizes upon us, and we grope along 
the narrowing walls with an intensity of 
curious desire. As the work of a political 
thinker, the book is an indictment of 
society. “Caleb Williams’’ is 
the one novel of the days of Revolution, 
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embodying the new doctrine of the time, 
which can be said to survive.—DOWDEN, 
Epwarpb, 1897, The French Revolution 
and English Literature, pp. 66,°76. 
ST. LEON 
1799 

Men must have arrived at an uncommon 
degree of general wisdom, when ‘“‘St. 
Leon’”’ shall no longer be read. Your 
Marguerite is inimitable. Knowing the 
model after which you drew, as often as I 
recollected it, my heart ached while I read. 
Your Bethlem Gabor is wonderfully drawn. 
It is like the figures of Michel Angelo, any 
section of an outline of which taken apart 
would be improbable and false, but which 
are so combined as to form a sublime 
whole. Having read I could coldly come 
back, and point to the caricature traits of 
the portrait, but while reading I could feel 
nothing but astonishment and admiration. 
Through the whole work there is so much 
to censure, and so much to astonish, that 
in my opinion it is in every sense highly 
interesting. Its faults and its beauties 
are worthy the attention of the most acute 
critic.—Ho.Lcrort, THOMAS, 1800, Letter 
to Godwin, Sept. 9; Walltam Godwin by 
Paul, vol. ul, p. 25. 

I have been reading (for the little I 
could read) a new novel of Godwin’s, in 
four vols., called ‘‘The Travels of St. 
Leon.’’ It is an odd work, like all his, 
and, like all his, interesting, tho’ hardly 
ever pleasantly so; and while one’s head 
often agrees with his observations, and 
sometimes with his reasoning, never does 
one’s heart thoroughly agree with his sen- 
timents on any subject or in any character. 
He now allows that the social affections 
may be cultivated to advantage in human 
life, and upon this plan his present novel 
is formed. I should tell you, whichI know 
from Edwards, that it was written for 
bread, agreed for by the book-sellers 
beforehand, and actually composed and 
written as the printers wanted it. 1 think 
you will see many marks of this through- 
out the work if you read it, which I should 
recommend to you, if, like me, you have 
not seen a readable novel for this age.— 
BERRY, Mary, 1800, To Miss Cholmeley, 
Jan. 2; Extracts from Journals and Cor- 
respondence, ed. Lady Lewis, vol. u, p.111. 

The character, too, of St. Leon is ably 
sustained—we are charmed with his early 
loyalty and patriotism—his elevation of 
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soul and tender attachment to his family ; 
while, at the same time, his fondness for 
magnificence and admiration naturally pre- 
pares his acceptance of the pernicious 
gifts of the alchymist. Through the whole 
romance the dialogues are full of elo- 
quence, and almost every scene is sketched 
with the strong and vivid pencil of a 
master. Never was escape more interest- 
ing than that of St. Leon from the Auto 
da Fe at Valladolid, or landscape more 
heart-reviving than that of his subsequent 
journey to the mansion of his fathers! 
Never did human genius portray a more 
frightful picture of solitude and mental 
desolation, than that of the mysterious 
stranger who arrives at the cottage of St. 
Leon, and leaves him the fatal bequest! 
At the conculsion we are left with the 
strongest impressions of those feelings of 
desertion and deadness of heart experi- 
enced by St. Leon, and which were aggra- 
vated by his constant remembrance of 
scenes of former happiness.—DUNLOP, 
JOHN, 1814-42, The History of Fiction, 
vol. i, p. 406. 

In ‘‘St. Leon,’’ Mr. Godwin has sought 
the stores of the supernatural ;—but the 
“‘metaphysical aid’’ which he has conde- 
scended to accept, is not adapted to carry 
him farther from nature, but to ensure a 
more intimate and wide communion with 
its mysteries. His hero does not acquire 
the philosopher’s stone and the elixir of 
immortality to furnish out for himself a 
dainty solitude, where he may dwell, 
soothed with the music of his own undying 
thoughts, and rejoicing in his severance 
from his frail and transitory fellows.— 


_TALFOURD, THOMAS Noon, 1842, Critical 


and Miscellaneous Writings, p. 39. 
Though it had a considerable reputation, 
and went through many editions, it never 
had the popularity of ‘‘Caleb Williams ;’’ 
its even greater improbability removed it 
still more from the region of human sym- 
pathies. But the description of Mar- 
guerite,drawn from the character of Mary 
Wollstonecraft, and of St. Leon’s mar- 
ried life with her, idealized from that 
which Godwin had himself enjoyed, are 
among the most beautiful passages in 
English fiction, while the portrait of 
Charles, St. Leon’s son, stands alone. No 
such picture has elsewhere been drawn of 
a perfectly noble, self-sacrificing boy.— 
PauL, C. KEGAN, 1876, William Godwin: 


his Friends and Contemporaries, vol. 1, 
p. 388i. 
LIFE OF GEOFFREY CHAUCER 
1803 

I may be wrong, but I think there is 
one considerable error runs through it, 
which is a conjecturing spirit, a fondness 
for filling out the picture by supposing 
what Chaucer did and how he felt where 
the materials are scanty.—LAMB,CHARLES, 
1803, Letter to William Godwin, Nov. 10; 
William Godwin by Paul, vol. u, p. 1038. 


The perusal of this title excited no small 
surprise in our critical fraternity. The 
authenticated passages of Chaucer’s life 
may be comprised in half a dozen pages; 
and behold two voluminous quartos! . . . 
We have said that Mr. Godwin had two 
modes of wire-drawing and prolonging his 
narrative. The first is, as we have seen, 
by hooking in the description and history of 
everything that existed upon the earth at 
the same time with Chaucer. In this kind 
of composition, we usually lose sight 
entirely of the proposed subject of Mr. 
Godwin’s lucubrations, travelling to Rome 
or Palestine with as little remorse as if 
poor Chaucer had never been mentioned in 
the title-page. The second mode is con- 
siderably more ingenious, and consists in 
making old Geoffrey accompany the author 
upon these frisking excursions. For ex- 
ample, Mr. Godwin has a fancy to describe 
a judicial trial. Nothing can be more 
easily introduced; for Chaucer certainly 
studied at the Temple, and is supposed to 
have been bred to the bar.—Scort, Sir 
WALTER, 1804, Godwin’s Life of Chaucer, 
Edinburgh Review, vol. 3, pp. 437, 440. 


In his Life of Mary Wollstonecraft he 
has written little and said much; and in 
his account of Chaucer, he has written 
much and said little. It has been 
said that a spoonful of truth will colour an 
ocean of fiction; and so it is seen in God- 
win’s ‘‘Life of Chaucer ;’’ he heaps con- 
jecture upon conjecture—dream upon 
dream—theory upon theory; scatters 
learning all around, and shows everywhere 
a deep sense of the merits of the poet; 
yet all that he has related might have been 
told ina twentieth part of the space which 
he has taken.— CUNNINGHAM, ALLAN, 
1833, Biographical and Critical History 
of the Literature of the Last Fifty Years. 


Godwin’s ‘‘Life of Chaucer,’’ which 
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appeared in 1808, in two large quarto vol- 
umes, is in many ways an extraordinary 
specimen of biography. The perusal of 
the work, when for any reason that be- 
comes an absolute necessity, isas much of 
the nature of a solemn literary undertaking 
as was its composition. It is perhaps the 
earliest, though unhappily not the latest or 
even the largest, illustration of that 
species of biography in which the lack of 
information about the man who is its 
alleged subject is counterbalanced by long 
disquisitions about anything or everything 
he shared in or saw, or may have shared 
inorseen. . . . Godwin was always 
ready to tell what he did not know, to 
describe what he had not seen, and to 
explain what he did not understand. 

. May indeed be declared to deserve 
the distinction of being the most worthless 
piece of biography in the English lan- 
guage—certainly the most worthless pro- 
duced by a man of real ability. —Louns- 
BURY, THOMAS R., 1892, Studies in Chau- 
cer, vol. 1, pp. 191, 194. 


FLEETWOOD 
1805 
There is, perhaps, little general sym- 
pathy with the overstrained delicacies of 
Fleetwood, who, like Falkland in the 
“School for Scandal,’’ is too extravagant 
in his peculiarities to deserve the reader’s 
pity.k—Scorr, Sir WALTER, 1826, The 
Omen, Blackwood’s Magazine, vol. 20, p. 53. 


‘*Fleetwood”’ has less of our author’s 
characteristic energy than any other of 
his works.—TALFOURD, THOMAS NOON, 
1842, Critical and Miscellaneous Writings, 
p. 40. 


The best of his imaginative work is to 
be found in ‘‘Fleetwood;’’ not so much in 
the main story, with its stock villain and 
maligned wife, as in the early reminis- 
cences of Feetwood and the episodical auto- 
biography of Ruffigny, where the author 
displays a sensibility to scenery and a vivid 
remembrance of the feelings of childhood 
that would be remarkable even in a less 
arid mind.—RALEIGH, WALTER, 1894, 
The English Novel, p. 247. 


MANDEVILLE 
1817 
Powerful but unnatural and bombastic 
novel.—CARLYLE, THOMAS, 1818, To Mr. 
R. Mitchell, Feb. 16; Harly Letters, ed. 
Norton, p. 70. 
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Of ‘‘Mandeville,’’ I shall say only one 
word. It appears to me to bea falling off 
in the subject, not in the ability. The 
style and declamation.are even more 
powerful than ever. But unless an author 
surpasses himself, and surprises the public 
as much the fourth or fifth time as he did 
the first, he is said to fall off, because 
there is not the same stimulus of novelty. 
A great deal is here made out of nothing, 
or out of a very disagreeable subject. I 
cannot agree that the story is out of 
nature. The feeling is very common in- 
deed; though carried to an unusual and 
improbable excess, or to one with which 
from the individuality and minuteness of 
the cicumstances, we cannot readily sym- 
pathise.—Hazuitr, WILLIAM, 1818, Lec- 
ture on the English Novelists. 

Like his other novels, it contains an 
important lesson, forcibly inculcated—it 
shows the forlornness and misery of a 
jealous, sullen, aspiring mind, that makes 
great claims on the world, without proper 
efforts to justify or enforce them. The 
author in this, as in his previous works, 
displays, with appalling truth, the despotic 
sovereignty and all searching observation 
of publick opinion, in so much, that one 
trembles with the consciousness of being 
subject to this tremendous power, which he 
cannot fly from or resist. No writer has 
perhaps more adequately expressed, what 
every body feels,—how much of the good 
and ill of life is involved in reputation. — 
PHILLIPS, W., ‘818, Godwin’s Mandeville, 
North American Review, vol. 7, p. 105. 


His St. Leon and his Mandeville are ten 
degrees darker than his Falkland: in the 
latter, there are many ties to connect us 
with truth and nature, and we go on—as 
the sailors keep by a sinking vessel—in 
the hope that all must be righted soon. 
Mandeville is one of those unhappy persons 
whose minds are never so free from the 
storms of passion as to be fully rational, 
and yet cannot, save in fits of fury, be 
considered wholly mad.—CUNNINGHAM, 
ALLAN, 1838, Biographical and Critical 
History of the Literature of the Last Fifty 
Years. 

“‘Mandeville’’ has all the power of its 
author’s earliest writings, but its main 
subject—the development of an engrossing 
and maddening hatred—is not one which 
can excite human sympathy. There is, 
however, a bright relief to the gloom of 
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the picture, in the angelic disposition of 
Clifford, and the sparkling loveliness of 
Henrietta, who appears ‘‘full of life, and 
splendour and joy.’’—TALFouRD, THOMAS 
Noon, 1842, Critical and Miscellaneous 
Writings, p. 41. 
GENERAL 
O form’d t’ illume a sunless world forlorn, 
As o’er the chill and dusky brow of Night, 
In Finland’s wintry skies the mimic morn 
Electric pours a stream of rosy light, 
pane I have mark’d Oppression, terror- 
pale, 
Since, thro’ the windings of her dark 
machine, 
Thy steady eye has shot its glances keen— 
si pads th’ all-lovely ‘‘scenes at distance 
pail,”’ 
Nor will I not thy holy guidance bless, 
And hymn thee, Godwin! with an ardent 


la , 
For hat thy voice, in Passion’s stormy day, 
When wild I roam’d the bleak Heath of 
Distress, 
Bade the bright form of Justice meet my 
way— 
And told me that her name was Happiness. 
—COLERIDGE, SAMUEL TAYLOR, 1795, 
Sonnet to William Godwin, Jan. 10. 

You will find much to blame in his style, 
and you will be surprised that he should 
have written a dissertation upon English 
style.—EpcEeworta, Maria,1797, To Miss 
Sophy Ruxton, Oct.; Letters, vol. 1, p. 47. 

Dear Sir,—I thank you for the play of 
“‘Antonio,’’ as I feel myself flattered by 
your remembrance of me; and I most 
sincerely wish you joy of having produced 
a work which will protect you from being 
classed wit the successful dramatists of 
the present day, but which will hand you 
down to posterity among the honoured 
-few who, during the past century, have 
totally failed in writing for the stage.— 
INCHBALD, ELIZABETH, 1801, Letter to 
Godwin, Jan.5; William Godwin by Paul, 
vol. U, p. TT. 

You will have heard, I presume, that your 
friend Godwin’s tragedy of ‘‘Antonio,’’ 
which he expected to produce him 5001. 
was universally and completely damned. — 
Ritson, JOSEPH, 1801, Letters, Feb. 26, 
vol. I, p. 201. 

Indeed at this period (1798) of Mr. 
Brown’s life, he was an avowed admirer of 
Godwin’s style, and the effects of that ad- 
miration, may be discerned in many of his 
early compositions.—DUNLAP, WILLIAM, 
1815, Life of Charles Brockden Brown, vol. 


tl, p. 15. 
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Greater none than he 
Though fallen—and fallen on evil times—to 
stand 
Among the spirits of our age and land, 
Before the dread tribunal of 7’o come 
The foremost, while Rebuke cowers pale and 
dumb. 


—SHELLEY, PERCY ByssHE, 1820, Letter 
to Maria Gisborne. 

I dissent from Mr. Godwin’s theory of 
politics and morality as sincerely as I ad- 
mire his genius.—Scort, SiR WALTER, 
1826? Letter to B. R. Haydon; Life, Let- 
ters and Table Talk, ed. Stoddard, p. 160. 

Mr. Godwin was by no means turned to 
tragedy. He was either weak in his fable, 
or impure in his interest, careless about 
received opinions, and not so much a master 
of the passions as to move them in spite of 
all the indecorum in the world. He was 
not a Kotzebue.—BOADEN, JAMES, 1831, 
The Life of Mrs. Jordan, vol. i, p. 65. 

Godwin was a man of great powers, in- 
sufficiently balanced ; and, as the European 
world was, in his youth, a mighty conflict 
of great powers insufficiently balanced, he 
was just the man to make an impression of 
vast force on the society of his day. Soon 
after his ‘‘Political Justice’? was pub- 
lished, working-men were seen to club 
their earnings to buy it, and to meet under 
a tree or in an ale-house to read it. It 
wrought so violently that Godwin saw 
there must be unsoundness in it; and he 
modified it considerably before he reissued 
it. His mind was acute, and, through the 
generosity of his heart, profound; but it 
was one-sided.—MARTINEAU, HARRIET, 
1849, A History of the Thirty Years’ Peace, 
A. D. 1815-1846, vol. Iv, p. 79. 

As Godwin’s was no vulgar intellect, 
and as his politics were of an ardent and 
speculative cast, so, even now, when his 
novels are read for their purely imagina- 
tive interest, they impress powerfully.— 
Masson, Davin, 1859, British Novelists 
and Their Styles, p. 185. 

The ‘‘Enquirer’’ was less popular than 
the ‘‘ Political Justice.’’ Part of the charm 
of the latter undoubtedly lay in the elabor- 
ate completeness and systematic order of 
the whole discussion. The foundations 
were laid in the psychology of Locke; and 
then the building was raised, stone by 
stone, until the whole was finished. But 
in the ‘‘Enquirer’’ Godwin’s dislike of law 
had extended even to the form of composi- 
tion. He had been wrong, he said, in 
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trying to write a systematic treatise on 
Society ; and he would now confine himself 
to detached essays, wholly experimental 
and not necessarily in harmony with one 
another. The contrast between these two 
styles is the contrast between a whole 
oratorio and a miscellaneous concert, or 
between a complete poem and a volume of 
extracts.—BOoNAR, JAMES, 1881, Parson 
Malthus, p. 15. 

I believe my father’s ride of between 
two and three hundred miles to London 
was chiefly with a view to make Godwin’s 
acquaintance. He was then supposed, by 
alarge party in the country, to be a politi- 
cal philosopher who had achieved imperish- 
able renown. His two large volumes sleep 
on my shelves, and, written in the fly-leaf, 
in the hand of one vf my uncles, is ‘‘Hoc 
nescire nefas.”’—TAYLOR, SIR HENRY, 
1885, Autobiography, vol. 1, p. 16. 

Godwin at his best far surpasses the 
other English revolutionary novelists in 
the art of fusing ethical doctrine with 
imaginative form; but as he grew older, 
and the fire burnt low, the two elements 
gradually disintegrated.—HERFORD, C. 
H., 1897, The Age of Wordsworth, p. 100. 

Godwin was an advanced thinker and an 
able writer. One of his romances is still 
read, but his philosophical works, once so 
esteemed, are out of vogue now; their 
authority was already declining when 
Shelley made his acquaintance—that is, it 
was declining with the public, but not with 
Shelley. They had been his moral and 
political Bible, and they were that yet. 
Shelley the infidel would himself have 
claimed to be less a work of God than a 
work of Godwin. Godwin’s philosophies 
had formed his mind and interwoven 
themselves into it and become a part of 
its texture; he regarded himself as 
Godwin’s spiritual son. Godwin was 
not without self-appreciation; indeed, 
it may be conjectured that from his 
point of view the last syllable of his 
name was surplusage. He lived serene in 
his lofty world of philosophy, far above 
the mean interests that absorbed smaller 
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men, and only came down to the ground 
at intervals to pass the hat for alms to 
pay his debts with, and insult the man that 
relieved him. — CLEMENS, S. M. (MARK 
TWAIN), 1897, How to Tell a Story and 
Other Essays, p. 75. 


Godwin is essentially a prose-writer, and 
his style, thoughit has been over-praised, 
is of considerable merit. Although his 
exaggerated anarchism and determination 
to regard everything as an open question 
are absurd enough in principle and lead to 
the most unimaginable absurdities in de- 
tail, yet they give his thought always the 
appearance, and sometimes the reality of 
freer play than had been enjoyed by any 
English writer since Hobbes. . . . It was 
Godwin, more than any one else, who intro- 
duced the mischievous but popular prac- 
tice of bolstering out history by describ- 
ing at great length the places and scenes 
which his heroes might have seen, the 
transactions in which, being contemporary, 
they might have taken an interest, and the 
persons with whom they either were, or 
conceivably might have been, acquainted. 
In this, as in other things, he belonged to 
the class of ‘‘germinal’’ writers. And his 
influence on the early, although imper- 
manent, creeds and tempers of the most 
brilliant young men of his day was quite 
extraordinary. — SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 
1898, A Short History of English Litera- 
ture, pp. 634, 635. 

Godwin is partly remembered because 
of his great influence on Shelley, which 
resulted in the poet’s application to the 
philosopher’s own family of those princi- 
ples concerning love and marriage which 
Godwin so coolly set forth. Really, how- 
ever, the man had power enough to be 
remembered for himself ; deeply influenced 
by the raticnalistic philosophy of the 
eighteenth century, he devoted himself 
both in such direct writings as his ‘‘ Politi- 
cal Justice,’’ and in such medicated fiction 
as‘‘Caleb Williams,’’ to expounding deeply 
revolutionary ideas. — WENDELL, BaR- 
RETT, 1900, A Literary History of Amer- 
ica, p. 160. 


James Mill 
1773-1836 


Born, at Northwater Bridge, Forfarshire, 6 April 1773. 


School; and at Montrose Academy. 


Friendship with Hume begun at latter. 
for some time to the daughter of Sir James Stuart. 


Educated at Parish 
Tutor 
To Edinburgh Univ., 1790. 
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Licensed to preach, 4 Oct. 1798. To London, 1802. Contrib. to ‘‘Anti-Jacobin 
Review,’’ 1802; and other periodicals. Edited ‘‘The Literary Journal,’’ 1802-06; 
edited ‘‘St. James’s Chronicle,’’ 1805-O08[?]. Married Harriet Burrow, 5 June 1805. 
Contrib. to ‘‘British Rev.’’ ‘‘Monthly Rev.,’’ ‘‘Eclectic Rev.’’ to ‘‘Edinburgh Rev.,’’ 
1808-13; to ‘‘The Philanthropist,’’ 1811-17. Friendship with Bentham begun, 1808; 
with Ricardo, 1811. Assistant to Examiner of India Correspondence, India House, 
May 1819; Second Assistant, April 1821; Assistant Examiner, April 1823; Examiner, 
Dec. 1830. Contrib. to ‘‘Encycl. Brit.,’? 1816-23. Political Economy Club founded, 
1820. Helped to found ‘‘Westminster Rev.’’ 1824; frequent contributor, 1824-29. 
One of founders of London University; member of original Council, 1825. Contrib. 
to ‘‘London Rev.,’’ 1835-86. Died, in London, 23 June 1836. Buried at Kensington 
Church. Works: ‘‘Essay on the Impolicy of a Bounty on the Exportation of Grain’’ 
(anon.), 1804; ‘‘Commerce Defended,’’ 1808; ‘‘History of British India’’ (8 vols.), 
1817; ‘‘Elements of Political Economy,’’ 1821; ‘‘Essays’’ (priv. ptd.), [18252]; 
‘Analyses of the Phenomena of the Human Mind,’’ 1829; ‘‘On the Ballot’’ (anon.), 


[1880]; ‘‘Fragment on Mackintosh’’ (anon.), 1835. Posthumous: 


“The Principles 


of Toleration,’’ 1837. He translated: C. F. D. de Villers’ ‘‘Essay on the Spirit 


and influence of the Reformation,’’ 1805. 


Life: by Prof. Bain, 1882.—SuHarp, R. 


FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 196. 


PERSONAL 

With profound grief we have to record 
the death of one of the first men of our 
time; the loss of one of our master-minds, 
of one that has given the most powerful 
impulse, and the most correct direction 
to thought. Wherever talent and good 
purpose were found conjoined—the power 
and the will to serve the cause of truth— 
the ability and the disposition to be useful 
to society, to weed out error, and advance 
improvement—wherever these qualities 
were united, the possessor found a friend, 
a supporter to fortify, cheer, and en- 
courage him in his course, in James Mill. 
He fanned every flame of public virtue, he 
strengthened every good purpose that 
came within the range of his influence. 
His conversation was full of instruction, 
and his mind was rich in suggestion, to a 
degree that we have never found equalled. 
His writings, with all their solid value, 
would convey butean imperfect notion of 
the character and powers of his mind. His 
conversation was so energetic and com- 
plete in thought, so succinct, and exact ad 
unguem in expression, that, if reported as 
uttered, his colloquial observations or 
arguments would have been perfect com- 
positions. His thoughts, conveyed to paper, 
lost some of the excellences we have 
mentioned. Yet his works will be stores 
of valuable doctrine. . . . It was hardly 
possible for an intelligent man to know 
James Mill without feeling an obligation 
for the profit derived from his mind.— 
FONBLANQUE, ALBANY WILLIAM, 1836, 
The Examiner. 


In all the relations of private life he was 
irreproachable; and he afforded a rare ex- 
ample of one born in humble circum- 
stances, and struggling, during the greater 
part of his laborious life, with the incon- 
veniences of restricted means, nobly main- 
taining an independence as absolute in all 
respects as that of the first subject in the 
land—an independence, indeed, which but 
few of the pampered children of rank and 
wealth are ever seen to enjoy. For he 
could at all times restrain his wishes within 
the limits of his resources; was firmly re- 
solved that his own hands alone should 
ever minister to his wants; and would, at 
every period of his useful and virtuous life, 
have treated with indignation any project 
that should trammel his opinions or his 
conduct with the restraints which external 
influence, of whatever kind, could impose. 
—BrouGHAM, HENRY LoRD, 1838, Speech 
on Law Reform. 

His unpremeditated oral exposition was 
hardly less effective than his prepared 
work with the pen; his colloquial fertility 
on philosophical subjects, his power of 
discussing himself, and of stimulating 
others to discuss, his ready responsive in- 
spirations through all the shifts and wind- 
ings of a sort of Platonic dialogue—all 
these accomplishments were, to those who 
knew him, even more impressive than what 
he composed for the press. Conversation 
with him was not merely instructive, but 
provocative to the dormant intelligence. 
Of all persons whom we have known Mr. 
James Mill was the one who stood least 
remote from the lofty Platonic ideal of 
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Dialectic—Tod Sidovar kat SexecOat AS you— 
(the giving and receiving of reasons)— 
competent alike to examine others, or to 
be examined by them on philosophy. When 
to this we add a strenuous character, 
earnest convictions, and single-minded de- 
votion to truth, with an utter disdain of 
mere paradox, it may be conceived that 
such a man exercised powerful intellectual 
ascendancy over younger minds.—GROTE, 
GrorGE, 1865, Examination of Sir Wil- 
liam Hamilton’s Philosophy by John Stuart 
Mill 

He was sought for the vigour and in- 
structiveness of his conversation, and did 
use it largely as an instrument for the 
diffusion of his opinions. I have never 
known any man who could do such ample 
justice to his best thoughts in colloquial 
discussion. His perfect command over his 
great mental resources, the terseness and 
expressiveness of his language and the 
moral earnestness as well as intellectual 
force of his delivery, made him one of the 
most striking of all argumentative con- 
versers: and he was full of anecdote, a 
hearty laugher, and, when with people 
whom he liked, a most lively and amusing 
companion. It was not solely, or even 
chiefly, in diffusing his merely intellectual 
convictions that his power showed itself : 
it was still more through the influence 
of a quality, of which I have only since 
learnt to appreciate the extreme rarity: 
that exalted public spirit, and regard above 
all things to the good of the whole, which 
warmed into life and activity every germ 
of similar virtue that existed in the minds 
he came in contact with: the desire he 
made them feel for his approbation, the 
shame at his disapproval; the moral sup- 
port which his conversation and his very 
existence gave to those who were aiming 
at the same objects, and the encourage- 
ment he afforded to the faint-hearted or 
desponding among them, by the firm con- 
fidence which (though the reverse of san- 
guine as to the results to be expected in 
any one particular case) he always felt in 
the power of reason, the general progress 
of improvement, and the good which in- 
dividuals could do by judicious effort.— 
MILL, JOHN Stuart, 1873, Autobiography, 
p. 101. 

She [Mrs.Mill] was an exceedingly pretty 
woman ; had a small fine figure, an aquiline 
type of face (seen in her eldest son), and 
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a pink and dun complexion. One letter of 
Mill’s to her she preserved, as perhaps the 
fullest and strongest of all his affectionate 
outpourings. The depth and tenderness of 
the feeling could not well be exceeded; 
but, in the light of after years, we can see 
that he too readily took for granted that 
she would be an intellectual companion to 
himself. . . . Mrs. Mill was not wanting 
in any of the domestic virtues of an Eng- 
lish mother. She toiled hard for her house 
and her children, and became thoroughly 
obedient to her lord. As an admired 
beauty, she seems to have been chagrined 
at the discovery at her position after mar- 
riage. There was disappointment on both 
sides: the union was never happy.—BAIn, 
ALEXANDER, 1882, James Mill, a Butog- 
raphy, pp. 59, 60. 

James Mill’s greatest achievement was, 
it has been said, to have produced John 
Mill. This dictum has a certain amount 
of epigrammatic force, but it contains at 
least as much falsehood astruth. For no 
error would be greater than to suppose 
that James Mill was nothing but the father 
of his better-known son. If the word 
“‘noteworthy’’ could be used in a strictly 
neutral sense, aS meaning, without any 
implication either of praise or of blame, 
“worthy to be noticed,’ a fair critic 
would, without much hesitation, pronounce 
James Milla more noteworthy person than 
the writer who, to the generation who 
have grown up within the last thirty or 
forty years, will always be emphatically 
known as ‘‘Mill.’? The truth is, that 
James Mill was a man who, for bad or 
good, possessed a strength, energy, and 
individuality of character far exceeding 
that of the author whose somewhat morbid 
passion for liberty, or even eccentricity, 
is, we take it, an unconscious reaction 
against the overpowering sway exercised 
over his mind and will by the unconquer- 
able volition of hisfather. The one word 
which James Mill’s whole character and 
career suggests is ‘‘force.’’ He was not 
alovable man; he was not a man of genius; 
he was not, with all his talent and capac- 
ity, a man of original conceptions, but 
he was a man of strength.—Dicry, A. 
V., 1882, James Mill, The Nation, vol. 
35, p. 204. 


James Mill was of the same country as 
Mackintosh—a Northern Scot, though not 
of Celtic race. This latter circumstance 
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may partly account for the difference 
between them, which was as great as if 
half a world had lain between their places 
of birth. To come suddenly out of the 
genial presence of the one into the gloomy 
companionship of the other involves a 
greater shock of difference than could we 
pass ina moment from Italy to Iceland. 
Mill was one of the sternest and most rigid 
representatives of that northern race 
which, notwithstanding the very different 
qualities of the names which make it 
illustrious, has so continued to retain its 
conventional character for harshness and 
coldness that we are almost forced to 
believe there must be some truth in the 
imputation. There would be so, if the 
Devil’s advocate could produce many such 
men as James Mill to counterbalance Scott 
and Mackintosh as specimens of the char- 
acter of their countrymen.—OLIPHANT, 
MARGARET O. W., 1882, Literary History 
of England, XVII-XIX Century, vol. m1, 
p. 282. 
HISTORY OF BRITISH INDIA 
1817 

In the evening looked through the first 
volume of Mill’s ‘‘India:’’, a rich display 
of learning; combats all the flattering 
theories and notices that have been held 
with respect to the Hindoos ; exposes many 
instances of weakness in Sir W. Jones 
on this subject.—Moorg, THOoMAs, 1819, 
Diary, March 17, ed. Russell, vol. i, p.277. 

A great many of the details about the 
squabbles and wars with the petty Indian 
princes are invincibly dull, but the work 
is, on the whole, both interesting and in- 
structive. —LEWIS, SIR GEORGE CORNE- 
WALL, 1837, To H. W. Head, Jan. 10; 
Letters, ed. Lewis, p. 72. 

We may and must have others, written 
by men who have seen India, and who can 
contribute much that did not lie in Mr. 
Mill’s way; but nothing can now prevent 
his being the history which first pre- 
sented the great subject of India to the 
best part of the mind of England, and 
largely influenced the administration of 
that great dependency. — MARTINEAU, 
Harriet, 1849, A History of the Thirty 
Years’ Peace, A. D. 1815-1846, vol. Iv, 
Del. 

At this time of day, Jam not called upon 
to criticize the ‘‘History of India.’’ It 
has exercised its influence, and found its 
place. Any observations that are needful 
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are such as will aid us in appreciating the 
character of the author. Coming to the 
subject with his peculiar powers and his 
acquired knowledge, and expending upon 
it such an amout of labour, he could not 
but produce a work of originality and 
grasp. Ifthe whole of his time for twelve 
years was not literally devoted to the task, 
it was, we may say, substantially devoted ; 
for his diversions consisted mostly in dis- 
cussing topics allied to the problems that 
the History had to deal with.—Bamn, 
ALEXANDER, 1882, James Mill, A Biog- 
raphy, p. 176. 

Surely it is not merely that various mis- 
takes and shortcomings have been dis- 
covered, but that the whole point of view 
iswrong. Mill was violently knocking his 
head against a stone wall, instead of 
patiently seeking for a door and a key. 
Along with the ‘‘best ideas of the socio- 
logical writers of the eighteenthcentury,’’ 
he had their worst. He views Hindoo 
religion, manners, and institutions from 
an absolute instead of a relative and his- 
toric standpoint. This is exactly the 
same fatal error as was made by the school 
of the eighteenth century about Christian- 
ity itself, and in the light of modern philos- 
ophy Mill’s Second Book is as profoundly 
unsatisfactory as Gibbon’s Fifteenth and 
Sixteenth Chapters. He speaks of the 
Hindoos, their superstition and their deg- 
radation, with the bitterness of the most 
ferocious evangelical missionary. There 
was some provocation, no doubt, in the ex- 
aggerated pictures which had been painted 
of the sublimity of the Hindoo religion; 
for this again was a mark of the eighteenth 
century, to extol the virtues and the phi- 
losophy of Chinamen, Persians, and all 
other sorts and conditions of unknown 
peoples. . . . It is odd that he should 
not have felt the necessity, as a positive 
thinker, of seeking some explanation of 
these superstitious beliefs, grovelling 
customs, and backward institutions, in the 
facts of human nature, history, and sur- 
rounding circumstances. The time was 
not then ripe for adequate theories on 
these matters, but Mill rushed further 
away from the track than he ought in 
reason and consistency to have done.— 
Morey, JOHN, 1882, The Life of James 
Mill, Fortnightly Review, vol. 37, p. 501. 

A book of great ability, of strong prej- 
udices, and of very extensive learning. 
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The author plunged deep into the most 
obscure sources of knowledge, and, for 
such information as he desired, followed 
out every clew to its end. Hectlied from 
old despatches everything that could 
throw light on the subject in hand. The 
point of view from which he wrote was 
that of an opponent of the purposes and 
methods of the Hast India Company. The 
volumes might be called an elaborate and 
sustained arraignment of the entire policy 
of the Company. Though the 
work, as a whole, is a monument of learn- 
ing, if not of historical skill,it ought to be 
said, perhaps, that in point of style it 
lacks animation and _ picturesqueness. 
This characteristic will always prevent it 
from attracting and holding a very large 
number of general readers. On this 
account its popularity can never equal its 
intrinsic merits. For the special student 
of the English policy in the East it is in- 
valuable.—ADAMS, CHARLES KENDALL, 
1882, A Manual of Historical Literature, 
prAAl. 2 

The ‘‘History’’ succeeded at once, and 
has become a standard work. Mill un- 
fortunately left his share of the profits in 
the hands of the publisher, Baldwin, and 
though he received the interest during his 
life, the capital was afterwards lost to his 
family by Baldwin’s bankruptcy. The 
book, though dry and severe in tone, sup- 
plied a want, and contained many interest- 
ing reflections upon social questions. He 
has been accused of unfairness, and his 
prejudices were undoubtedly strong. His 
merits, however, met with an unexpected 
recognition. — STEPHEN, LESLIB, 1894, 
Dictionary of National Biography, vol. 
XXXVII, p. 385. 

Has interest and even piquancy, for the 
literary historian. . . . His dis- 
abilities were considerable. He had never 
been in India; he knew no Indian language. 
He shows his entire divergence from the 
Romantic school of history by making light 
of bothfacts. To enter into the genius of 
a strange civilization and judge it in the 
light of its own aims and aspirations was 
no business of his; he desired to bring it 
to the bar of his own trained and peremp- 
tory judgment, and try it by ‘‘the grand 
test of civilization” —utility. The historian 
has with him not only to judge, but to give 
his reasons at length, which he does with 
an amplitude reproduced by Grote, rudely 


JAMES MILL 


ignoring in this and other respects the 
artistic presentment of history made cur- 
rent by Voltaire and Montesquieu. Yet 
his account of Hindoo civilization, though 
bitterly contemptuous, is in many points 
a wholesome corrective to the uncritical 
rhapsodies of the early Sanscritists—of 
Sir W. Jones and F. Schlegel; and the en- 
tire exemption from vulgar patriotism 
which prompts his incisive criticisms of the 
Company, was a most salutary application 
of Bentham’s mechanical formula: every- 
one to count as one, and no one for more 
than one.—HERFORD, C. H., 1897, The 
Age of Wordsworth, p. 45. 
PHILOSOPHY 

It would be difficult to overrate the im- 
portance of the service which James Mill 
did to philosophy by his analysis of the 
elementary laws of the association of ideas ; 
for an ignorance of those laws has led to 
more false philosophy than probably any- 
thing else.—BissET, ANDREW, 1871, Es- 
says on Historical Truth, p. 105. 

The work with which we have to do, is 
his ‘‘Analysis of the Human Mind.’’ The 
title indicates the aim of the treatise. It 
is not an inductive observation of facts; it 
is not aclassification of facts ina cautious 
and careful manner; it is a determined at- 
tempt to resolve the complex phenomena 
of the mind into as few elements as pos- 
sible. He closes the work with 
a discussion as to willandintention. Will 
is the peculiar state of mind or conscious- 
ness by which action is preceded. He 
treats of its influence over the actions of 
the body, and over the actions of the mind. 
He shows that sensations and ideas are the 
true antecedents of the bodily actions, and 
so he does not need to call ina separate 
capacity called the will. He then turns to 
the power which the mind seems to pos- 
sess over its associations. He proves, 
as Brown and others had done, that we can- 
not will an absent idea before us, —for to 
will itis already to have it; and the recall- 
ing is always a process of association. 
He does not see that, by a stern act of will, 
we can detain a present thought, and thus 
gather around it a whole host of asso- 
ciations. He speaks of ends, but has no 
idea of the way in which ends spring up 
and influence the mind. He takes no no- 
tice of the essential freedom belonging to 
the will, and thus leaves no ground on 
which to rear the doctrine of human 
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responsibility. —McCosu, JAMES, 
Scottish Philosophy, pp. 378, 388. 

The date of this book [‘‘Analysis’’ | 
makes it curious. It is too new, and yet 
not new enough to obtain a great success. 
It is a transitional work which is not well 
understood until after. Clear, lucid, me- 
thodical, well put together, the book errs 
from want of width and insufficiency of de- 
velopment. Now, opinion does not under- 
stand, and above all does not accept a doc- 
trine except by dint of hearing it repeated. 
Contemporary labours, directed inthe same 
sense, but less concise, and more familiar 
with the sciences,seem to have lent to his 
a retrospective value. - What is 
his method? He does not tell us that; but 
he almost always proceeds subjectively. 
In this respect he belongs to the eighteenth 
century. Wedo not find in his works any 
trace of a comparative psychology. He 
also belongs to this century by his tend- 
ency to consider phenomena only in adult 
minds, and among acvilized people. Car- 
rying the practical spirit of his nation into 
psychological studies, he thinks, with rea- 
son, that education would be more enlight- 
ened and more systematic if psychology 
were more advanced; and that a good an- 
alysis of the phenomena of mind ought to 
serve as the basis of three practical trea- 
tises, —one Logical, to lead us to the true, 
one Moral, to regulate our actions, one 
Emotional, to develop the individual and 
the species. —Risot, TH., 1874, Hnglish 
Psychology, p. 45. 

The differences in point of matter be- 
tween the two philosophers were not great. 
Such as they were, they arose partly from 
the peculiarities of the men, partly from 
the characteristics of the times in which 
they severally lived. Mill was more bent 
on the practical application of his views 
than Hartley,and wrote more with the fer- 
vour of a man who expected his creeds to 
be turned into deeds, and who attached an 
educational or social value to every opinion 
which he expressed. Mill composed with 
the rigour and simplicity of a schoolmaster 
of the world; Hartley with the ingenuous 
babbling of a pupil of the world. Conse- 
quently the former at once discarded vi- 
brations; for, provided that people can be 
brought to perceive the uses of associa- 
tion in education, it does not matter what 
physical theory is put behind it as the cause 
of the cause. Nor on the other hand will 
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he follow his theory out into the nebulous 
region of theopathy and theology; for if 
men can be induced to construct a moral- 
ity on better associations, they will not be 
long in constructing a better religion.— 
BOWER, GEORGE SPENCER, 1881, Hartley 
and James Mill (English Philosophers), 
paces 

By his ‘‘Analysis of the Mind’? and 
his ‘‘Fragment on Mackintosh’ Mill 
acquired a position in the history of psy- 
chology and ethics. Attached to the a pos- 
teriori school, he vindicated its claims with 
conspicuous ability. He took up the prob- 
lems of mind very much after the fashion 
of the Scotch school, as then represented 
by Reid, Stewart, and Brown, but made a 
new start, due in part to Hartley, and still 
more to his own independent thinking. He 
carried out the principle of association 
into the analysis of the complex emotional 
states, as the affections, the esthetic emo- 
tions, and the moral sentiment, all which 
he endeavored to resolve into pleasurable 
and painful sensations. But the salient 
merit of the ‘‘Analysis’’ is the constant 
endeavor after precise definition of terms 
and clear statement of doctrines. The 
“‘Fragment on Mackintosh’’ is a severe 
exposure of the flimsiness and misrepre- 
sentations of Mackintosh’s famous disser- 
tation on ethical philosophy. It discusses, 
in avery thorough way, the foundations of 
ethics from the author’s point of view 
of utility.—Bain, ALEXANDER, 1884, Hn- 
cyclopedia Britannica, Ninth ed., vol. Xvi, 
p. 320. 


James Mill’s dogmatism was at all times 
narrow and one-sided. é A man 
so non-religious as James Mill could hardly 
be expected to understand Christianity 
any more than a man without any soul or 
faculty for music could understand har- 
mony. There are men,and James Mill was 
one of them,so utterly lacking in spiritual 
instinct that their judgments as to re- 
ligion really merit no more attention than 
other men’s judgments about music.— 
TULLOCH, JOHN, 1885, Movements of Reli- 
gious Thought in Britain During the Nine- 
teenth Century, pp. 134, 136. 

Mill’s ‘‘Analysis,’’ though not widely 
read, made a deep impression upon Mill’s 
own disciples. lt is terse, trenchant, 
and uncompromising. It reminds us in 
point of style of the French writers, with 
whom he sympathised, rather than of the 
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English predecessors, to whom much of 
the substance was owing. The discursive 
rhetoric of Brown or Stewart is replaced 
by good, hard, sinewy logic. The writer 
is plainly in earnest. If over confident, 
he has no petty vanity, and at least believes 
every word that he says. Certain limita- 
tions are at once obvious. Mill,asa pub- 
licist, a historian, and a busy official, had 
not had much time to spare for purely 
philosophic reading. He was not a pro- 
fessor in want of a system, but an ener- 
getic man of business, wishing to strike at 
the root of the superstitions to which his 
political opponents appealed for support. 
He had heard of Kant,and seen what ‘‘the 
poor man would be at.’’ Later German 
systems, had he heard of them, would have 
been summarily rejected by him as so much 
transcendental moonshine. The problem 
of philosophy was, he held, a very simple 
one, if attacked in a straightforward, 
scientific method. — STEPHEN, LESLIE, 
1900, The English Utilitarians, vol. U, 
p. 288. 
GENERAL 

We know of no writer who takes so 
much pleasure in the truly useful, noble, 
and philosophical employment of tracing 
the progress of sound opinions from their 
embryo state to their full maturity. He 
eagerly culls from old despatches and min- 
utes every expression in which he can dis- 
cern the imperfect germ of any great truth 
which has since been fully developed. He 
never fails to bestow praise on those who, 
though far from coming up to his stand- 
ard of perfection, yet rose in a small de- 
gree above the common level of their con- 
temporaries. It is thus that the annals of 
past times ought to be written. Itis thus, 
especially, that the annals of our own 
country ought to be written. MACAULAY, 
THOMAS BABINGTON, 1835, Mackintosh’s 
History, Critical and Miscellaneous Essays. 


When the system of legal polity was to 
be taught, and the cause of Law Reform 
to be supported in this country, no one 
could be found more fitted for the service 
than Mr. Mill; and to him more than to 
any other person has been owing the diffu- 
sion of those important principles and their 
rapid progress in England. Hewasaman 
of extensive and profound learning, thor- 
oughly imbued with the doctrines of meta- 
physical and ethical science; conversant 
above most men with the writings of the 
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ancient philosophers, whose language he 
familiarly knew; and gifted with an ex- 
traordinary power of application, which 
had made entirely natural to him a life of 
severe and unremitting study. . 

His admirable works on the Principles of 
Political Economy, and of Moral Philoso- 
phy, entitle him, perhaps, to a higher place 
among the writers of his age; but neither 
these nor his ‘‘History of British India,’’ 
the greatest monument of his learning and 
industry, can vie with his discourses on 
Jurisprudence in usefulness to the cause 
of general improvement, which first awak- 
ened the ardour of his vigorous mind, and 
on which its latest efforts reposed. His 
style was better adapted to didactic works, 
and works of abstract science, than to his- 
tory; for he had no powers of narrative, 
and was not successful in any kind of orna- 
mental composition. He was slenderly 
furnished with fancy,and far more capable 
of following a train of reasoning, expound- 
ing the theories of others, and pursuing 
them to their legitimate consequences, 
than of striking out new paths, and creat- 
ing new objects, or even adorning the crea- 
tions of other men’s genius. —BROUGHAM, 
Henry Lorp, 1888, Speech on Law Re- 
form. 

This work [‘‘Elements of Political Econ- 
omy’’], is a resume of the doctrines of 
Smith and of Ricardo with respect to the 
production and distribution of wealth, and 
of those of Malthus with respect to popu- 
lation. Butitis of too abstract a charac- 
ter to be either popular or of much util- 
Ibyss-eoieas The science is very far 
from having arrived at the perfection Mr. 
Mill supposed. —McCuLtLocu, JoHN RAM- 
SAY, 1845, Literature of Political Econ- 
omy, pp. 17, 18. 

John Mill tells us also that James Mill 
considered the friendship of Ricardo to 
have been the most valuable of his whole 
life. Toa genius like Ricardo, with Ri- 
cardo’s time and circumstances, the doc- 
trines of James Mil] must have come like 
fire to fuel; they must have stimulated the 
innate desire to deduce in systematic con- 
nection, from the fewest possible princi- 
ples, the truths which he had long been 
considering disconnectedly. If Ricardo 
had never seen James Mill, he would prob- 
ably have written many special pamphlets 
of great value on passing economical prob- 
lems, but he would probably not have 
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written ‘‘On the Principles of Political 
' Economy and Taxation,’’ and thus founded 
an abstract science; it takes a great effort 
to breathe for long together the ‘‘thin 
air’’ of abstract reasoning.—BAGEHOT, 
WALTER, 1876? Ricardo, Works, ed. Mor- 
gan, vol. Vv, p. 408. 

As a writer, his style has been found 
fault with, especially by Bentham; who 
spoke of the History in particular, as 
abounding in bad English. The fact I be- 
lieve to be that, although he took great 
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pains to get rid of Scotticisms, he did not 
attain a mastery of good English idiom. 

It is needless to remark that his 
composition was essentially cast for scien- 
tific subjects. He had practised narrative 
style in his long historical work, and at- 
tained a certain success; but it was not 
carried to the pitch of art. The truth is, 
although a man of great general accom- 
plishment, language was not his forte.— 
BAIN, ALEXANDER, 1882, James Mill, a 
Biography, pp. 425, 426. 


James Madison 
1751-1836 


Fourth President of the United States, was born in King George county, Virginia, 
educated at Princeton College, and was afterwards admitted a lawyer. After some 
experience in the local legislature, he became a member of the first Congress under 
the Constitution in 1789, when he gained the friendship of Washington, and took a 
leading part in the organisation of the United States Constitution. He next became 
Secretary of State (1801-8), under President Jefferson, and distinguished himself by 
upholding the rights of the United States as a neutral Power in the great Huropean 
war. His ‘‘Examination of the Doctrines of National Law’’ has the reputation of 
being one of the ablest of existing treatises on the relative rights of neutral and 
belligerent Powers. In 1809 he was elected to the Presidency, which he held for two 
terms. . Madison was not a great war administrator, and the period of his 
Presidency is less to his credit than the period of his Secretaryship of State. In 1817 
Madison retired from the Presidency with a name for eminent ability and spotless in- 
tegrity. He spent the remainder of his days in discharging the academic duties in 
connection with Virginia University. His speeches, letters, papers, and essays were 
purchased by Congress for 30,000 dollars, and published in 1840 under the editorial 
superintendence of H. D. Gilpin.—Sanpers, LLoyp C., ed., 1887, Celebrities of the 


Century, p. 709. 
PERSONAL 

I made two speeches, the latter in reply 
to Madison, who is a man of sense, reading, 
address, and integrity, as ’tis allowed. 
Very much Frenchified in his politics. He 
_ speaks low, his person is little, and ordi- 
nary. He speaks decently, as to manner, 
and no more. His language is very pure, 
perspicuous, and to the point. Pardon me, 
if I add, that I think him a little too much 
of a book politician, and too timid in his 
politics, for prudence and caution are op- 
posites of timidity. He is not alittle ofa 
Virginian, and thinks that state the land of 
promise, but is afraid of their State poli- 
tics, and of his popularity there,more than 
I think he should be. His manner is 
something like John Choate’s. He is our 
first man.—AmeEs, FisHER, 1789, Letter to 
George Richards Minot, May 3; Works, ed. 
Ames, vol. 1, p. 35. 

Mrs. Madison is a large, dignified lady, 
with excellent manners, obviously well 


practised in the ways of the world. Her 
conversation was somewhat formal, but on 
the whole appropriate to her position, and 
now and thenamusing. Ifound the Presi- 
dent more free and open than I expected, 
starting subjects of conversation and mak- 
ing remarks that sometimes savored of 
humor and levity. He sometimes laughed, 
and I was glad to hear it; but his face was 
always grave. He talked of religious sects 
and parties, and was curious to know how 
the cause of liberal Christianity stood 
with us, and if the Athanasian creed was 
well received by our Episcopalians. He 
pretty distinctly intimated to me his own 
regard for the Unitarian doctrines.— 
TICKNOR, GEORGE, 1815, Letter to his 
Father, Jan. 21; Life, Letters and Jour- 
nals, vol. 1, p. 30. 

James Madison succeeded Jefferson in 
the Presidency, serving for eight years, 
from March 4,1809. He almost broke down 
his health by severe studies, and, although 
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undoubtedly a horseman, as proved by 
his military services when the British 
attacked Washington during his Adminis- 
tration, in 1814, he was so devoted to books 
that during his novitiate at Princeton Col- 
lege, in New Jersey, he allowed himself but 
three hours’ sleep and devoted the day 
to study.—Forngey, JoHN W., 1881, 
Anecdotes of Public Men, vol. u, p. 416. 


The sentiment of veneration for Madi- 
son, entertained by all in the vicinity of 
my birth place, was deeply imbedded in 
their minds. His praises were so fre- 
quently sounded in my hearing that among 
my earliest recollections of public men and 
events are those with which his name is 
associated. The purity of his life was such 
and the prominence of his virtues so con- 
spicuous, that this sentiment was imparted 
to my own mind, and became so indelibly 
fixed that, in my early estimate of found- 
ers of the republic, I was accustomed to 
place him next to Washington, esteeming 
him as the Father of the Constitution and 
Washington as the Father of the Nation. 
His country residence was known as Mont- 
pelier. It was situated in Orange county, 
Virginia, within less than thirty miles from 
the place of my nativity. Asall travel at 
that time was on horse back and I was too 
young to visit him alone, my opportunities 
for seeing him were ‘‘like angels’ visits, 
few and far between.’’ There having been, 
however, several occasions when I could 
do so, I was enabled, much to my gratifi- 
cation, to realize for myself that his per- 
sonal appearance indicated the possession 
of the high qualities universally assigned 
to him. After I had seen Jefferson, I 
could not avoid observing the contrast be- 
tween them—Madison being below the 
average height, while Jefferson was tall. 
I was more attracted by the expression of 
his countenance than by that of Jefferson. 
It seemed to me, each time I observed 
him, that [ had rarely seen a face in which 
more benignity and quiet composure was 
expressed. It was a complete personifi- 
cation of gentleness and benevolence. 
This, however, was altogether consistent 
withthe prominent characteristics assigned 
to him by the whole community—-charac- 
teristics which made him as influential in 
the limited circle around his homeas he had 
been in the broader field of national] affairs. 
—Txompson, Ricnarp W., 1894, Recollec- 
tions of Sixteen Presidents, vol. 1, p. 65. 
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STATESMAN 


Mr. Madison isa character who has long 
been in public life; and what is very re- 
markable every person seems to acknowl- 
edge his greatness. He blends together 
the profound politician with the Scholar. 
In the management of every great ques- 
tion he evidently took the lead in the Con- 
vention, and tho’ he cannot be called an 
Orator, he is a most agreeable, eloquent, 
and convincing Speaker. From a spirit of 
industry andapplication which he possesses 
in a most eminent degree, he always comes 
forward the best informed Man on any 
pointindebate. Theaffairs of the United 
States he, perhaps, has the most correct 
knowledge of, of any Man in the Union. 
He has been twice a Member of Congress, 
and was always thought one of the ablest 
Members that ever sat in that Council. 
Mr. Madison is about 87 years of age, a 
Gentleman of great modesty, —with a re- 
markable sweet temper. He is easy and 
unreserved among his acquaintance, and 
hasamost agreable style of conversation. 
—P1ERCcE, WILLIAM, 1787, Characters of 
the Federal Convention. 

Trained in these successive schools, he 
acquired a habit of self-possession which 
placed at ready command the rich re- 
sources of his luminous and discriminating 
mind, and of his extensive information. and 
rendered him first of every assembly after- 
wards of which he became a member. 
. . . With these consummate powers, were 
united a pure and spotless virtue, which 
no calumny has ever attempted to sully. 
Of the powers and polish of his pen, and 
of the wisdom of his administration in the 
highest office of the nation, I need say 
nothing; they have spoken, and will for- 
ever speak for themselves. —JEFFERSON, 
THOMAS, 1826? Autobiography, Writings, 
vol. 1, p. 41. 

Of the public life of James Madison 
what could I say that is not deeply im- 
pressed upon the memory and upon the 
heart of every one within the sound of my 
voice? Of his private life, what but must 
meet an echoing shout of applause from 
every voice within thishall? Is it not,in 
a pre-eminent degree, by emanations from 
his mind that we are assembled here as the 
representatives of the people and States 
of this Union? Is it not transcendently 
by his exertions that we address each 
other here by the endearing appellation 
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of countrymen and fellow-citizens? — 
ADAMS, JOHN QUINCY, 1836, Speech in the 
National House of Representatives, on the 
announcement of the death of Mr. Madison. 


T entirely concur with you in your esti- 
mate of Mr. Madison, —his private virtues, 
his extraordinary talents, his comprehen- 
sive and statesmanlike views. To himand 
Hamilton, I think, we are mainly indebted 
for the Constitution of the United States, 
and in wisdom I have long been accus- 
tomed to place him before Jefferson. You 
and I know something more of each of 
them in trying times, than the common 
politicians of our day can possibly arrive 
at. I wish some one who was perfectly 
fitted for the task, would write a full and 
accurate biography of Madison. [I fear 
that it can hardly be done now; for the 
men who best appreciated his excellences 
have nearly all passed away. What shad- 
ows we are!—Srory, JOSEPH, 1842, To 
Hon. Ezekiel Bacon, April 30; Life and 
Letters, vol. u, p. 420. 

From the leading agency of Mr. Madi- 
son in the initiation, conduct,and consum- 
mation of this great organic change, the 
history of his public life becomes neces- 
sarily a history of the Constitution of the 
United States, and under a form, which, 
combining a concrete narrative of individ- 
ual exertions and individual opinions with 
the more abstract process of national 
deliberations, may impart to the latter a 
livelier and more attractive interest.— 
RIVES, WILLIAM CABELL, 1865, History of 
the Life and Times of James Madison, 
Preface, vol. U, p. Vi. 

His was not a character so thoroughly 
and harmoniously constituted and devel- 

oped as Washington’s. He,too, concealed 
the depth of his ambition under a plain 
and modest exterior. Whenitor his over- 
sensitiveness was wounded, he, too, could 
he unjust to hisopponents. The violence 
with which the party struggle was con- 
ducted by degrees carried him, also,so far 
away that he played a more covert game 
than can be entirely justified by the ex- 
cuse of political necessity. And when it 
was a question of opposing a measure in 
too great conflict with his own party pro- 
gramme, he could descend to the letter, 
and to petty quibbling,if he could not give 
his attack the necessary energy from the 
higher standpointof the statesman. Spite 
of this, however, there was nothing of the 
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demagogue about him. He is a purely 
constituted character, spite of the fact 
that his moral principles did not so uncon- 
ditionally govern him as to leave his judg- 
ment entirely uninfluenced by his desires. 
It cannot be charged that he ever con- 
sciously approached the constitution with 
the intention of discovering in it a word 
which he might make to serve his purposes 
by dialectical legerdemain.—von HOo.st, 
Dr. H., 1875-76, The Constitutional and 
Political History of the United States, vol. 
I, p. 160. 

He is usually and most justly regarded 
asa man of great amiability of character ; 
of unquestionable integrity in all the 
purely personal relations of life; of more 
than ordinary intellectual ability of a 
solid, though not brilliant, quality; and a 
diligent student of the science of govern- 
ment, the practice of which he made a pro- 
fession. But he was better fitted by nature 
for a legislator than for excutive office, and 
his fame would have been more spotless, 
though his position would have been less 
exalted, had his life been exclusively 
devoted to that branch of government for 
which he was best fitted. It was not 
merely that for the sake of the Presi- 
dency he plunged the country into an 
unnecessary war; but when it was on 
his hands he neither knew what to do 
with it himself or how to choose the right 
men who did know.—Gay, SyDNEY How- 
ARD, 1884, James Madison (American 
Statesmen), p. 3825. 

Madison’s political career is, in some 
ways, &@ very curious one, and can he 
summed up in very few words. By na- 
ture and reason he was a Federalist and a 
nationalist. By circumstances he became 
a Democrat, and at one time a separatist. 
He was entirely faithful to the party which 
he espoused, but he was not in full and en- 
tire sympathy with it. The result was, that 
he founded no school and had no personal 
following. The party which he led hon- 
ored and trusted him, and it is to their 
honor and credit that they didso. But 
they neither loved him nor were in sympa- 
thy with him. The party with which he 
really sympathized opposed him through- 
out hislife. Politically speaking, he was 
a lonely man, and that loneliness has con- 
tinued until to-day. No party has placed 
him among its heroes for stated or occa- 
sional worship. He seems to stand aloof 
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in history as he did in life, respected and 
honored by all, loved and followed by none. 
With such a nature as Madison’s it could 
not well be otherwise, and his career was 
possible only to a man as cold,as conscien- 
tious, and as liberal ashe was. He was 
@ poor partisan, but a great and useful 
statesman. He did some unworthy things, 
he made mistakes, like the rest of human- 
ity, but his abilities and his character are 
an honor to his country and to his State. 
Statues may not rise to him in the market- 
place, political parties may not enshrine 
him as a patron saint, but by his labors in 
the establishment of the government and 
the Constitution of the United States, and 
by a pure and dignified character and ca- 
reer, he has built himself a monument more 
enduring than any of brass or marble.— 
Lopcs, Henry CaBot, 1885, James Mad- 
ison, The Andover Review, vol. 4, p. 245. 

By American writers he is invested with 
the highest mental gifts. Yet the im- 
pression which he makes on the ordinary 
reader is rather that of a cultivated and 
somewhat prim mediocrity, though com- 
bined with a clear understanding, a scien- 
tific knowledge of politics, statesmanlike 
training, and a surefooted ambition.— 
SMITH, GOLDWIN, 18938, The United States, 
An Outline of Political History, p. 165. 

GENERAL 

Although we attach very great value to 
the Madison papers, we are by no means 
disposed to go the length of Mr. Robbins, 
the Senator from Rhode Island, who in his 
place described them as ‘‘the most valu- 
able work that has appeared since the days 
when Bacon gave to the world his Novum 
Organum.’’ This isa fair specimen of the 
magniloquence for which this country is so 
remarkable, and which has its focus in 
the Congress of the United States. It is 
altogether too long a period of time to 
look back upon, and too many profound 
men and brilliant geniuses have lived and 
written in the interval, for us to like to 
venture upon such a comparison. Besides, 
it appears to us to be doing great injustice 
to the work and its author, to take it up in 
thistone. It is neithera work of genius, 
nor does it treat very profoundly of any 
department of human knowledge. Its 
value, so far as we can understand, is of a 
peculiar and somewhat unique character. 
It is the record of an extraordinary coin- 
cidence, in the same assembly, of men of 
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practical skill, legislative talent, and dis- 
interested purposes, such as the world had 
not often seen before, and such as it may 
never see again. The Madison 
Papers will scarcely teach the inquirer 
after truth any new and marvellous axioms 
in the science of government, so much as 
the application of old and established 
ones to the peculiar condition of a people 
already organized into separate communi- 
ties, and seeking no more than for certain 
definite objects, expected to be gained 
thereby, to engraft upon their established 
system a few features of consolidation. — 
ADAMS, CHARLES FRANCIS, 1841, The 
Madison Papers, North American Ke- 
view, vol. 58, pp. 42, 43. 


Madison lacked neither ability nor in- 
clination for speculative inquiries, and had 
a mind capable of enforcing the applica- 
tion of whatever principles he espoused. 
Yet his calm good sense, and the tact with 
which he could adapt theory to prac- 
tice, were no less among his prominent char- 
acteristics.—CURTIS, GEORGE TICKNOR, 
1855, History of the Origin, Formation 
and Adoption of the Constitution of the 
United States, vol. 1, p. 388. 


The name of Madison is identified with 
the political literature of the country, be- 
yond the share which his official state pa- 
pers must claim, by his defence of the Con- 
stitution in the Federalist, and his faith- 
ful history of the Debates in the great As- 
sembly which gave bounds and authority 
to our national government. In these he 
will be remembered by the political stu- 
dent in the library, when the eye is 
withdrawn from the public acts of his 
administration. —DUYCKINCK, EVvERT A. 
AND GEORGE L., 1855-65-75, Cyclopedia 
of American Literature, ed. Simons, vol. 
I, p. 336. 


Madison’s claims to literary distinction 
are neither transcendent nor contemptible. 
He is entitled to be remembered as having 
had a share in the form, as well as the 
matter, of the Declaration of Independ- 
ence, of the Constitution, and of Washing- 
ton’s retiring address.—NICHOL, JOHN, 
1880-85, American Literature, p. 80. 


“The Federalist,’’ their joint produc- 
tion, is probably the greatest treatise of 
political science that has ever appeared in 
the world, at once the most practical and 
the most profound. The evenness with 
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which the merits of this work are shared 
between Madison and Hamilton, is well 
illustrated by the fact that it is not always 
easy to distinguish between the two, so 
that there has been considerable contro- 
versy as to the number of papers contrib- 
uted by each. According to Madison’s 
own memorandum, he was the author of 
twenty-nine of the papers, while fifty-one 
were written by Hamilton,and five by Jay. 
The question is not of great importance. 
Very probably Mr. Madison would have had 
alarger share in the work had he not been 
obliged, in March, 1788, to return to Vir- 
ginia, in order to take part in the state 
convention for deciding upon the ratifica- 
tion of the constitution.—FisKE, JOHN, 
1886-1900, The Presidents of the United 
States 1789-1900, ed. Wilson, p. 98. 


Judge Story once said that to James 
Madison and Alexander Hamilton we were 
mainly indebted for the Constitution of the 
United States. Itis curious that to Madi- 
son we are also mainly indebted for those 
Virginia ‘‘Resolutions of ’98,’’ which have 
been used to justify nullification and se- 
cession. With all his mental ability, Madi- 
son had not much original force of nature. 
He leaned now to Hamilton, now to Jeffer- 
son, and at last fell permanently under 
the influence of the genius of the latter. 
He was lacking in that grand moral and in- 
tellectual impulse, underlying mere knowl- 
edge and logic, which distinguishes the 
man who reasons from the mere reasoner. 
His character was not on a level with 
his talents and acquirements; his much- 
vaunted moderation came from the absence 
rather than fromthe control of passion : and 
his understanding, though broad, was some- 


- what mechanical inits operations,and had 


no foundation in a corresponding breath 
of nature. The ‘‘Resolutions of ’98,’’ 
which Southern Democrats came gradu- 
ally to consider as of equal authority with 
the Constitution, were originally devised 
for transient party purpose. . . . The 


“‘Resolutions of ’98’’ must be considered 
an important portion of our national lit- 
erature, for they were exultingly adduced 
as the logical justification of the gigantic 
rebellion of 1861. It is rare, even in the 
history of political factions, that a string 
of cunningly written resolves, designed to 
meet a mere party emergency, should thus 
cost a nation thousands of millions of 
treasure and hundred of thousands of 
lives.—WHIPPLE, EDWIN PrERcy, 1886, 
American Literature and Other Papers, 
ed. Whittier, pp. 17, 19. 

The time and purpose hardly favored the 
production of a calm and dispassionate 
treatise on government, which ‘‘The 
Federalist’’ certainly is not; but it con- 
tains, despite its lack of system, able dis- 
cussions of many questions of national life 
and political science. The closing words 
of Number XIV., printed in the New York 
Packet, November 30, 1787,and known to be 
one of Madison’s contributions, illustrate 
the rhetorical and literary characteristics 
of the work at their best. This is John- 
sonian English, already feeling the breath 
of a fresher day, and stirring with the in- 
tense purpose which pushed the Americans 
forward.—RICHARDSON, CHARLES F., 1887, 
American Interature, 1607-1885, vol. 1, 
p. 198. 

His style lacks imaginative charm; it 
is high-sounding and mechanical and some- 
times lacking in clearness. But there is 
a grave and well-considered purpose ap- 
parent in many of his papers; and upon 
the audience he addressed they produced 
a weighty effect.—HAWTHOoRNn, JULIAN, 
AND LEMMON, LEONARD, 1891, American 
Iiterature, p. 83. 

Madison’s notes on the debates of the 
Congress of the Confederation and of the 
Federal Convention are invaluable and 
almost unique records of these critical 
episodes. — Hart, ALBERT BUSHNELL, 
1901, American History told by Contem- 
poraries, vol. Ul, p. 126. 


George Colman 
The Younger 
1762-1836 


Born, in London, 21 Oct. 1762. 


to March 1771; at Westminster School, 30 June 1772 to 177s. 
Oxford, 28 Jan. 1779; removed from Oxford, autumn of 1781. 
Farce ‘‘The Female Dramatist’’ anonymously produced at Hay- 


Aberdeen, 1781-88. 


market, 16 Aug. 1782. Admitted Mem. of Lincoln’s Inn, 1784. 


Educated at Marylebone School, Christmas 1770 


To Christ Church, 
At King’s Coll., 


“Two to One,”’ 
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produced at Haymarket, 19 June 1784; ‘‘Turk and no Turk,’’ 9 July 1785; ‘‘Inkle and 
Yarico,’’ 4 Aug. 1787; ‘‘Ways and Means,”’ 10 July 1788; ‘‘Battle of Hexham,’’ 11 
Aug. 1789; ‘‘Surrender of Calais,’’ 30 July 1791; ‘‘Poor old Haymarket,’’ 15 June 
1792; ‘‘Mountaineers,’’ 8 Aug. 1793; ‘‘New Hay at the Old Market’’ (afterwards 
known as ‘‘Sylvester Daggerwood’’), 9 June 1795; ‘‘The Heir at Law,”’ 15 July 1797. 
Married Clara Morris, 3 Oct. 1784, at Gretna Green; remarried publicly, at Chelsea 
Church, 10 Nov. 1788. Manager of Haymarket, 1789. Purchased patent of Hay- 
market, 1794. ‘‘The Iron Chest’’ produced at Drury Lane, 12 March 1796; ‘“Blue 
Beard,’’ 23 Jan. 1798; ‘‘Feudal Times,’’ 19 Jan. 1799. ‘‘Blue Devils’’ produced at 
Covent Garden, 24 April 1798; ‘‘Poor Gentleman,’’ 11 Feb. 1801; ‘‘John Bull,”’ 5 
March 1803; ‘‘Who wants a Guinea?’ 18 April 1805; ‘‘We Fly by Night,”’ 28 Jan. 
1806; ‘‘X. Y. Z.,’’ 11 Dec. 1810; ‘‘The Law of Java,’? 11 May 1822. ‘‘Review”’ 
produced at Haymarket, 2 Sept. 1800; ‘‘Gay Deceivers,’? 22 Aug. 1804; ‘‘Love 
Laughs at Locksmiths,’’ 25 July 1803; ‘‘The Africans,’’? 29 July 1808. Reckless 
management of Haymarket, and constant financial difficulties. Lieutenant of Yeoman 
of the Guard, 138 May 1820 to 1831. Examiner of Plays, 19 Jan. 1824 til! death. 
Possibly a second time married to Mrs. Gibbs, with whom he had lived [since 1795 ?]. 
Died, in Brompton Square, 17 Oct. 1836. Buried in vaults of Kensington Church. 
Works: ‘‘The Man of the People’ (anon.), 1782, ‘‘Two to One,’’ 1785; ‘‘Inkle and 
Yarico,’’ [1787]; ‘‘Ways and Means,’’ 1788 (2nd edn. same year); ‘‘The Battle of 
Hexham’”’ (anon.), 1790; ‘‘The Surrender of Calais,’’ 1792; ‘‘The Mountaineers’’ 
(anon.), 1794; ‘‘New Hay at the Old Market,’’ 1795 (2nd. end. under title ‘‘Sylvester 
Daggerwood,’’ 1808) ; ‘‘The Iron Chest,’? 1796 (2nd edn. same year); ‘‘My Night- 
Gown and Slippers,’’ 1797 (other edns. under title ‘‘Broad Grins,’’ 1802, etc.) ; ‘‘Blue- 
Beard,’’ 1798 (2nd, 8rd, 4th edns. same year) ; ‘‘Feudal Times,’’ 1799 (2nd edn. same 
year); ‘‘The Heir at Law,’’ 1800; ‘‘The Poor Gentleman,’’ (1801); ‘‘Epilogue to 
the . . . Maidof Bristol,’’ [1803]; ‘‘John Bull,’’ 1805; ‘‘Who Wants a Guinea ?’’ 
1805; ‘‘The Africans,’’ 1808; ‘‘Blue Devils,’’ 1808; ‘‘The Gay Deceivers,’’ 1808; 
“‘Love Laughs at Locksmiths,’’ 1808; ‘‘The Review,’’ 1808; ‘‘Poetical Vagaries,’’ 
1812; ‘‘The Maskers of Moorfields,’? 1815; Eccentricities for Edinburgh,’’ 1816; 
“‘The Gnome King”’ (anon.), 1819; ‘‘X. Y. Z.’’ (anon.), 1820; ‘‘The Law of Java,’’ 
1822; ‘‘The Circle of Anecdote and Wit,’’ 1828; ‘‘Dramatic Works,’’ ed. with life, 
by J. W. Lake, 1827; ‘‘Random Records,’’ 1830; ‘‘Sermons for a General Fast 
. . . bya Layman’’ [no date]. He edited: Gay’s ‘‘Achilles in Petticoats,’’ with 
alterations, 1774; Palmer’s ‘‘Like Master, like Man,’’ 1811; ‘‘Posthumous Letters 
. . . addressed to F. Colman and G. Colman the elder,’’? 1820. Life: in Peake’s 
“‘Memoirs of the Colman Family,’’ 1841.—SHarp, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dic- 
tionary of English Authors, p. 64. 


PERSONAL that in the same ratio he lost physical 


I have met George Colman occasionally, 
and thought him extremely pleasant and 
convivial. . . . Sheridan was a grenadier 
company of life-guards, but Colman a whole 
regiment—of light infantry, to be sure, but 
still a regiment.— Byron, Lorp, 1818, 
Detached Thoughts. 

It has never fallen to my lot to witness 
“in the hour of death,’’ so much serenity 
of mind, such perfect philosophy, or resig- 
nation more complete. Up to within one 
hour of his decease, he was perfectly 
sensible of his danger, and bore excruciat- 
ing pain with the utmost fortitude. .. . 
It is remarkable, that although the disease 
of Colman was of amost painful and irritat- 
ing nature, yet his mind and temper were 
seldom disturbed : it appeared often to me, 


power and suffered bodily pain, there was 
increased cerebral energy, intellectual 
activity,and wit of the most genuine char- 
acter. His funeral was private: 
he was buried in the vaults under Kensing- 
ton church, by the side of his father; his 
old friends Genera] Lewis, Mr. Harris, my- 
self, and one or two others only attending. 
—CHINNOCK, Dr. H. 8., 1841, Letter to 
R. B. Peake, Jan. 18; Peake’s Memoirs of 
the Colman Family, vol. 11, pp. 451, 453. 
As a manager, Colman the younger was 
liberal, affable, and assiduous; he assumed 
no affected reserve or superiority, but was 
with all his performers familiar and 
friendly, though he never lost sight of the 
respect due to the audience, and of the 
proper interests of the theatre; and 
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though, as Sir Fretful Plagiary says, ‘‘he 
writes himself,’’ yet he was exempt from 
the narrow jealousy too often prevalent in 
the literary character, and they who 
aspired at dramatic distinction were sure 
to meet at his theatre with counsel, assist- 
ance, and protection. Although 
Colman was more nearly allied to the char- 
acter of a punster than that of a wit, he 
was more than either, that of a humorist; 
he said thousands of good things which 
would entirely lose their poignancy by 
repetition, since the inimitable chuckle of 
his voice, and the remarkable expression 
of his countenance, would be wanting. 
The intelligent roll of his large and almost 
glaring eyes, with the concurrent expres- 
sion of his handsome face, were ever the 
unerring avant couriers of his forthcoming 
joke; and if anything curtailed the mirth 
he had provoked, it was the almost inter- 
minable laughter with which he honoured 
his own effusion. — PEAKE, RICHARD 
BRINSLEY, 1841, Memoirs of the Colman 
Family, vol. i, pp. 415, 419. 

His vanity and his desire to be talked 
about were inordinate. When in his later 
years he was in danger of being forgotten, 
he wrote anonymous abuse of himself to 
bring his name before the public again. 
As a manager he was jovial and pleasant ; 
but in his business transactions he was 
selfish and ungenerous. When poor 
O’ Keefe, who had lost his sight, was pre- 
paring an edition of his dramatic works to 
be published by subscription, he applied to 
Colman for permission to reprint some 
farces which he had sold to his father for 
a mere trifle, and was refused. His later 
managerial career was not prosperous. — 


’ Baker, H. Barton, 1882, George Colman, 


Elder and Younger, Belgravia, vol. 46, 
p. 200. 

Colman was an entertaining companion 
and a genuine humourist. He was, how- 
ever, disorderly if not profligate in his 
writings and inhislife. The trustworthi- 
ness and stability of his father did not 
descend to him. As a manager he was 
capable, but his extravagance led to con- 
stant difficulties and feuds.—KNIGHT, 
JOSEPH, 1887, Dictionary of Natwonal 
Biography, vol. x1, p. 396. 

GENERAL 

The pertinacious ribaldry of Mr. Colman, 
and his affectation of regarding its re- 
provers as hypocrites, —things which look 
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more like the robust ignorance of a vulgar 
young rake, than the proceeding of even 
an old man of the world who is approach- 
ing his grave,—have met with their just 
reprobation from every reader of common 
sense. The truth is, that Mr. Colman the 
Younger, as he calls himself, has been pro- 
digiously overrated in his time, partly per- 
haps from his real superiority to the 
Dibdins and Reynoldses as a writer of 
huge farces, and partly from the applauses 
of aset of interested actors and gratuitous 
playwrights, whom he has helped to spoil 
in return; so that it really seems to be 
half vanity as well as sottishness, that 
persuades him he has a right to talk as he 
pleases, and to make us acquainted with 
this obscene dotage of his over his cups. 
—Hunt, Leicu, 1814-15, Feast of the 
Poets, p. 45, note. 

Within this monumental bed 

Apollo’s favourite rests his head; 

Ye Muses, cease your grieving. 

A son the father’s loss supplies ;— 

Be comforted ; though Colman dies, 

His ‘‘Heir-at-Law”’ is living. 
—SmMITH, JAMES, 1836, On George Colman 
the Younger. 

“‘The Heir at Law’’ was his first regular 
comedy; and we doubt very much whether 
he ever excelled it, or, indeed, if it has 
been excelled by more than a very few 
plays in the English language. We know 
that the theatrical world, and we believe 
the author himself, gave a decided pref- 
erence to ‘‘John Bull;’’ but we admit that 
as we are unfashionable enough to prefer 
Sheridan’s ‘‘Rivals’’ to his ‘‘School for 
Scandal,’’ so are we prepared unhesitat- 
ingly to declare our opinion that ‘‘The 
Heir at Law’’ is Colman’s chef-d’euvre.— 
Hook, THEODORE, 1837, George Colman, 
Bentley’s Miscellany, vol. 1, p. 10. 


No modern dramatist has added so many 
stock pieces to the theatre as Colman, or 
imparted so much genuine mirth and 
humour to all play-goers. The 
comedies of Colman abound in witty and 
ludicrous delineations of character, in- 
terspersed with bursts of tenderness and 
feeling, somewhat in the style of Sterne, 
whom, indeed, he has closely copied in his 
*“Poor Gentleman.’’—CHAMBERS, ROBERT, 
1876, Cyclopedia of English Literature, 
ed. Carruthers. 

His humour was of the broad kind, 
popular in his day, and as such was marred 
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by indelicacies of subject and allusion, 
which make the reproduction of it im- 
possible. Of his longer efforts, ‘‘The 
Lady of the Wreck,’’ a clever parody, 
dedicated to the author of ‘‘The Lady of 
the Lake’’ is perhaps the best; of his 
shorter pieces, ‘‘The Newcastle Apothe- 
cary’’ and ‘‘Lodgings for a Single Gentle- 
man’’ have been immensely popular as 
recitations. MILES, ALFRED H., 1895, 
The Poets and the Poetry of the Century, 
Humour, Society, Parody and Occasional 
Verse, p. 11. 

Coleman was avery clever manufacturer 
of comedy. His best characters are 
ingenious mechanisms constructed upon 
methods which he is not artist enough to 
be at any pains to disguise; an oddity, 
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incessantly repeated, a professional trait 
harped upon in every sentence, are the 
formulas which, expanded, become a Pan- 
gloss (“Heir at Law”) or an Ollapod (“Poor 
Gentleman’’). Colman’s sentiment is still 
more theatrical than his humour. . . . 
Besides his plays he adventured in the field 
of burlesque verses, in the manner of Peter 
Pindar ; his ‘‘ Broad Grins’’ (1802), ‘‘Poet- 
ical Vagaries,’’ and similar collections, 
have a certain coarse effectiveness, but 
scarcely belong to literature. Compared 
with the classical work of Goldsmith in 
humorous verse they fairly measure the 
literary decline of the drama in the gen- 
eration between ‘‘She Stoops to Conquer’’ 
and‘‘ John Bull.’’ —HERFoRD, C. H., 1897, 
The Age of Wordsworth, p. 137. 


William Taylor 
1765-1836 

William Taylor, “of Norwich,” son of a Unitarian Merchant, entered his father’s count- 
ing house in 1779, and, sent next year to the Continent, mastered French, Italian and 
German. The French Revolution indoctrined him with democratic ideas and began the 
ruin of his father’s business, and Taylor turned to literature. He introduced to English 
readers the poetry drama of Germany, mainly through criticisms and translations in 
periodicals, collected in his ‘‘Historic Survey of German Poetry’’ (1828-80). Another 
work was ‘‘English Synonyms’”’ (1818). Borrow’s ‘‘Lavengro’’ describes his philosophy, 
scepticism, and inveterate smoking; his correspondence with Southey, Scott, Mackin- 
tosh, Godwin, &c., is given in the ‘‘Life’’ of him by Robberds, (1848).—PATRICK 


AND GROOME, eds., 1897, Chambers’s Biographical Dictionary, p. 904. 


PERSONAL 


William Taylor was then at his best; 
when there was something like fulfill- 
ment of his early promise, when his exem- 
plary filial duty wasa fine spectacle to the 
whole city, and before the vice which de- 
stroyed him had coarsened his morale, and 
drowned his intellect. During the war, 
it was a great distinction to know anything 
of German literature; andin Mr. Taylor’s 
case it proved a ruinous distinction. He 
was completely spoiled by the flatteries of 
the shallow men, pedantic women, and 
conceited lads. When William 
Taylor began with ‘‘I firmly believe’’ we 
knew that something particularly in- 
credible was coming. We escaped with- 
out injury from hearing such things half 
a dozen times in a year; and from a man 
who was often seen to have taken too much 
wine; and we knew, too, that he came to 
our house because he had been my father’s 
schoolfellow, and because there had al- 
ways been a friendship between his ex- 
cellent mother and ourclan. His virtues 


as a son were before our eyes when we 
witnessed his endurance of his father’s 
brutality of temper and manners, and 
his watchfulness in ministering to the 
old man’s comfort in his infirmities. 
When we saw, on a Sunday morning, Wil- 
liam Taylor guiding his blind mother to 
chapel, and getting her there with her 
shoes as clean as if she had crossed no 
gutters in those flint paved streets, we 
could forgive anything that had shocked 
or disgusted us at the dinner table. But 
matters grew worse in his old age, when 
his habits of intemperance kept him out of 
sight of ladies, and he got round him a set 
of ignorant and conceited young men, who 
thought they could set the world right by 
their destructive propensities. One of his 
chief favorites was George Borrow, as 
George Borrow has himself given the world 
to understand. When this polyglot gentle- 
man appeared in public as a devout agent 
of the Bible-society in foreign parts, there 
was one burst of laughter from all who 
remembered the old Norwich days. At 
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intervals, Southey came to see his old 
friend.—MARTINEAU, HARRIET, 1855-77, 
Autobiography, ed. Chapman, vol. 1, pp. 
2h PON 

William Taylor was one of the liberals 
of liberal Norwich, and dangled abroad 
whatever happened to be the newest para- 
dox in religion. But neither his radical- 
ism, nor his Pyrrhonism, nor his paradoxes, 
could estrange Southey. The last time the 
oddly-assorted pair met was in Taylor’s 
house : the student of German criticism had 
found some theological novelty, and wished 
to draw his guest into argument ; Southey 
parried the thrusts good-humouredly, and 
at last put an end to them with the words, 
“Taylor, come and see me at Keswick. 
We will ascend Skiddaw, where I shall have 
you nearer heaven, and we will then dis- 
cuss such questions as these.’’—DoWwDEN, 
EDWARD, 1880, Southey (English Men of 
Letters), p. 134. 

Taylor was a devoted son and a generous 
friend. It delighted him to encourage the 
studies of young men; George Borrow 
learned German from him ‘‘with extraor- 
dinary rapidity’’ before he was eighteen, 
and has described him in ‘‘Lavengro.’’ 
After his losses he cultivated chiefly the 
society of his juniors ; hence Harriet Marti- 
neau’s rather harsh judgment that he was 
spoiled by flattery. He was accused of 
initiating young men into habits of con- 
viviality ; what his censors really feared 
was the influence of his erratic opinions, 
but these were not always taken seriously. 
He was known to argue for an hour in 
proof that Adam was a negro; no one 
venturing to reply, he spent the next hour 
in answering himself and proving that 


- Adam was white. —GoRDON, ALEXANDER, 


1898, Dictionary of National Biography, 
vol. LV. p. 477. 
GENERAL 

Mr. Taylor is so considerable a person, 
that no Book deliberately published by 
him, on any subject, can be without 
weight. On German poetry, such is the 
actual state of public information and 
curiosity, his guidance will be sure to 
lead or mislead a numerous class of in- 
guirers. We are therefore called on to 
examine him with more than usual strict- 
ness and minuteness. Mr. Taylor, 
in respect of general talent and acquire- 
ment, takes his place above all our ex- 
positors of German things; that his Book 
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is greatly the most important we have yet 
on this subject. Here are upwards of 
fourteen hundred solid pages of commen- 
tary, narrative and translation, submitted 
to the English reader; numerous state- 
ments and personages, hitherto unheard 
of, stand here in fixed shape; there is, if 
no map of intellectual Germany, some first 
attemptatsuch. Farther, we are to state 
that our Author is a zealous, earnest man; 
no hollow dilettante hunting after shadows, 
and prating he knows not what; buta sub- 
stantial, distinct, remarkably decisive 
man; has his own opinion on many sub- 
jects, and can express it adequately... . 
The truth is, this ‘‘Historic Survey’’ has 
not anything historicalin it; but isa mere 
aggregate of Dissertations, Translations, 
Notices and Notes, bound together indeed 
by the circumstance that they are all about 
German Poetry, ‘‘about it and about it;’’ 
also by the sequence of time, and still 
more strongly by the Bookbinder’s pack- 
thread ; but by no other sufficient tie what- 
ever. The authentic title, were not some 
mercantile varnish allowable in such cases, 
might be; ‘‘General Jail-delivery of all, 
Publications and Manuscripts, original or 
translated, composed or borrowed, on the 
subject of German Poetry; by’’ &. ... 
But on the whole, what struck us most in 
these errors is their surprising number. 
In the way of our calling, we at first took 
pencil, with intent to mark such trans- 
gressions; but soon found it too appalling 
a task, and so laid aside our black-lead and 
our art (cestus artemque). Happily, how- 
ever, a little natural invention, assisted by 
some tincture of arithmetic, came to our 
aid. Six pages, studied for that end, we 
did mark; finding therein thirteen errors: 
the pages are 167-173 of Volume Third, 
and still in our copy have their marginal 
stigmas, which can be vindicated before a 
jury of Authors. Now if 6 give 138, who 
sees not that 1455, the entire number of 
pages, will give 3512 and a fraction? or, 
allowing for Translations, which are freer 
from errors, and for philosophical Discus- 
sions, wherein the errors are of another 
sort; nay, granting with a perhaps un- 
warranted liberality, that these six pages 
may yield too high an average, which we 
know not that they do,—may not, in round 
numbers, Fifteen Hundred be given as the 
approximate amount, not of errors indeed, 
yet of mistakes and misstatements, in these 
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three octavos?—CARLYLE, THOMAS, 1831, 
Critical and Miscellaneous Essays. 

His magnum opus, the ‘‘ Historic Survey 
of German Poetry,’’ 1828-30, 3 vols. 8vo., 
was somewhat belated. It is a patchwork 
(Carlyle calls it a ‘‘jail-delivery’’) of his 
previous articles and translations, with 
digressions on Homer, the Zendavesta, and 
other literary gleanings, while the ‘‘sur- 
vey’’ itself was not brought up to date. 
But it shows what Taylor had been doing 
for German studies during a literary life 
of forty years, and its value is that of a 
permanent conspectus of his work.—Gor- 
DON, ALEXANDER, 1898, Dictionary of 
National Biography, vol. Lv, p. 477. 

Taylor of Norwich did more than any 
man of his generation, by his translations 
and critical papers in the Monthly Magazine 
and Monthly Review, to spread a knowledge 
of the new German literature in England. 

Taylor’s tastes were one-sided, 
not to say eccentric; he had not kept up 
with the later movement of German 
thought; his critical opinions were out of 
date, and his book was sadly wanting in 
unity and a proper perspective. Carlyle 
was especially scandalized by the slight 
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space accorded to Goethe. But Taylor’s 
really brilliant talent in translation, and 
his important service as an introducer and 
interpreter of German poetry to his own 
countrymen, deserve always to be grate- 
fully remembered. ‘‘You have made me 
hunger and thirst after German poetry,”’ 
wrote Southey to him, February 24, 1799. 
—Bergrrs, Henry A., 1898, A History of 
English Romanticism in the Eighteenth 
Century, p. 397. 

To the periodicals of the day, he was 
a toilsome contributor on subjects of 
foreign literature. He was among the 
first to introduce German poetry to Eng- 
lish readers. He translated the ‘‘ Nathan 
der Weise,’’ and gave a rendering of the 
ballad of ‘“Ellenore” which found favor in 
the eyes of Longfellow, and from which 
Sir Walter Scott derived some inspiration. 
He also wrote an ‘‘Historic Survey of 
German Poetry,’’ and a work on English 
synonyms. His style was quaint, involved, 
harsh,—no mortal could read him now; 
but the fact stands that he was read, 
and not without profit, then.—JACKSON, 
A. W., 1900, James Martineau, A Biog- 
raphy and Study, p. 8. 


Sir Samuel Egerton Brydges 
1762-1837 

A miscellaneous writer, was born 30th November, 1762. He studied at Queen’s 
College, Cambridge, and adopted the profession of law. In 1790 he persuaded his elder 
brother that their family were the heirs to the barony of Chandos, being descended 
from a younger branch of the Brydges who first held the title. The case was tried and 
lost, but Brydges never gave up his claim, and used to sign himself Perlegem terre 
B.C. of S. (¢. e., Baron Chandos of Sudeley). It has been said that he underwent the 
labor of re-editing Collins’s Peerage, for the sole purpose of inserting a statement about 
his supposed right. In 1814 he was made a baronet and in 1818 he left England. He 
died at Geneva in 1837. Sir Egerton was a most prolific author; he is said to have 
written 2,000 sonnets in one year. His first volume of poems was published in 1785; 
of his other numerous works including novels, political pamphlets, and bibliographies, 
perhaps the most important are ‘‘Censura Litoraria,’’ 10 vols. 1805-9, and ‘‘Auto- 
biography, Times, Opinions, and Contemporaries of Sir S. E. Brydges,’’ 1884.—Bayngs, 


THOMAS SPENCER, ed., 1876, Encyclopedia Britannica, Ninth ed., vol. Iv, p. 366. 


PERSONAL 


I aim to strengthen the hopes of younger 
minds against the fear of the approaches 
of old age, by assuring them, with the ut- 
most sincerity, that in the midst of priva- 
tions, neglects, calumnies, and tremendous 
injuries, I have the conviction that life is 
altogether joyous to me,—perhaps more 
satisfactory and even delightful than in 
the effervescence of youth and strength of 
mature manhood. My eye is as delighted 


with the grandeur and variety of inanimate 
nature, and my heart is as open to all the 
virtues and friendships of human society. 
I boast that I am not deficient in the 
magnanimity of moral courage. I have 
calmly stood tremendous shocks, from 
which they who have faced without trem- 
bling the onset of the most furious battle 
would have shrunk; and I have passed, by 
the aid of an unswerving spirit, over pits 
and mines which would have subdued the 
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hearts of the stoutest warriors. Of the 
little passions which tormented me in my 
junior days,in common with the multitude, 
Ihaveovercome the greater part. I believe 
that Iam mild, well-wishing, still warm 
and energetic, witha glowing imagination 
and a trembling heart; not unenlarged in 
my views of society and human nature; 
ready to be pleased; melting to kindness; 
visionary as a child, yet not unskilled in 
life; more ductile than becomes my years; 
more solitary than is consistent with 
worldly wisdom.—BryYDGEs, SiR SAMUEL 
EGERTON, 1834, Autobiography, vol. 1, 
p. 430. 
GENERAL 

We have read this work [‘‘ Autobiog- 
raphy’’] with feelings of considerable 
pain. It presents to us an elaborate 
picture of a species of literary character, 
that may be expected to appear, at times, 
in that heated and high-wrought civilisa- 
tion, to which the world has attained ;—a 
character that has all the acute sensibili- 
ties of poetical genius, without its energy 
and its power—its irritable temper—its 
wayward self-engrossment—its early re- 
linquishment of the common pleasures of 
life, for one feverish and jealous object. 
This is often a painful picture, even when, 
as in the case of Byron or Rousseau, it is 
gilded with all the glory of success, placed 
in the long gallery of fame, and destined 
to become immortal. But how much 
deeper is the pain with which we gaze on 
these melancholy colours, when we feel 
them fading as we gaze; or when we know 
that in a little while the picture will be 
thrown aside, amidst the lumber of the 
age, to perish and be forgotten.—Lyt- 


TON, S. E. B., 1834, Sir Egerton Brydges’s 


Autobiography, Edinburgh Review, vol. 
59; p. 439. 

Do you know anything of poor Sir Eger- 
ton Brydges ?—this, in talking of sonnets 
—poor fellow, he wrote them for seventy 
years, fully convinced of their goodness, 
and only lamenting that the public were 
unjust and stupid enough not to admire 
them also. He lived in haughty seclusion, 
and at the end of life wrote a doting Auto- 
biography. He writes good prose how- 
ever, and shews himself as he is very 
candidly : indeed he is proud of the display. 
—FITZGERALD, EDWARD, 1841, To FP’. Ten- 
nyson, July 26; Letters, vol. 1, p. 72. 


To no author of the present century is 


English Literature more deeply indebted 
than to Sir Egerton Brydges, and in no 
one can be found finer passages of just 
thought, genial and tasteful criticism, pure 
and ennobling sentiment, and beautiful and 
eloquent writing. Indeed, I know 
of no one who has written so much him- 
seif, and who, at the same time, has done 
so much to bring forward the writings of 
others—to bring out the hidden, to revive 
the forgotten —and to honor theneglected, 
but true genius. Weare most deeply in- 
debted to him, too, for his labors of love 
upon our great Epic; for no critic, not 
excepting Addison himself, has had a more 
just appreciation of the genius of Milton, 
or has criticised him with truer taste or 
sounder judgment.—CLEVELAND, CHARLES 
D., 1853, English Literature of the Nine- 
teenth Century, pp. 346, 348. 


The name of this literary veteran is 
especially sweet to the ear of the biblio- 
phile, not from the number of books he 
has written, but the small number he has 
printed, —not from the productions of his 
own intellect, but rather the ‘‘restitution’’ 
he has afforded to those of others, by his 
critical notices or his elegant reprints. 
Many of these were fifty years ago, black 
swans of the book-hunter. He 
was always ready to swim with the stream 
of popular taste. During the rage for 
poetry, from the time of Cowper to Byron, 
he courted the Muses with toil and ardour ; 
when Minerva-press novels were the rage, 
Sir Egerton was ready with a whole shelf- 
full of sentimental fictions ; when Charlotte 
Smith and W. L. Bowles had made the 
““sonnet’’ fashionable, our poet cultivated 
this form of poetic composition ; and when 
Lord Byron died, our aspirant was soon 
ready witha bulky volume of ‘‘Letters on 
the Character and Poetical Genius’’ of the 
lamented bard, of which Moore says that 
‘they contain many just and striking 
views.”’ Among other causes of failure 
were haste and want of concentration. 

Like Rousseau, he seems to have 
believed that all the world was in a con- 
spiracy against him, and that just as the 
Lords had debarred his access to the House 
of Peers, the critics were striving to ex- 
clude him from the Temple of the Muses. 
—Bates, WILLIAM, 1874-98, The Maclise 
Portrait Gallery of Illustrious Literary 
Characters, pp. 217, 218. 


This sonnet [‘‘On Echo and Silence’’] 
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like those of Bowles, owes much of its 
reputation to the warm praise it received 
from certain eminent contemporaries of its 
author, including Wordsworth and Cole- 
ridge. It has, of course, genuine merit, 
though this is not one of those instances 
where we are likely to be induced to 
consider the Alexandrine at the close an 
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unexpected charm (an Alexandrine also 
ends the octavo). The somewhat pompous 


author never, however, wrote anything | 


better, though that he had some faculty 
for his art will be evident to anyone who 
glances through his ‘‘Poems’’ (1807).— 
SHARP, WILLIAM, 1885,- Sonnets of this 
Century, p. 281, note. 


Letitia Elizabeth Landon 


Mrs. George Maclean 
1802-1838 


Letitia Elizabeth Landon (born 1802, died 1838), perhaps better known as ‘‘L. E. L.,’’ 
was the daughter of John Landon,of anold Herefordshire family. Her earliest poems 
were published in the ‘‘Literary Gazette,’’ the editor of which, Mr. Jerdan, afforded 
her valuable critical and literary assistance. Her first long poem, ‘‘The Fate of 
Adelaide’ (1820), a very immature production, was followed by the ‘‘Poetical 
Sketches’’ contributed to the ‘‘Literary Gazette,’’ and during the whole of her career 
she continued to write for this and other periodicals. Of her longer poems, ‘‘The Impro- 
visatrice’’ appeared in 1824, ‘‘The Troubadour’’ in’ 1825, ‘‘The Golden Violet’’ in 
1826, ‘‘The Venetian Bracelet,’’ ‘‘Lost Pleiad,’? and other poems in 1829. ‘‘The 
Zenana’’ was one of the longest contributions to Fisher’s ‘‘ Drawing-room Scrap-book, ’’ 
which Miss Landon edited from 1830 until her departurefor Africa. In 1831 appeared 
her first prose work, ‘‘Romance and Reality ;’’ it was followed by ‘‘Francesca Carrara.’’ 
“Ethel Churchill’? (1836), her most powerful work, as well as the tragedy ‘‘The 
Fortunes of Castruccio Castracani,’’? gave evidence of maturing forces which might 
have produced greater results than those by which she is now known. Having spent the 
greater part of her life in London, Miss Landon married, on June 7th, 1838, George 
Maclean, Governor of Cape Coast, and sailed with him shortly after for Africa. The 
separation from her friends and admirers in England was destined to be a lasting one, 
for she died in the following year [?] from an overdose of prussic acid administered 
medicinally by herself. Unlike her writings, which are tinged with a uniform gloom 
and melancholy, she was of a most sociable and animated nature.—SaNpDERS, LLOYD 


C., ed., 1887, Celebrities of the Century, p. 651. 


PERSONAL 


Pickersgill’s portrait of her, which was 
exhibited at the Royal Academy, is allowed, 
by every body who has seen her, to be any 
thing but a flattering likeness, except in 
the talent and animation which it indicates. 
. . . Her life can as yet afford but few 
events to chronicle; and we hope it will 
never be chequered by any of an unpleasant 
character.—RYAN, RICHARD, 1826, Poetry 
and Poets, vol. u, pp. 99, 100. 


So Daniel has bought the ‘‘Improvisa- 
trice.’” Did thou know that L. BE. L. was 
a ward of Jerdan’s, the editor of the 
Literary Gazette? whence his abundant and 
extravagant puffs of her. Sheis, I] under- 
stand, rather short, but interesting-look- 
ing, a most thoughtless girl in company, 
doing strangely extravagant things; for 
instance, making a wreath of flowers, then 
rushing with it into a grave and numerous 


party, and placing it on her patron’s head. 
Bernard Barton sent her one of his last 
volumes, and in reply, after some remarks 
on the poetry it contained, she sent him, 
in high glee, a full account of a ball she 
had just attended, particularising all the 
dresses, forgetting she was writing to a 
sober Quaker. However, she is but a girl 
of twenty, a genius and therefore she must 
be excused.—Howirt, Mary, 1824, Letter 
to her Sister, Oct. 28; Autobiography, ed. 
her Daughter, vol. 1, p. 187. 

I avoided L. E. L., who looked the very 
personification of Brompton—pink satin 
dress and white satin shoes, red cheeks, 
snub nose, and her hair @ la Sappho.— 
BEACONSFIELD, BENJAMIN DISRAELI LORD, 
1832, Correspondence with his Sister, Feb. 
18, p. 2. 

Oh! I saw L. E. L. to-day. She avows 
her love to her betrothed frankly, and is 
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going to Africa, where he is governor of 
afortress. Is not that grand? It is on 
the Gold Coast, and his duty is to protect 
black people from being made slaves. The 
whole thing is a romance for Lamartine— 
half Paul and Virgina, half Inkle and 
Yarico. Poor Miss Landon! Ido like and 
shall miss her. But she will be happier 
than in writing, which seems to me like 
shooting arrows and never hitting the right 
mark, but now ard then putting out one’s 
own little boy’s eye.—LyTTon, EDWARD 
GEORGE Lorp, 1838, Letter to Lady Bles- 
sington ; Literary Life and Correspondence 
of the Countess of Blessington, ed. Madden, 
vol. I, p. 183. 

Hic jacet sepultum 

omne quod mortale fuit 
LETITIAE ELIZABETHAE McLEAN, 
quam, egregia ornatam indole, 
musis unicé amatam, 
omniumque amores secum trahentem, 
in ipso aetatis flore, 
mors immatura rapuit, 
Die Octobris xv., A. D., MDCCCOXXXVIIL., 
4Btat. 36. 


Quod spectas viator marmor, 
Vanum heu doloris monumentum, 
Conjux moerens erexit. 
—INSCRIPTION ON TABLET, 1838, Cape 
Coast Castle. 
Our far-off England! ofttimes would she sit 
With moist eyes gazing o’er the lustrous 
deep, 
Through distance, change, and time behold- 
ing it 
In its green beauty, while the sea did keep 
A whispering noise, to lull her spirit’s 
visioned sleep. 
And fondly would she watch the evening 
breeze 
Steal, crushing the smooth ocean’s sultry 
plue, 
‘As ’twere a message from her own tall trees, 
Waving her back to them, and flowers, and 
bees, 
And loving looks, from which her young 
heart drew 
Its riches, and all the joys her winged 
childhood knew. . . 
Spring shall return to that beloved shore, 
With health of leaves, and buds, and wild 
wood songs, 
But hers the sweetest, with its tearful lore, 
Its womanly fond gushes come no more, 
Breathing the cadenced poesy that throngs 
To pure and fervid lips unstained by cares 
and wrongs. 
—LANDOR, WALTER SAVAGE? 1838, A 
Lament for L. EB. L., The Laterary Life 
and Correspondence of the Countess of Bles- 


sington, ed. Madden, vol. 11, p. 68. 
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There was no slander too vile, and no 

assertion too wicked, to heap on the fame 
of this injured creature. Mr. [ 
a married man, and the father of a large 
family, many of whom were older than 
L.E.L., was said to have been her lover, and 
it was publicly stated that she had become 
too intimately connected withhim. Those 
who disbelieved the calumny refrained not 
from repeating it, until it became a 
general topic of conversation. Her own 
sex, fearful of censure, had not courage 
to defend her; and this highly-gifted and 
sensitive creature, without having com- 
mitted a single error, found herself a 
victim to slander. . . . Pride led her to 
conceal what she suffered, but those who 
best knew her were aware that for many 
months sleep could only be obtained by the 
aid of narcotics, and that violent spasms 
and frequent attacks of the nerves left her 
seldom free from acute suffering. The 
effort to force a gayety she was far from 
feeling increased her sufferings even to 
the last. The first use she made of the 
money produced by her writings was to 
buy an annuity for her grandmother—that 
grandmother whose acerbity of temper and 
wearying exigeance had embittered her 
home. She then went to reside in Hans 
Place with some elderly ladies who kept 
a school, and here again calumny assailed 
her. Dr. M—,a married man, and father 
of grown daughters, was now named as her 
paramour ; and though his habits, age, ap- 
pearance, and attachment to his wife 
ought to have precluded the possibility of 
attaching credence to so absurd a piece of 
scandal, poor L. E. L. was again attacked 
in a manner that nearly sent her to the 
grave. This last falsehood was invented 
a little more than four years ago, when 
some of those who disbelieved the other 
scandal affected to give credit to this, and 
stung the sensitive mind of poor L. E. L. 
almost to madness by their hypocritical 
conduct. About this time Mr. Maclean 
became acquainted with her, and after 
some months proposed for her hand.— 
BLESSINGTON, COUNTESS, 1839, Letter to 
Lady W——, Jan. 29; Lnterary Life 
and Correspondence, ed. Madden, vol. 0, 
p. 70. 


Her easy carriage and careless move- 
ments would seem to imply an insensibility 
to the feminine passion of dress; yet she 
had a proper sense of it, and never 
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disdained the foreign aid of ornament, 
always provided it was simple, quiet, and 
becoming. Her hair was darkly brown, 
very soft and beautiful, and always taste- 
fully arranged ; her figure slight, but well- 
formed and graceful; her feet small, but 
her hands especially so, and faultlessly 
white and finely shaped; her fingers were 
fairy fingers ; her ears also were observably 
little. Her face, though not regular in any 
feature, became beautiful by expression ; 
every flash of thought, every change and 
colour of feeling, lightened over it as she 
spoke, when she spoke earnestly. The 
forehead was not high, but broad and full; 
the eyes had no overpowering brilliancy, 
but their clear intellectual light penetrated 
by its exquisite softness; her mouth was 
not less marked by character; and besides 
the glorious faculty of uttering the pearls 
and diamonds of fancy and wit, knew how 
to express scorn, or anger, or pride, as 
well as it knew how to smile winningly, or 
to pour forth those quick, ringing laughs 
which, not even excepting her bon-mots 
and aphorisms, were the most delightful 
things that issued from it.—BLANCHARD, 
LAMAN, 1841, The Lafe and Lnterary Re- 
mains of L. H. L. 

A more mournful story than hers is 
seldom heard—illustrative as it is of the 
perils, snares, and sufferings of a literary 
life, where the responsibility of the voca- 
tion is not felt with the seriousness which 
shames cupidity, and silences flattery. 
People inferior to herself made money and 
amusement out of her talent and herself; 
and she permitted them todo it—partly out 
of careless generosity, and partly because 
she was too little aware of the responsi- 
bility of genius. Carefully cultivated, her 
genius might have accomplished great 
things. As it was, her early and wonder- 
ful facility is nearly all that remains for 
admiration. By her personal friends she 
is remembered with an affection which has 
nothing to do with her writings; and by 
those who did not know her, her writings 
are regarded with an indifference almost 
as great as her own.—MARTINEAU, HaAR- 
RIET, 1849, A History of the Thirty Years’ 
Peace, A. D. 1815-1846, vol. tv, p. 75. 

The verdict, therefore, was, that she 
died from an overdose of Scheele’s prepara- 
tion of prussic acid, taken inadvertently. 
In these warm latitudes interment follows 
death with a haste which often cruelly 
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shocks the feelings. Mrs. Maclean was 
buried the same evening, within the pre- 
cincts of the castle. Mr. Topp read the 
funeral service, and the whole of the 
residents assisted at the solemn ceremony. 
The grave was lined with walls of brick 
and mortar, with an arch over the coffin. 
Soon after the conclusion of the service, 
one of those heavy showers only known in 
tropical climates suddenly came on. All 
departed for their houses. I remained to 
see the arch completed. The bricklayers 
were obliged to get a covering to protect 
them and their work from the rain. Night 
had come on before the paving-stones were 
all put down over the grave,and the work- 
men finished their business by torchlight. 
How sadly yet does that night of gloom 
return to my remembrance! How sad were 
then my thoughts, as, wrapped up in my 
cloak, I stood beside the grave of L. E. L. 
under that pitiless torrent of rain! I fan- 
cied what would be the thoughts of thou- 
sands in England if they could see and 
know the meaning of that flickering light, 
of those busy workmen, and of that silent 
watcher ! I thought of yesterday, when at 
the same time I was taking my seat beside 
her at dinner, and now—oh, how very, 
very sad the change !— CRUICKSHANK, 
BRODIE, 1858, Highteen Years in the Gold 
Coast of Africa, including an Account of the 
Native Tribes and their Intercourse with 
Huropeans. 


I can recollect her when she lived in 
Sloane Street with her grandmother; in- 
deed, I remember her before that time. I 
recall her exactly; short, not slight, with 
a most blooming, glowing complexion, 
beautiful teeth, expression; everything 
but features—that is, the features were 
insignificant—they were not unpleasing. 
She could not have been above eighteen, 
but she had a fashion of wearing a fanciful 
little cap on the top of her head, and that 
suited her exactly. It was an eccentric 
appearance that she made. She dressed 
thenuponan idea—a sweeter voice I never 
heard; I mean in speaking. I do not 
believe that she sang, or that she had any 
knowledge of music. She had an inborn 
courtesy of manner, that flattered you 
whether she wished it or not: a warm, 
excitable nature. We met, one evening 
—hut stay—I must sit and think of her 
awhile. She is too precious a remem- 
brance to be merely made notes of. I 
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should like here to record all that I knew 
of her, felt for her, heard of her. What 
is the street, in all that there really is, of 
London, (that is, west of Portland Place 
and south of Oxford Street), in which her 
pleasant voice, her quick step, are not at 
some moment or other present with me? 
—THOMSON, KATHERINE, 1854, Recollec- 
tions of Literary Characters and Celebrated 
Places, vol. u, p. 71. 


The spot that was chosen for the grave 
of this accomplished but unhappy lady 
could not be more inappropriate; a few 
common tiles distinguish it from the 
graves of the various military men who 
have perished in this stronghold of pesti- 
lence. Her grave is daily trampled over 
by the soldiers of the fort. The morning 
blast of the bugle and roll of the drum are 
the sounds that have been thought most in 
unison with the spirit of the gentle being 
who sleeps below the few red tiles where 
the soldiers on parade do congregate. 
There is not a plant,nor a blade of grass, 
nor of any thing green, in that court-yard, 
on which the burning sun blazes down all 
day long. And this is the place where 
they have buried L. E. L.—Mappgn, R. 
R., 1855, The Literary Life and Corre- 
spondence of the Countess of Blessington, 
vol. I, p. 57. 

In spite of the miserably low standard 
of her literary morality, Miss Landon (for 
awhile put forward as Mrs. Hemans’s 
rival) was meant for better things. She 
was incomplete, but she was worthy of 
being completed; she was ignorant, but 
she was quick, and capable of receiving 
culture, had she been allowed a chance. 
If she was unrefined, it was because she 
chad fallen into the hands of a coarse set 
of men—the Tories of a provincial capital 
—such as then made a noise and a flare in 
the ‘‘Noctes Ambrosiane’’ of ‘‘Black- 
wood’s Magazine,’’ second-hand followers 
of Lockhart and Professor Wilson, and 
Theodore Hook; the most noisy and most 
reprehensible of whom—and yet one of the 
cleverest—was Dr. Maginn. Not merely 
did they, at a very early period of the girl’s 
career, succeed in bringing her name into 
a coarse repute, from which it never 
wholly extricated itself, but, by the ridicu- 
lous exaggeration of such natural gifts as 
she possessed (no doubt accompanied by 
immediate gain), flattered her into the 
idea that small further cultivation was 
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required by one who could rank with a 
Baillie, a Tighe, a Hemans—if not their 
superior, at least their equal. Further, 
she was not fortunate in her home position, 
called on to labour incessantly for the 
support of those around her. All this 
resulted in what may be called a brav- 
ado in her intercourse with the public, 
which excited immense distaste among 
those who were not of the coterie to which 
she belonged.—CHoRLEY, HENRY FOTHER- 
GILL, 1873, Autobicgraphy, Memoirs and 
Letters, vol. 1, p. 249. 

I knew her well and attended her from 
her infancy; she was the last woman 
whom I should have supposed likely to 
destroy herself. She was said to have 
died from prussic acid. Now I fitted out 
the medicine chest she took with her to 
Cape Coast Castle, and know that there 
was no prussic acid in her possession. I 
am convinced that she did not die from 
its effects, and we must seek for her death 
from some other cause.—THOMSON, DR. 
AnTHONY Topp, 1874, Autobiographical 
Reminiscences of the Medical Profession, 
p. 3 

Mr. Landon wasa character of no ordi- 
nary cast, and like his sister (though not 
in the same way) possessed very superior 
talents, cultivated by study, and no less 
by the opportunities of mingling much in 
the literary circles of London. His love 
for his sister vas most warm and marked. 
When he came first to see us, his sister 
was living, in the bloom of womanhvod, 
the height of fame, and indulging in the 
creations of her genius. She could not be 
unconscious of her uncommon powers, for 
success from the very first had attended 
her steps. She never experienced oppo- 
sition and adversities, which humble often 
even the most gifted. She knew no jeal- 
ousy of others; on the contrary she was 
ever ready to do a kind act for any one. 
-——Bray, ANNA EuizA, 1883, Autobiog- 
raphy, ed. Kempe, p. 236. 

Her fame, like herself, is but a memory 
now. But how bright it was half a cent- 
ury ago !—how intoxicating! So quickly 
won, too, that she might, like Byron, 
have written, ‘‘I awoke one morning and 
found myself famous.’’ Alas! Dead-Sea 
fruit, indeed, was to her the fruit of gen- 
ius—of all the women of letters whose 
pens have assisted feminine charms to 
make them famous and flattered, few have 
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been more completely miserable; none can 
I bring to mind who ever closed a career 
of brilliant unhappiness by a death so 
tragical. Her marriage wrecked her life ; 
but before that fatal mistake was made, 
slander had been busy with her fair fame— 
the slander that most cruelly wounds a 
woman. She took refuge from it in union 
with a man utterly incapable of apprecia- 
ting her or making her happy, and went 
out with him to his government at the 
Gold Coast—to die. And not even— 
tragical as such an ending would have 
been to the career of the applauded 
writer, the flattered woman—to wither 
before the pestilential influences that 
steam up from that wilderness of swamp 
and jungle; but to die a violent death—a 
fearful one—and to leave to the coroner’s 
inquest, that the manner of her end made 
necessary, the task of delicately veiling 
under a verdict of accident the horrid 
doubts that her fate suggested. Suicide 
or murder—which was it, the voice of 
the public of that day asked, that had so 
tragically closed the career of the gifted 
“L. E. L.?’ For my part, that unhappy 
“<T,, E. L.’’? was murdered I never had a 
doubt. When the ship that bore 
them to Africa arrived in port, Maclean 
left her on board while he went to arrange 
matters on shore. A negro woman was 
there, with four or five children—Ais 
children; she had to be sent into the in- 
terior to make room for her legitimate 
successor. It is understood the negress 
was the daughter of a king; at all events 
she was of a race ‘‘with whom revenge is 
a virtue,’’ and from the moment ‘‘L. E. 
L.’’ landed, her life was at the mercy of 
her rival; that by her hand she was done 
to death I am all but certain, although in 
the only letter she wrote to Mrs. Hall 
from Africa she assumed an air of cheer- 
fulness and content. Poor child, 
poor girl, poor woman, poor wife, poor 
victim—from the cradle to the grave, it 
was an unhappy life! I have seldom seen 
her merry, that the laugh was not followed 
by a sigh. —HALL, SAMUEL CARTER, 1883, 
fetrospect of a Long Lafe, pp. 395, 396. 


No circumstance respecting ‘‘L. E. L.’’ 
has occasioned so much discussion as her 
sudden and mysterious death at Cape 
Coast Castle on 15 Oct. 1838. That she 
died of taking prussic acid can hardly be 
disputed, though the surgeon’s neglect to 
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institute a post-mortem examination left 
an opening for doubt. That she was found 
lying in her room with an empty bottle, 
which had contained a preparation of 
prussic acid, in her hand seems equally 
certain, and the circumstance, if proved, 
negatives the not unnatural suspicion that 
her death was the effect of the vengeance 
of her husband’s discarded mistress, while 
there is no ground in any case for sus- 
pecting him. There remain, therefore, 
only the hypotheses of suicide and of acci- 
dent; and the general tone of her letters 
to England, even though betraying some 
disappointment with her husband, is so 
cheerful, and the fact of her having been 
accustomed to administer a most danger- 
ous medicine to herself is so well estab- 
lished, that accident must be regarded as 
the more probable supposition.—GaR- 
NETT, RICHARD, 1892, Dictionary of 
National Biography, vol. XXXu, p. 53. 
GENERAL 

L. E. L. has too little variety for me; 
everything is so impassioned: I wish she 
would mix a little sage with her myrtle 
garland.—GRANT, ANNE, 1827, Letter to 
Mrs. Hook, May 26; Memoir and Corres- 
pondence, ed. Grant, vol. 11, p. 90. 

Tickler. Ilove L. BK. L. 

North. Sodol; and, being old gentle- 
men, we may blamelessly make the public 
our confidante. There is a passionate 
purity in all her feelings that endears to 
me both her human and poetical character. 
She is a true enthusiast. Her affections 
overflow the imagery her fancy lavishes on 
all the subjects of her song, and colour it 
with a rich and tender light which makes 
even confusion beautiful, gives a glowing 
charm even to indistinct conception, and 
when the thoughts themselves are full- 
formed and substantial, which they often 
are, brings them prominently out upon 
the eye of the soul in flashes that startle 
us into sudden admiration. The origi- 
nality of her genius, methinks, is con- 
spicuous in the choice of its subjects :— 
they are unborrowed—and in her least 
successful poems—as wholes—there is no 
dearth of poetry. Her execution has not 
the consummate elegance and grace of 
Felicia Hemans; but she is very young, 
and becoming, every year she lives, more 
mistress of her art,—and has chiefly to 
learn now how to use her treasures, which, 
profuse as she has been, are in abundant 
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store. And, in good truth, the fair and 
happy being has a fertile imagination: the 
soil of her soul, if allowed to lie fallow 
for one sunny summer, would, I predict, 
yield a still richer and more glorious 
harvest. I love Miss Landon; for in her 
genius does the work of duty—the union 
of the two is ‘‘beautiful exceedingly, ’’— 
and virtue is its own reward; far beyond 
the highest meed of praise ever bestowed 
by critic, though round her fair forehead 
is already wreathed the immortal laurel. 
—WILSON, JOHN, 1882, Noctes Ambrosi- 
ane, Feb. 

The brilliant parterres of Miss Landon’s 
enclosure, on the south of Parnassus, 
where ideas, like humming-birds, areseen 
flying about in tropical sunshine, or flut- 
tering over blossoms of all hues and all 
climes. —MONTGOMERY, JAMES, 1838, Lec- 
tures on General Literature, Poetry, etc., 
p. 161. 

Next to Sister Joanna, the most success- 
ful poetess of our day. She is the L.E.L. of 
many a pretty poem: nor has she sung only 
a tender ditty or two and then shut her 
lips to listen to the applause they brought ; 
she has written much, —sometimes loftily, 
sometimes touchingly, and always fluently 
and gracefully. She excels in short and 
neat things; yet she has poured out her 
fancy and her feelings through the evolu- 
tions of a continuous narrative and intri- 
cate story. The flow of her language is 
remarkable: her fancy is ever ready, and 
never extravagant.—CUNNINGHAM, ALLAN, 
1833, Biographical and Critical History 
of the Literature of the Last Fifty Years. 

The career of Mrs. Maclean commenced 
brilliantly, but the promise of her earlier 
efforts was scarcely fulfilled in her subse- 
quent productions, which were generally 
written under circumstances that pre- 
vented study and elaboration. She had a 
deep feeling of affection, alively fancy, a 
fine eye for the picturesque, and an 
unusual command of poetical] language; 
and notwithstanding the haste and care- 
lessness with which she wrote, she was 
improving in taste and execution, and 
would probably have gained a far higher 
reputation had she lived a few years more. 
With all her faults she will be remem- 
bered as one of the sweetest poets of the 
age.—GRISWOLD, Rurus W., 1844, The 
Poets and Poetry of England in the Nine- 
teenth Century, p. 388. 
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But you shall not think me exclusive. 
Of poor L. E. L. for instance, I could 
write with more praiseful appreciation 
than you can. It appears to me that she 
had the gift—though in certain respects 
she dishonored the art—and her latter 
lyrics are, many of them, of great beauty 
and melody, such as, having once touched 
the ear of a reader, live on in it.— 
BROWNING, ELIZABETH BARRETT, 1845, 
To Mr. Chorley, Jan. 7; Letters, ed. Ken- 
yon, vol. 1, p. 232. 


I should say that it is the young and 
ardent who must always be the warmest ad- 
mirers of the larger poems of L.E.L. They 
are filled with the faith and the fancies of 
the young. The very scenery and orna- 
ments are of that rich and showy kind 
which belongs tothe youthful taste ;—the 
white rose, the jasmine, the summer garni- 
ture of deep grass and glades of greenest 
foliage; festal gardens with lamps and 
bowers ; gay cavaliers, and jewelled dames, 
and all that glitters in young eyes and 
love-haunted fancies. But, among these, 
numbers of her smaller poems from the 
first dealt with subjects and sympathies of 
a more general kind, and gave glimpses 
of a nobility of sentiment, and a bold ex- 
pression of her feeling of the unequal lot 
of humanity, of a far higher character. 

. . Her prose stories have all the 
leading characteristics of her poetry. 
Their theme is love, and their demon- 
stration that all love is fraught with de- 
struction and desolation. But there are 
other qualities manifested in the tales. 
The prose page was for her a wider tablet, 
on which she could, with more freedom 
and ampler display, record her views of 
society. Howitt, WILLIAM, 1847, Homes 
and Haunts of the Most Eminent British 
Poets, vol. 1, pp. 156, 157. 

This remarkable writer, better known 
perhaps as Miss Landon, or L. E. L., may, 
I think, be considered the Byron of our 
poetesses. Of Mrs. Maclean’s 
genius there can be but one opinion. It 
is distinguished by very great intellectual 
power, a highly sensitive and ardent 
imagination, an intense fervour of passion- 
ate emotion, and almost unequalled elo- 
quence and fluency. Of mere art she dis- 
plays but little. Her style is irregular 
and careless, and her painting sketchy 
and rough: but there is genius in every 
line she has written.—ROwTON, FREDERIC, 
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1848, The Female Poets of Great Britain, 


p. 424 

Some of her smaller pieces, as ‘‘Cres- 
centius,’’ show her to have been capable 
of higher classic power, if she had had 
the patience to cultivate a greater severity 
of criticism on her own productions. The 
editor has far greater pleasure in speaking 
of her writings, as they struck his youth- 
ful fancy, than with the cool judgment of 
more mature years; but he believes that 
there are few who will not join him ina 
willing tribute to the minstrel power of 
one, who, whatever her defects may have 
been, had the true fire and gush of poetic 
inspiration.—BETHUNE, GEORGE WASH- 
INGTON, 1848, The British Female Poets, 
p. 215. 

Her deficiency alike in judgment and 
taste made her wayward and capricious, 
and her efforts seemed frequently impul- 
sive. Hence she gave to the public a 
great deal too much, —a large part of her 
writings being destitute of that elabora- 
tion, care, and finish essentially necessary 
in the fine arts, even when in combination 
with the highest genius, to secure per- 
manent success - du. Hs ie had 
opened her eyes to these her defects, and 
was rapidly overcoming them ; for her very 
last things—those published in her ‘‘Re- 
mains’’ by Laman Blanchard—are incom- 
parably her best, whether we regard vigor- 
ous conception, concentration of idea, or 
judicious selection of subject. Her faults 
originated in an enthusiastic temperament 
and an efflorescent fancy; and showed 
themselves, as might have been expected, 
in an uncurbed prodigality of glittering 
imagery,—her muse, untamed and untu- 
tored, ever darting in dalliance from one 
object to another, like the talismanic bird 
in the Arabian story.—Morr, D. M.,1851-— 
52, Sketches of the Poetical Literature of 
the Past Half-Century, pp. 274, 275. 

The poems of L. E. L. of surpassing 
sweetness and pathos, rivaling those of 
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Mrs. Norton herself in heartrending sen- 
timent, will long survive their unhappy 
author, and speak to the heart of genera- 
tions to which her premature fate will 
be a lasting subject of commiseration. 
—ALISON, SIR ARCHIBALD, 1853-59, His- 
tory of Europe, 1815-1852, ch. v. 

The chief characteristics of the poetry 
of L. E. L. consist in imaginative power, 
tenderness, and geniality of feeling, and 
harmony of versification.—MADDEN, R. 
R., 1855, The Literary Life and Corre- 
spondence of the Countess of Blessington, 
vol. I, p. 42. 

As a poetess Letitia Elizabeth Landon 
can only rank as a gifted improvisatrice. 
She had too little culture, too little disci- 
pline, too low an ideal of her art, to pro- 
duce anything of very great value. All 
this she might and probably would have 
acquired under happier circumstances.— 
GARNETT, RICHARD, 1892, Dictionary of 
National Biography, vol. XXxU, p. 54. 

It is tolerably exact, and it is not harsh, 
to say that ‘‘L. E. L.”’ is a Mrs. Hemans 
with the influence of Byron added, not to 
the extent of any ‘‘impropriety,’’ but to 
the heightening of the Romantic tone and 
of a native sentimentality. Her verse is 
generally musical and sweet: it is only 
sometimes silly. But it is too often 
characterised by what can but be called 
the ‘‘gush’’ which seems to have affected 
all the poetesses of this period except 
Sara Coleridge.—SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 
1896, A History of Nineteenth Century 
Literature, p. 119. 

Though her verse is of little value, she 
is one of the best examples of the ten- 
dencies of the time. She followed Byron 
as far as her talents and the restraints of 
her sex would allow. Her longer poems 
are on the whole poor; some of her 
shorter pieces are very readable, but they 
are chargeable with the fault of an excess 
of rhetoric.—WaALKER, HuGH, 1897, The 
Age of Tennyson, p. 538. 


Anne Grant 
1755-1838 
Born in Glasgow, the daughter of Duncan M’ Vicar, an army officer, was in America, 


1758-68, and in 1779 married the Rev. James Grant, minister of Laggan. 


Left a 


widow in 1801, she published ‘‘Poems’’ (1803), ‘‘Letters from the Mountains’ (1806), 


“Superstitions of the Highlanders’’ (1811), &c. 


£100. 
Biographical Dictionary, p. 429. 


In 1425 she received a pension of 


See memoir by her son (1844).—Patrick AND GROOME, eds., 1897, Chambers’s 
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PERSONAL 


1 went quite as often to Mrs. Grant’s, 
where an American, I imagine, finds him- 
self at home more easily than anywhere 
else in Edinburgh. She is an old lady of 
such great good-nature and such strong 
good-sense, mingled with a natural talent, 
plain knowledge, and good taste, derived 
from English reading alone, that when 
she chooses to be pleasant she can be so to 
a high degree. Age and sorrow have 
fallen pretty heavily upon her. She is 
about seventy, and has lost several of her 
children, but still sheis interested in what 
is going forward in the world, tells a 
great number of amusing stories about 
the past generation, and gives striking 
sketches of Highland manners and feel- 
ings, of which she is herself an interesting 
representative. —TICKNOR, GEORGE, 1819, 
Journal, March; Life, Letters and Jour- 
nals, vol. 1, p. 278. 


Some months since, I joined with other 
literary folksin subscribing a petition for 
a pension to Mrs. Grant of Laggan, which 
we thought was a tribute merited by her 
as an authoress; and, in my opinion, much 
more by the firmness and elasticity of 
mind with which she had borne a succes- 
sion of great domestic calamities. Un- 
happily there was only about £100 open 
on the pension list, and this the ministers 
assigned in equal portions to Mrs. G— 
and a distressed lady, granddaughter of a 
forfeited Scottish nobleman. Mrs. G—, 
proud as a Highland-woman, vain as a 
poetess, and absurd as a bluestocking, has 
taken this partition in malam partem, and 
written to Lord Melville about her merits, 
and that her friends do not consider her 
claims as being fairly canvassed, with 
something like a demand that her petition 
be submitted to the King. This is not 
the way to make her plack a bawbee, and 
Lord M., a little miffed in turn, sends the 
whole correspondence to me, to know 
whether Mrs. G— will accept the £50 or 
not. Now, hating to deal with ladies 
when they are in an unreasonable humour, 
I have got the good-humoured Man of 
Feeling to find out the lady’s mind, and I 
take on myself the task of making her 
peace with Lord M. There is no great 
doubt how it will end, for your scornful 
dog will always eat your dirty pudding. 
After all the poor lady is greatly to be 
pitied ;—her sole remaining daughter deep 
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and far gone in a decline.—Scort, Sir 
WALTER, 1825, Journal, Nov. 80; Life by 
Lockhart, ch. \xv. 

Mrs. Grant was a tall, dark woman, of 
very considerable intellect, great spirit, 
and the warmest benevolence. Her love 
of individual Whigs, particularly of Jef- 
frey, in spite of her amusing horror of 
their principles, was honorable to her 
heart. She was always under the in- 
fluence of an affectionate and delightful 
enthusiasm, which, unquenched by time or 
sorrow, survived the wreck of many do- 
mestic attachments, and shed a glow over 
the close of a very protracted life.— 
CockBURN, HENRY, 1880-54, Memorials 
of His Time, p. 255. 

Mrs. Grant was tall, and, in her youth, 
slender, but after her accident she became 
rather corpulent. In her later years she 
was described as a venerable ruin; so lame 
as to be obliged to walk with crutches, 
and even with that assistance her motions 
were slow and languid. Her broad and 
noble forehead, relieved by the parted 
gray hair, excelled even youthful beauty. 
There was a dignity and a sedateness in 
her carriage which rendered her highly 
interesting, and her excellent constitution 
bore her through a great deal. Her con- 
versation was original and characteristic ; 
frank, yet far from rude; replete at once 
with amusement and instruction. For 
nearly thirty years she was a principal 
figure in the best and most intellectual 
society of the Scottish metropolis; and to 
the last her literary celebrity made her 
an object of curiosity and attraction to 
strangers from all parts of the world. 
The native simplicity of her mind, and an 
entire freedom from all attempt at display, 
made the youngest person feel in the pres- 
ence of a friend.—ANDERSON, WILLIAM, 
1871, Model Women, p. 147. 

GENERAL 

Her ‘‘Letters from the Mountains,’’ 
notwithstanding the repulsive affectation 
of the title, are among the most interest- 
ing collections of real letters that have 
lately been given to the public; and, being 
indebted for no part of their interest to 
the celebrity of the names they contain or 
the importance of the events they narrate, 
afford, in their success,a more honourable 
testimony to the talents of the author. 
The great charm of the correspondence, 
indeed, is its perfect independence of 
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artificial helps; and the air of fearlessness 
and originality which it has consequently 
assumed. Her. Poetry. 25: 
is really not very good; and the most 
tedious, and certainly the least poetical, 
volume which she has produced, is that 
which contains her verses. The longest 
piece,—which she has entitled ‘‘The 
Highlanders,’’—is heavy and uninterest- 
ing; and there is a want of compression 
and finish—a sort of loose, rambling, and 
indigested air—in most of the others. 
Yet the whole collection is enlivened with 
the sparklings of a prolific fancy, and 
displays great command of language and 
facility of versification. When we write 
our article upon unsuccessful poetry, we 
shall endeavour to explain how these 
qualities may fail of success :—but in the 
meantime, we think there is an elegy 
upon an humble friend, and an address 
from a fountain, and two or three other 
little pieces, which very fully deserve it; 
—and are written with great beauty, ten- 
derness, and delicacy.— JEFFREY, FRANCIS 
LorbD, 1811, Mrs. Grant on Highlanders, 
Edinburgh Review, vol. 18, pp. 480, 481. 


Mrs. Grant in her ‘‘Highlanders and 
other Poems’’ respectably assisted in sus- 
taining the honours of the Scottish muse. 
—Morr, D. M., 1851-52, Sketches of the 
Poetical Literature of the Past Half-Century. 


Honestly, we cannot believe that it was 
expected or desired, and certainly it was 
not necessary in the case of Mrs. Grant, 
for the illustration of character, to illumi- 
nate, during a period of years, for the 
common gaze, the privacies of a heart too 
constantly and deeply acquainted with 
affliction in its sharpest earthly form, or 
for the confirmation of fame, to make the 
million confidants in the casual unimpor- 
tant intercommunication of female friend- 
ship, or in other mysteries of equal mo- 
ment. On the first of these subjects, we 
have a very decided opinion. Grief in it- 
self is a sacred thing, while the language 
of grief is that probably most universally 
spoken by mankind. Where, therefore, 
there is an objection—and, to our mind, 
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there is always an objection—to perpetu- 
ally, or at least over-frequently obtruding 
the thing, little or nothing is to be gained 
by parading its language, which blunts its 
edge by monotonous repetition. On the 
other matter, we are inclined to be not a 
whit more tolerant or less severe, regard- 
ing it conscientiously as a besetting sin 
of the day, against the prevalence of 
which we unreservedly and energetically 
protest. —GorpDon, J. T., 1844, Memoir 
and Correspondence of Mrs. Grant of Lag- 
gan, North British Review, vol. 1, p. 102. 


A woman of extraordinary good sense, 
and of uncommon powers of mind; whose 
letters, embracing a wide variety of sub- 
jects, are as truly valuable as those of 
any other writer, and likely to be of as 
permanent interest, and to afford as last- 
ing gratification; but especially of a 
woman of great strength of character, 
formed by religious principle and pene- 
trated by religious sentiment, the vital 
principle of whose moral being was faith 
in Godandimmortality, whose sympathies 
were warm and diffusive, and who was 
full of disinterested kindness.—NoRTON, 
ANDREWS, 1845, Memoir of Mrs. Grant 
of Laggan, North American Review, vol. 
60, p. 156. 

An education of rough experience, com- 
bined with a naturally shrewd, powerful, 
and sensitive mind, made Mrs. Grant a 
highly effective and successful writer ; 
and the fame of her literary abilities (even 
before she published any fruits of them) 
was so great, that three thousand persons 
gave her their names as subscribers to 
her poem of the ‘‘Highlanders.’’—Row- 
TON, FREDERIC, 1848, The Female Poets 
of Great Britain, p. 254. 

The writings of this lady display a lively 
and observant fancy, and considerable 
powers of landscape painting. They first 
drew attention to the more striking and 
romantic features of the Scottish High- 
lands, afterwards so fertile a theme for the 
genius of Scott.—CHAMBERS, ROBERT, 
1876, Cyclopedia of English Literature, 
ed. Carruthers. 


Winthrop Mackworth Praed 
1802-1839 


Born, in London, 26 July 1802. 
March 1814 to 1821. 


At school at Langley Broom, 1810-14; at Eton, 
Kdited ‘‘The Etonian,’’ with W. Blunt, 1821. 


To Trin. Coll., 


Camb., Oct. 1821; Browne Medallist for Greek Ode, 1822 and 1823; for Greek 
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Epigrams, 1822 and 1824; Chancellor’s Medal for English Poem, 1823 and 1824; B.A., 
1825. Contrib. to Knight’s ‘‘Quarterly Mag.,’? 1822. Part editor of ‘‘The Brazen 
Head,’’ 1826. At Eton, as private tutor to Lord Ernest Bruce, 1825-27. Fellow, 
Trin. Coll., Camb., 1827; Seatonian prize poem, 1830. Called to Bar at Middle 
Temple, 29 May, 1829. Contrib. to ‘‘Times,’’ ‘‘Morning Post,’’ ‘‘Albion,’’ ete. 
M. P. for St. Germans, by purchasing seat, Dec. 1832; constituency disfranchised 
same year by Reform Bill. M. P. for Great Yarmouth, 1834-37. Sec. to Board of 
Control, Dec. 1834 to April 1835. Married Helen Bogle, 1835. M. P. for Aylesbury, 
1837. Deputy High Steward to Univ. of Cambridge. Died, in London, 15 July 1839. 
Buried at Kensal Green. Works: ‘‘Carmen Grecum: Pyramides Agyptiace’’ 
[1822]; ‘‘Epigrammata’’ [1822]; ‘‘Australasia’’ [1823]; ‘‘Carmen Grecum: In 
Obitum T. F. Middleton’’![1823]; ‘‘Lillian,’’ 1823; ‘‘Athens’’ [1824]; ‘‘Epigrammata 
[1824]; ‘‘Speech in Committee on the Reform Bill,’’ 1832; ‘‘Trash’’ (anon.), 1833. 
Collected Works: ‘‘Poetical Works,’’ ed. by R. W. Griswold (New York), 1844; ed. 
by Derwent Coleridge, revised edn. (2 vols.), 1885; ‘‘Essays,’’ ed. by Sir G. Young, 
1887; ‘‘Political and Occasional Poems,’’ ed. by Sir G. Young, 1888.—Suarp, R. 


FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 231. 


PERSONAL 


What he might have become had life 
been spared it were now vain to conjec- 
ture. He married happily ; he died young. 
Light, lively, brilliant, the darling of 
every society that he entered, he was yet 
most beloved by those who knew him best. 
To me it seems that had he outlived the 
impetuosity of youth, he would have be- 
come something higher and better than a 
political partisan, however clever, or a 
fashionable poet, however elegant. —Mir- 
FORD, MARY RUSSELL, 1851, Recollections 
of a Interary Life, p. 101. 

It is not easy to separate my recollec- 
tions of the Praed of Eton from those of 
the Praed of Cambridge. The Htonian of 
1820 was natural and unaffected in his 
ordinary talk; neither shy nor presuming ; 
proud, without a tinge of vanity; some- 
what reserved, but ever courteous; giving 
few indications of the susceptibility of the 
poet, but ample evidence of the laughing 
satirist ; a pale and slight youth, who had 
looked upon the aspects of society with 
the keen perception of a clever manhood ; 
one who had, moreover, seen in human life 
something more than follies to be ridi- 
culed by the gay jest or scouted by the 
sarcastic sneer. — KNIGHT, CHARLES, 1868, 
Passages of a Working Life During Half 
a Century. 


To his contemporaries, to all by whom 
he was intimately known, to very many 
who knew him mainly by report, and who 
perhaps cherish the remembrance of a 
casual meeting, the name of Winthrop 
Praed is still as the sound of music. The 
depths of his nature were indeed opened 


but to few; not often or willingly to them: 
but he had a special faculty and privilege, 
better than any craft of will, by which he 
attracted even when he seemed to repel, — 
and was more than popular even when, in 
his younger and gayer days, he appeared 
to court animadversion and defy dislike. 
—COLERIDGE, DERWENT, 1864, ed., The 
Poems of Winthrop Mackworth Praed, 
Memoir. 


His nature might be compared to an 
AXolian lyre that is stirred by inspiration 
from without, rather than a harp that vi- 
brates to the touch of human fingers. Or 
one may see in him a likeness to that type 
of character which the greatest of modern 
masters has portrayed in ‘‘Tristram,’’ 
whose mind, even when haunted by an ob- 
ject of real passion, was prone to yield to 
any transient distraction. — HEWLETT, 
Henry G., 1872, Poets of Society, The 
Contemporary Review, vol. 20, p. 259. 


A common interest in that debating so- 
ciety brought together in joyous social 
life the most ardent and ambitious youths 
of the University. What robust and san- 
guine society exhilarated the suppers to 
which we adjourned from our mimic sen- 
ate! There, foremost in ready wit, as 
the hour before he had been in brilliant 
extempore eloquence, was Winthrop 
Mackworth Praed. There was a fasci- 
nation in the very name of this young man 
which eclipsed the repute of all his con- 
temporaries. Sweeping away prizes and 
scholarships from the competition of per- 
haps sounder and more copious learning; 
the quickest and easiest debater in the 
Union, without study or preparation; 
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carrying everywhere into our private cir- 
cles a petulant yet graceful vivacity ; 
matchless in repartee; passionately fond 
of dancing; never missing a ball, though 
it were the night before an examination; 
there was in his mind a restless exuberance 
of energy and life, all the more striking 
from its contrast with a frame and coun- 
tenance painfully delicate and marked by 
the symptoms of consumption. He ex- 
cited at the University the same kind of 
haunting personal interest that Byron 
was then exciting inthe world. All were 
fond of speculating about his future. 
For the outlines of his genius were not 
definitely marked. They vanished away 
when you ought to seize them —LYTTON, 
EpwARD BuLWweEeR Lorp, 1873-88, Life, 
Letters and Literary Remains, ed. his Son, 
vol. 1, p. 283. 
GENERAL 

There was through all his poetry—and 
it is its deepest although not its most ob- 
vious charm—a love of the genuine and 
the true, a scorn for the false and the 
pretending, which is the foundation of all 
that is really good in eloquence as well as 
in poetry, in conduct and in character, as 
well asin art. The germ of the patriot 
and the statesman is to be found in the 
love of truth and the hatred of pretense; 
and never were they more developed than 
in the poems of Winthrop Mackworth 
Praed.—MITFORD, MARY RUSSELL, 1851, 
Recollections of a Literary Life, p. 101. 

In his early poems there is a buoyancy 
which afterward is wanting in his lines. 

While few poets have written 

purer verse than he, few satirists have 
done their task with more gentleness. 
While we laugh at the follies of the day 
as he portrays them, we feel that the very 
subject of the picture would read the lines 
with complacent thoughts, and with ad- 
miration at the skill which had individual- 
ized him as his own ideal.— WHITMORE, 
W. H., 1859, Praed and his Poems, North 
American Review, vol. 89, pp. 545, 546. 

Much that Praed wrote was written 
hastily ; much of it was written while he 
was yet very young. Of much, then, the 
intrinsic value is small. Praed 
was not without a certain measure of the 
poetic faculty. But, aside from that, but 
two things seem to have made him a writer 
of verse: his imitative ability, of which 
the reader is made aware by being often 
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reminded of other writers, as Byron, 
Scott, Hood, while never arrested by any 
strong marks of originality ; and, secondly, 
the persistent cultivation given to such 
poetic ability as he had by his father at 
home, by his tutors at school and college, 
and at the university by the competition 
for prizes, of which honors he bore off 
many. He thus acquired all the arts of 
versification. The precocity of his parts 
was, perhaps, their most distinguishing 
feature, and his early productions are 
characterized by that neat finish which 
appears rarely in the first essays of genius 
but is often found in the works of youth- 
ful talent. It would be wrong 
to say that Praed is a mere versifier. If 
he is tried by his thoughts, if we enquire 
what, amidst much that is temporary and 
trivial, we may find that is noble, beauti- 
ful, and enduring, we shall discover here 
and there amid the prose some gleams of 
golden poetry. He is the possessor of a 
fancy not powerful and capable of sus- 
tained flights, but very quick and fertile 
in details. It can create for us the 
nymph of a single tree, but if we would 
wander in enchanted forests we must com- 
mit ourselves to some mightier master of 
the spell than he.—DrENNETT, J. R., 1865, 
Winthrop Mackworth Praed, The Nation, 
olplanpps O2a OSs 


His spirit was keen and eager, and the 
great incentive to all he did was the desire 
to excel. This passion mastered his 
whole being; and the momentary ear- 
nestness he threw into every successive 
undertaking was probably instrumental in 
undermining his constitution. Praed takes 
us into another atmosphere altogether 
from that in which Swift and Prior moved. 
Even satire had become good-natured and 
love decorous. We discover no single 
line which could not be read aloud in the 
most fastidious circle. Praed has the 
sweetness of a summer’s night, and his 
wit represents the twinkling of the stars. 
Yet, in the midst of all his gaiety, insome 
of his poems atinge of melancholy seems 
to indicate a premature weariness of life. 
—SmitH, GeoRGE BARNETT, 1875, Eng- 
lish Fugitive Poets, Poets and Novelists, 
p. 395. 


In these days of maudlin rhyme, 
When half our poets are Empirics, 
I’ve read for the five hundredth time 
His ‘‘Characters,’’ your ‘London Lyrics.” 
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Trifles in truth, no passion there, 

No frightful advent of sensation, 
But a most calm and classic air, 

A grace and beauty quite Horatian. 
As Homer’s lay of Ilion’s towers 

Shines through the Past with god-like 

lustre, 
So our Anacreon, crown’d with flowers, 

Will live as long as vine-leaves cluster. 
——COLLINS, MortimmR, 1876? To Frederick 
Locker. 

The ‘‘Vicar’’ isa beautiful bit of verse, 
but its touch of tenderness sets it apart 
from all Praed’s other work, which is 
brilliant with a hard and metallic bril- 
liancy. Praed dazzles almost to weariness ; 
his lines stand out sharply like fireworks 
at midnight. More brilliant than Praed 
no poet well could be.—MATTHEWS, 
BRANDER, 18838, Frederick Locker, The 
Century, vol. 25, p. 594, 

As we pass from book to book, it is a 
long leap from Euripides to the brilliant 
young Etonian who brought all the grace 
of happy youth into such work as we have 
here. Happy the old whocan grow young 
again with this book in their hands. If we 
all came into the world mature, and there 
were no childhood and youth about us, 
what a dull world it would be! Any book 
is a prize that brings the fresh and cheer- 
ful voice of youth into the region of true 
Literature.—MorLEY, HENRY, 1887, Hs- 
says by Winthrop Mackworth Praed, ed. 
Young, Introduction, p. 5. 

Among the characteristics of these 
pieces will be found an almost unfailing 
good taste; a polished style, exhibiting a 
sparkle, as of finely constructed verse; a 
strong love of sheer fun,not ungracefully 
indulged ; a dash of affectation, inoffensive, 


and such as is natural in a new-comer, 
~ upon whom the eyesof his circle have, by 
no fault of his, been drawn; a healthy, 
breezy spirit, redolent of the playing- 


fields; and a hearty appreciation of the 


_ pleasures arising from a first fresh plunge 


into the waters of literature. Powers of 


_ observation are shown of no mean order, 


and powers, also of putting in a strong 
light, whether attractive or ridiculous, the 
more obvious features of every-day charac- 
ters. These powers afterwards ripened 


into a truly admirable skill of political and 


social verse-writinz; and they showed 
signs of deepening into a more forcible 
satiric power, tempered with humour, as 
his too short career drew towards its end. 
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Praed is moreover especially to be com- 
mended in that he is never dull. Although 
free from ‘‘sensationalism,’’ he is not 
forgetful that the first business of a writer 
is—to be read.—YounG, Sir GEORGE, 
1887, ed., Essays by Winthrop Mackworth 
Praed, Preface, p. x. 

Unhappy is the person of whom it can 
be said that he neither has been, is, nor 
ever will be in the temper and circum- 
stances of which Praed’s verse is the exact 
and consummate expression ; not much less 
unhappy he for whom that verse does not 
perform the best perhaps of all the offices 
of literature, and call up, it may be in 
happier guise than that in which they once 
really existed, the ‘‘many beloved shad- 
ows’’ of the past. —SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 
1888, Winthrop Mackworth Praed, Mac- 
millan’s Magazine, vol. 58, p. 355. 


It has generally been the custom to 
regard Praed as the foremost exponent of 
what, for want of an exacter term, is 
known as ‘‘society verse,’’—by society 
verse being intended, not so much the 
verse that treats of man as asocial animal 
as the verse that treats of man (and 
woman) as they appear in that fashionable 
world. Many of Praed’s pieces do un- 
doubtedly come inthis category, and they 
are numerous enough to justify his claim 
to be the Corpheeus of his kind. But it is 
unjust to class him solely as the laureate 
of county balls and archery meetings. 
; His command of his instrument 
was so great, and his epigrammatic faculty 
so perfected by use, that the slightest 
provocation was sufficient to enable him 
to throw off a creditable ‘‘copy of verses.”’ 
Thus it now and then fell out that the lines 
were finished before he had time to think 
whether the motive was adequate, or 
whether they included that beginning, 
middle, and end which even the trifles of 
metre require for their preservation. 
Also it occurred to him at times to write 
variations on himself, which, in his own 
interest, it had been wiser to withhold. 
But these are the objections of those who 
admire himso much that they would never 
have him below his best. When he is at 
his best-—and we take that best to be ex- 
emplified by ‘‘The Red Fisherman,’’ ‘‘The 
Vicar,’’ ‘‘Quince,’’ ‘‘My Own Araminta,”’ 
“Our Ball,’’ ‘‘Good Night to the Season,”’ 
and some twenty more pieces, political 
and otherwise—he is unsurpassed and 
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unsurpassable. In ease of wit and humour, 
in spontaneity and unflagging vivacity of 
rhythm, in sparkle of banter and felicity 
of rhyme, no imitator, whom we can 
recall, has ever come within measurable 
distance of Winthrop Mackworth Praed. 
—Dosson, AUSTIN, 1894, The Poets and 
the Poetry of the Century, John Keats 
to Edward Lord Lytton, ed. Miles. 


If Praed had been more of a colourist, 
he would have been our Watteau of the 
pen.—LOCKER-LAMPSON, FREDERICK,1895, 
My Confidences, p. 180. 

Praed’s best poetry shows very re- 
markable grace and lightness of touch. 
His political squibs would perhaps have 
been more effective had they been more 
brutal; but Praed could not cease to be a 
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gentleman even as a politician. The del- 
icacy of feeling, with a dash of acid though 
never coarse satire, gives a pleasant 
flavour to his work; and in such work as 
the ‘‘Red Fisherman’’ he shows an imagi- 
native power which tempts a regret for the 
diffidence which limited his aspirations. 
Probably, however, he judged rightly 
that his powers were best fitted for the 
lighter kinds of verse. STEPHEN, LESLIE, 
1896, Dictionary of National Biography, 
vol. XLVI, p. 283. 


Praed belongs to the class of writers of 
vers de société of which Prior is the earlier 
and Locker-Lampson the later master; 
and it is not too much to say that he sur- 
passes both.— WALKER, Hucu, 1897, The 
Age of Tennyson, p. 57. 


John Galt 
1779-1839 


John Galt, Scotch novelist, was born at Irvine, May 2, 1779, and educated at 
Greenock. He was then placed in the Custom-house, but in 1804 proceeded to London 
with an epic poem on the battle of Largs in his portmanteau, a poem he printed but 
soon withdrew from circulation. After a few years his health failed, and he travelled 
for some time in the Levant, where he met Byron. On his return he published his 
“Letters from the Levant,’’ a Life of Wolsey, several plays, and much miscellaneous 
work; but he first displayed individual power in ‘‘The Ayshire Legatees,’’ which ap- 
peared in ‘‘Blackwood’s Magazine’’ in 1820. Its successor, ‘‘The Annals of the 
Parish’’ (1821), remains his masterpiece. He produced in quick succession ‘‘Sir 
Andrew Wylie,’’ ‘‘The Entail,’’ ‘‘The Steamboat,’’ and ‘‘The Provost.’’ The his- 
torical romances, ‘‘Ringan Gilhaize’’ (a tale of the Covenanters), ‘‘The Spaewife,’’ 
“Rothelan,” and “The Omen,” although full of striking scenes, were not so successful. 
Galt was now busily engaged in the formation of the Canada Company; but before he 
left England he published ‘‘The Last of the Lairds.’’ He departed for Canada in 
1826, but three years later returned to England a ruined man, and produced a new 
novel, ‘‘Lawrie Todd,’’ followed by ‘‘Southennan,’’ a romance of the days of Queen 
Mary, and a ‘“‘Life of Lord Byron,’’ which ran through several editions, but was 
roughly handled by the critics. In 1834 he issued his ‘‘Literary Life and Miscella- 
nies.”’? He now returned to Scotland, utterly broken in health and spirits, and died at 
Greenock, 11th April 1839.—PatRICK AND GROoME, eds., 1897, Chambers’s Biograph- 
ical Dictionary, p. 394. 


PERSONAL the whole of that night with the one side 


We are old fellow-travellers, and, with 
all his eccentricities, he has much strong 
sense, experience of the world, and is, as 
far as I have seen, a good-natured, philo- 
sophical fellow.—Byron, Lorp, 18138, 
Journals, Dec. 6. 

I first met with this most original and 
most careless writer at Greenock, in the 
summer of 1804. He was dressed 
in a frock coat and new top-boots; and it 
being then the fashion to wear the shirt 
collars as high as the eyes, Galt wore his 


considerably above his ear, and the other 
flapped over the collar of his frock-coat 
down to his shoulder. He had another 
peculiarity, which appeared to mea singu- 
lar instance of perversity. He walked 
with his spectacles on, and conversed with 
them on; but when he read he took them 
off. In short, from his first appearance, 
one would scarcely have guessed him to 
be a man of genius.—Hoae, JamEs, 1832? 
Autobiography. 

Galt seemed to me to be by nature a 
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male Scherazaide. He had the gift of 


 harrative, so rare, so fine, so seemingly 


simple, but so inexplicably difficult; rep- 
artee is nothing to it: the power of re- 
lating a story, without affectation, or 
weariness to your listener, is one above 
all price. The last time I saw 
him he called upon me alone. He came, 
even in his low and feeble state, and got 
out of the cab which brought him, and 
entered the house leaning upon the arm 
of my servant. He could scarcely walk. 
When seated, Galt retained little appear- 
ance of disease. His complexion was 
clear, his articulation was then restored, 
his eyes sparkled; it was when he arose 
and walked that one saw that the axe had 
been laid to the root of the tree.—THoM- 
SON, KATHERINE, 1854, Recollections of 


_ Interary Characters and Celebrated Places, 


vol. , pp. 108, 112. 

Galt, with his curious, limited, but 
very remarkable talent, had always a 
serious purpose before him, and worked 
soberly for such modest fame as might be 
procurable, and the more substantial re- 
ward which helped him forward through 
the mingled course of his career—a little 
reputation which often helped him, and 
money which was of still greater use.— 
OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. W., 1897, Wil- 
liam Blackwood and His Sons, vol.1, p.446. 

Galt remains in obscurity. And yet it 
is easy to understand how his qualities 
have failed of recognition. For though 
his character was in the ordinary sense of 
the word exemplary, his genius extraordi- 
nary, yet in either there was something 
lacking. Indeed the study of his life and 
works reveals almost as much to be blamed 
as to be praised.—DoucLas, SiR GEORGE, 
1897, The Blackwood Group (Famous Scots 


Se 47. 
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My dear Hodgson, —There is a book en- 
tituled ‘‘Galt,’’ his Travels in ye Archipel- 
ago, Be daintily printed by Cadell and Da- 
vies, ye which I could desiderate might be 
criticised by you, inasmuch as ye author 
is a well-respected esquire of mine ac- 
quaintance, but I fear will meet with little 
mercy as a writer, unless a friend passeth 
judgment. Truth to say, ye boke is ye 
boke of a cock-brained man, and is full of 
devices crude and conceitede, but perad- 
venture for my sake this grace may be 
vouchsafed untohim. Review him myself 
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I can not, will not, and if you are likewize 
hard of heart, woe unto ye boke, ye which 
is a comely quarto.—Byron, Lorp, 1812, 
Letters, ed. Henley, February 21. 

There are pages in the ‘‘Annals’’ and 
spots in the ‘‘Legatees’’ which would be 
shining places in the ‘‘Pirate.’’ If he be 
a young author he may scatter his wild 
oats about; but if he be anything like a 
veteran, he should husband his resources 
and make not more than one great effort 
per annum.—CrokeEr, J. W., 1821, Letter 
to Blackwood; William Blackwood and 
His Sons, ed. Oliphant, vol. 1, p. 475. 

Pray read or have read to you by Mrs. 
Agnes, the ‘‘Annals of the Parish.’’ Mr. 
Galt wrote the worst tragedies ever seen, 
and has now written a most excellent 
novel, if it can be called so.—Scort, Sir 
WALTER, 1821, Letter to Joanna Baillie, 
June 11: Life by Lockhart, ch. ii. 

The great charm of the work [‘‘ Annals 
of the Parish’’] is in the traits of charac- 
ter which it discloses, and the commend- 
able brevity with which the whole chroni- 
cle is digested. We know scarcely any 
instance in which a modern writer has 
shown such forbearance and consideration 
for his readers. With very considerable 
powers of humour, the ludicrous incidents 
are never dwelt upon with any tediousness, 
nor pushed to the length of burlesque or 
caricature—and themore seducing touches 
of pathos with which the work abounds, 
are intermingled and cut short, with the 
same sparing and judicious hand. #1 
Though the conception of the “Ayrshire 
Legatees,’’ however, is not new, the exe- 
cution and details must be allowed to be 
original; and, along with a good deal of 
twaddle, and too much vulgarity, certainly 
display very considerable powers both of 
humour, invention, and acute observation. 
eee “The Steam-Boat,’’ which has 
really no merit at all; and should never 
have been transplanted from the Magazine 
in which we are informed it first made its 
appearance. With the exception of some 
trash about the Coronation, which nobody 
of course could ever look at three months 
after the thing itself was over, it consists 


“of a series of vulgar stories, with little 


either of probability or originality to rec- 
ommend them. Theattemptata parallel 
or paraphrase on the story of Jeanie 
Deans, is, without any exception, the bold- 
est and the most unsuccessful speculation 


336 


we have ever seen in literary adventure. 
—JEFFREY, FRANCIS LorpD, 1823-44, Sec- 
ondary Scotch Novels, Contributions to the 
Edinburgh Review, vol. m1, pp.502,510, 517. 


Read ‘‘Lawrie Todd’”’ by Galt. It is ex- 
cellent; no surprising events, or very 
striking characters, but the humorous and 
entertaining parts of common life brought 
forward in a tenor of probable circum- 
stances. SMITH, SYDNEY, 1829, To Sir 
George Philips; Memoir by Lady Holland. 


North.—Mr. Galt is a man of genius, 
and some of his happiest productions will 
live in the literature of his country. His 
humour is rich, rare, and racy, and pecul- 
iar withal, entitling him to the character 
of originality-—a charm that never fadeth 
away—he has great power in the humble, 
the homely pathetic—and he is conversant, 
not only with many modes and manners of 
life, but with much of its hidden and more 
mysterious spirit.—WILSON, JOHN, 1830, 
Noctes Ambrosiane, Nov. 

Is rather a murder [‘‘Life of Byron’’ ] 
and the crime is perpetrated with a coarse 
weapon.—LOCKHART, JOHN GIBSON, 1831, 
To Milman, Sept. 12; Life and Letters, ed. 
Lang, vol. u, p. 96. 

He has no classic predilections, and sets 
up no favourite author as a model; he 
aims at no studied elegance of phrase, 
cares nothing for formal accuracy of cos- 
tume, seems not at all solicitous about 
the dignity of human nature, and thinks 
chivalry a joke. He leaves all these 
matters to take care of themselves, and 
sets to work to read us a chapter of living 
life, like one sure of securing listeners. 
—CUNNINGHAM, ALLAN, 1833, Btograph- 
ical and Critical History of the Literature 
of the Last Fifty Years. 

The ‘‘Annals of the Parish,’’ the sup- 
posed journal of a quaint, simple-minded 
Presbyterian pastor, give us a singularly 
amusing insight into the microscopic de- 
tails of Scottish life in the lower classes. 
Galt’s primary characteristic is a dry, 
subdued, quaint humour—a quality very 
perceptible in the lower orders of Scot- 
land, aud which in his works, as in the 
national character of his countrymen, is 
often accompanied by a very profound 
and true sense of the pathetic.—Suaw, 
THomas B., 1847, Outlines of English 
Literature, p. 385. 


The sphere within which Galt’s genius 
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works most smoothly and profitably is a 
comparatively limited one. There never 
was a book written by mortal man which 
spoke so plainly of unwearied labour, of 
unremitting care, of painstaking consci- 
entiousness, as ‘‘The Omen.”’ Yet, de- 
spite the scrupulously chosen diction and 
the deliberately-calculated effects, ‘‘The 
Omen’’ is, upon the whole, a failure; a 
highly respectable bit of work, no doubt, 
but one in which there is much effort and 
little achievement; much cry and scarce 
sixpenn’orth of wool. The same may be 
said of almost all the passages in his best 
works where, so to speak, he goes beyond 
the instructions of Nature. Neither the 
burning of the ship in ‘‘The Last of the 
Lairds’’ nor the shipwreck in ‘‘The En- 
tail,’? produces any impression propor- 
tionate to the pains lavished on it, or 
worthy to be named in the same breath 
with that produced by the memorable 
Windy Yule in ‘‘The Provost.” . . . 
The creator of Mrs. Mailsetter and of 
Mrs. Heukbane, of the Mucklebackits, and 
of John Girder, can assuredly never be 
surpassed by anyone in the representation 
of Scottish life and character.—MILLAR, 
J. H., 1895, The Novels of John Galt, The 
New Review, vol. 13, pp. 209, 214. 


His literary production was vast and 
totally uncritical; his poems, dramas, 
etc., being admittedly worthless, his mis- 
cellaneous writing mostly book-making, 
while his historical novels are given up by 
all but devotees. He had, however, a 
special walk—the delineation of the 
small humours and ways of his native 
town and country—in which, if not ex- 
actly supreme, he has seldom been 
equalled. The ‘‘Ayrshire Legatees’’ is 
in main scheme a pretty direct and not 
very brilliant following of ‘‘Humphrey 
Clinker ;’’ but the letters of the worthy 
family who visit London are read in a home 
circle which shows Galt’s peculiar talent. 
It is shown better still in his next pub- 
lished work, the ‘‘Annals of the Parish?’ 
which is said to have been written long 
before, and in the pre-Waverly days to 
have been rejected by the publishers, be- 


cause ‘‘Scotch novels could not pay.’’ 


—SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1896, A History 
of Nineteenth Century Literature, p. 140. 
In describing the unromantic detail of 
provincial or parish life, Galt is hardly in- 
ferior to Scott, but the province or the 
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parish is his exclusive dominion; while in 
the back ground of Scott’s most vivid pic- 
tures of the country-side we are aware of 
the moving pageant of national life.— 
HERFORD, C. H., 1897, The Age of Words- 
worth, p. 124. 

His works were the first of their kind, 
and have been the model of all those suc- 
_ cessive works—always curiously popular 
in England as well as in Scotland, for it is 
difficult to tell what reason—which have 
expounded so often, and notably in our 
own day, the life from within of the Scot- 
tish peasant, with its humours and sagac- 
ities and roughnesses. We do not com- 
pare any of the recent exponents of the 
native farmer, clodhopper, or shepherd, 
from his own point of view, with Scott: 
but we do compare them with Galt, al- 
though with reservations, seeing that he 
is their originator and the chief of their 
tribe. It was not, however, the Scottish 
peasant with whom he was chiefly con- 
cerned. It was with the middle class, the 
smaller order of lairds, the rural clergy, 
the country writers and civic dignitaries, 
most of them with certain pretentions to 
gentility, but all with those views—origi- 
nal by force of their extreme limitation, 
and the quaint incomprehension which 
mingled with their native judgment—with 
whic an intelligence trained in a village 
looks out upon the bigger world.—OLI- 
PHANT, MARGARET O. W., 1897, William 
Blackwood and his Sons, vol. 1, p. 446. 

In 1820, Mr. Blackwood accepted ‘‘The 
Ayrshire Legatées’’ for his magazine, and 
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this book proved to be Galt’s first real 
literary success. Perhaps it is also the 
first deliberate attempt in our literature 
to delineate, for their own sake, contem- 
porary Scottish manners and character. 
It will be seen that the mechanism of the 
story, though of the simplest, is well con- 
trived for supplying to these the neces- 
sary relief. . Few writers have 
possessed a greater native gift of story- 
telling than Galt, and few, it must, alas! 
be added, have used their gift more care- 
lessly. In the very slightest of his num- 
berless tales, traces of this gift are apt to 
appear, and perhaps in none of his writ- 
ings is it seen to greater advantage than 
in the incidental reminiscences of ‘‘The 
Provost.’’ But, in fact, this little book 
possesses the merit, so rare among our 
author’s writings, of perfection as an 
artistic whole. It is not enough 
to say, as has been said, that in him there 
were two men, the man of letters and the 
man of affairs: there were two literary 
men in him, the creative artist and the 
book-maker. And the fact that, of these 
two, the latter had things too much his 
own way was due to Galt’s defective ap- 
preciation of his high calling. . . . 
“The Provost’’ and ‘‘The Annals’’ might 
almost belong to the age of Tourguenieff 
and Mr. Henry James, and in this respect 
his works have been more studied than 
they have been praised, their influence 
has been greater than their reputation. 
—DOUGLAS, SiR GEORGE, 1897, The Black- 
wood Group (Famous Scots Series). 


James Smith 
1775-1839 

James Smith (born 1775, died 1839), and Horace (born 1779, died 1849), sons of 
Robert Smith, solicitor to the Board of Ordnance, are chiefly to be remembered for 
their joint-work, ‘‘Rejected Addresses,’’ which appeared in 1812. They were sug- 
gested by the management of Drury Lane offering a prize of £20 for an address to be 
spoken on the re-opening of the theatre, and consisted of some wonderful parodies of 
the chief poets of the day. Scott said of his, ‘‘I must have done this myself, but I 
can’t remember when.’’ Their earliest literary efforts appeared in the Pic-Nic news- 
paper (1802), and Mirror (1807-10). James had followed in the footsteps of his 
father as a solicitor, receiving the latter’s business and official appointment. Horace, 
who joined the Stock Exchange, wrote some twenty novels, among them being 
“‘Gaieties and Gravities,’’ ‘‘Brambletye House,’’ ‘‘Reuben Apsley,’’ ‘‘Zillah,”’ and 
‘“‘Heads and Tails,’’ perhaps his best (1836).—SaNpgERS, Loy C., ed., 1887, Celebri- 

ties of the Century, p. 934. 
PERSONAL 


A pleasant, twaddling, pun-making, epi- 
gram-manufacturing, extempore-grinding, 


and painstaking elderly joker. He made 
one hit, and that was a good one; on the 
strength of which he has lived ever since, as 
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indeed he deserved to live. We cannot 
recollect that he wrote anything in the 
book line except his contributions to the 
‘‘Rejected Addresses,’’ unless he had a 
hand in such stuff as “Jokeby,” or “Horace 
in London.’’ His magazine papers in the 
New Monthly were rather monotonous; 
and his continually quoting of them for 
years afterwards has contributed in a 
great measure towards getting him, so 
generally as he is, considered to be a bore. 
But let him have his praise. His single 
talent was a good talent, and there is no 
reason why he should wrap it up in a nap- 
kin. We have already alluded to the uni- 
versal diffusion of his name among us 
English folk, and its trite and ordinary 
sound in our ears. Itis perhaps more 
congruous on that account with the sta- 
tion which he has chosen to hold in our 
literature. His place there is of the 
Smiths, Smithish.— MAGINN, WILLIAM, 
1834, James Smith, Fraser’s Magazine, 
vol. 10, p. 588. 


A fair, stout, fresh-coloured man, with 
round features, he used to 
read us trim verses, with rhymes as pat 
as butter.—Hunt, LeicH, 1850, Auto- 
biography, ch. x. 

James Smith, was very different from 
his brother Horace in all the qualities and 
attributes of his mind and intellectual 
character, with the exception of his lively 
wit, amiable and popular manners, and 
singularly gentlemanly bearing and per- 
sonal appearance. In this latter respect 
James Smith was all his lifea model; and 
this, although he had been bred and 
brought up in the city, and passed nearly 
the whole of his life there. Ihave never 
seen a man on whom was more legibly and 
eloquently written that comprehensive 
title, ‘‘Gentleman.’’ . . . JamesSmith, 
though certainly not possessing a larger 
amount of wit and humour than his brother 
Horace, was essentially and emphatically 
“a, wit’’—in the old-fashioned sense of 
the age of Anne and her immediate suc- 
cessor. Had he lived in those days, he 
would have been among the favourite 
habitués of Button’s and Wills’s, and would 
have manfully asserted and maintained his 
station among the best of that brilliant 
day. Asit was—though, like his brother, 
associating with the highest and most 
cultivated spirits of the day in which 
he lived, and fully qualified to take a 
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distinguished place among them—unlike 
that gentle and genial spirit, he preferred 
those lower and more limited circles in 
which his intellectual pretensions were 
paramount and his supremacy undisputed : 
he preferred the green-rooms of Covent 
Garden and Drury Lane to Holland House; _ 
and so anxious and determined was he to 
succeed in establishing the social reputa- 
tion at which he aimed in both these cir- 
cles, that I’m afraid there is little doubt 
of his having made it no unimportant part 
of the business of his life to manufacture 
beforehand the appliances and means 
proper to his success; so that you could 
never be sure of any one of his droll anec- 
dotes, lively sallies, bitter jests, or biting 
repartees, that it was not fait @ loisir. 
—PatTmore, P. G., 1854, My Friends and 
Acquaintance, vol. U, pp. 239, 241. 

The nervous terror which I experienced 
when singing or playing before my mother 
was carried to a.climax when I was occa- 
sionally called upon to accompany the 
vocal performances of our friendly ac- 
quaintance, James Smith (one of the au- 
thors of the ‘‘Rejected Addresses’’). He 
was famous for his humorous songs and 
his own capital rendering of them, but the 
anguish I endured in accompanying him 
made those comical performances of his 
absolutely tragical to me; the more so 
that he had a lion-like cast of counte- 
nance, with square jaws and rather staring 
eyes. But perhaps he appeared so stern- 
visaged only to me; while he sang every- 
body laughed, but I perspired coldly and 
felt ready to cry, and so have but a lugubri- 
ous impression of some of the most amus- 
ing productions of that description, heard 
to the very best advantage (if I could have 
listened to them at all) as executed by 
their author.—KEMBLE, FRANCES ANN, 
1879, Records of a Girlhood, p. 86. 


GENERAL 

A conversational wit of high rank, and 
beyond comparison the best epigrammatist 
of theday. . His reputation may 
well rest upon the ‘‘Rejected Addresses, ’’ 
of which he contributed the larger por- 
tion; a series of poems, &c., which, as 
a fellow-traveller once gravely informed 
him, did not appear so very bad—he did 
not think that they ought all to have been 
rejected !—BaruaM, R. H. DALTON, 1848, 
The Life and Remains of Theodore Edward 
Hook, pp. 162, 163. 


SMITH—BAYLY 


Spencer and Praed were not more felici- 
tous in their poetry of fashion than James 
Smith. The topics show the man and his 
associations, and his poems are so many 
finished daguerreotypes of London society 
in the first half of the nineteenth century. 
In this light they will always be interest- 
ing and amusing—and may be admitted 
into collections of British poetry, from 
which similar sketches by Swift and Prior, 
of a grosser period, aught to be excluded. 
—SARGENT, Eprs, 1871, Rejected Addresses 
and Other Poems by James Smith and 
Horace Smith, Preface, p. iii. 


The best of the thing was that there 
was no gall in the ink of which the happy 
parodists made use; their satire was of 
such genial character that it ‘‘procured 
for the authors,’’—as they boasted,— 
“the acquaintance, and conciliated the 
good-will of those whom they had the 
most audaciously burlesqued.’’ Sir Wal- 
ter Scott said to one of them that he cer- 
tainly must have written himself the piece 
that bears his initials, *‘though he forgot 
on what occasion;’’ William Spencer, 
when warned by Lydia White, a notorious 
feeder of London lions, that he would meet 
at her table ‘‘one of those men who made 
that shameful attack,’’ replied that this 
“‘was the very man upon earth he should 
like to know;’’ and Lord Byron wrote to 
Murray from Italy, ‘‘Tell him we forgive 
him, were he twenty times our satirist,’’— 
adding that the Imitations were ‘‘the best 
things after the ‘Rolliad.’’’ Indeed, the 
only people offended or discontented were, 
as Mr. Hayward says, those who were left 
out! Few books are. better known, even 
at the present day, than this of which I 

_have been speaking; and I should not have 
felt it necessary to say so much about it, 
if I had not learnt by experience that, in 
re literaria@ at least, it is more satisfac- 
tory to assume the ignorance than the 
knowledge of one’s readers. The book, 
indeed, has more than one point of attrac- 
tion. Collectors prize it for the exquisite 
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woodcut illustrations by George Cruik- 
shank which are to be found in the later 
editions ; lovers of wit and humour for the 
truly attic salt wherewith it is savoured; 
while all that know it will readily endorse 
the opinion of Jeffrey, who says, ‘‘I take 
the ‘Rejected Addresses’ to be the very 
best imitations, and often of difficult 
originals, that ever were made.’’—BaTES, 

WILLIAM, 1874-98, The Maclise Portrait 
Gallery of Illustrious Literary Characters, 
Doh. 

The honours of the authorship were 
pretty fairly divided between James and 
Horace. The parodies on Wordsworth, 
Crabbe, Southey, and Coleridge, and the 
first stanza of the parody on Byron, were 
contributed by James. He was especially 
happy in burlesquing Wordsworth and 
Crabbe James Smith wrote a 
number of verses, which were collected 
after his death by his brother, but he is 
only remembered for his parodies.— 
WHYTE, WALTER, 1894, The Poets and the 
Poetry of the Century, Humour, Society, 
Parody and Occasional Verse, ed. Miles, 
pp. 102, 108. 

James Smith’s contributions to these 
famous parodies were perhaps the best, 
though not the most numerous, but he ap- 
peared contented with the celebrity they 
had brought him, and never again pro- 
duced anything considerable. Universally 
known, and everywhere socially accept- 
able, ‘‘he wanted,’’ says his brother, ‘‘all 
motive for further and more serious exer- 
tion.’’ He also produced much 
comic verse and prose for periodicals, not 
generally of a very high order, but occa- 
sionally including an epigram turned with 
point and neatness. His reputation rather 
rested upon his character as a wit and 
diner-out; most of the excellent things 
attributed to him, however, were, in the 
opinion of his biographer in the ‘‘Law 
Magazine,’’ impromptus faits ad loisir.— 
GARNETT, RICHARD, 1898, Dictionary of 
National Biography, vol. Li, p. 58. 


Thomas Haynes Bayly 
1797-1839 
Thomas Haynes Bayly, song-writer, was born at Bath, October 13, 1797, and was 


trained for the church at Winchester and St. Mary Hall, Oxford. 


In 1824, however, 


he settled in London; and his ‘‘I’d be a Butterfly’’ was quickly followed by ‘‘The 
Soldier’s Tear,’’ ‘‘We ‘met—’ twas in a Crowd,’’ ‘‘She wore a Wreath of Roses, ‘‘Oh, 


no, we never mention her,” &c. 


He also wrote a novel, several volumes of verse, 
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some tales, and thirty-six dramatic pieces. 


THOMAS HAYNES BAYLY 


In his last years afflicted by sickness 1 


and loss of fortune, he died April 22, 1839.—PATRICK AND GROOME, eds., 1897, Cham- 


bers’s Biographical Dictionary, p. 76. 
PERSONAL 


He was a thorough gentleman, of hand- 
some person and refined manners. His 
talent did not approach genius, but he hit 
the popular taste, and his verses, wedded 
to simple music, long delighted ears not 
over-fastidious. . He is one of 
the numerous worthies whose names are 
intimately associated with Bath; for, in 
addition to his having been born there, 
all, or nearly all, his most popular songs 
were written in that pleasant city. —HALL, 
SAMUEL CARTER, 18838, Retrospect of a 
Long Life, p. 408. 


Mr. T. H. Bayly was a dandy, who wore 
white kid gloves in the day time. He was 
a gentleman; had been a man of fortune ; 
but I suspect that like Dogberry, he had 
had losses.—SALA, GEORGE AUGUSTUS, 
1894, Things I have Seen and People I 
have Known, vol. i, p. 150. 


GENERAL 


An English critic supposes that he is 
indebted for much of his popularity to his 
former position in society; but the esti- 
mation in which his compositions are held 
in this country, where his personal history 
was unknown, shows the opinion to be er- 
roneous. Itis not always easy to discover 
the true causes of an author’s success. 
Bayly was certainly not one of the first 
poets of his time—the century in which 
more true and enduring poetry was writ- 
ten than in any other since the invention 
of letters; andif he had essayed any thing 
of a more ambitious character than the 
simple ballad, doubtless he would have 
failed; but by her who dallies with a coro- 
net and the maiden at her spinning-wheel, 
by the soldier, the student, and the cot- 
tage Damon, his melodies are sung with 
equal feeling and admiration. Many have 
written ‘‘songs,’’ exquisitely beautiful as 
poems, whichare never sung; and others, 
like Dibdin, have produced songs for 
particular classes; but Bayly touches the 
universal heart. He is never mawkish, 
never obscure, and rarely meretricious; 
his verse is singularly harmonious; every 
word seems chosen for its musical sound; 
and his modulation is unsurpassed. Our 
rough English flows from his pen as 
smoothly as the soft Italian from that of 


_ stand. 


Bojardo or Metastasio. GRISWOLD, RUFUS 


W., 1844, The Poets and Poetry of Eng- - 


land in the Nineteenth Century, p. 312. 


He possessed a playful fancy, a practised 
ear, a refined taste, anda sentiment which 
ranged pleasantly from the fanciful to the 
pathetic, without, however, strictly at- 
taining either the highly imaginative or 


the deeply passionate.-—Morr, D. M., | 
1851-52, Sketches of the Poetical Litera- i 


ture of the Past Half-Century, p. 289. 


He is now mostly known for his exquisite | 
songs, which for sweetness and elegance | 
are second only—if they are second—to | 
those of Burns and Moore; showing the | 
playful fancy, the practised ear, and the | 
They are | 
simple, natural and graceful, andtender— | 
descriptive of the feelings of all, ina lan- | 


refined. taste of the author. 


guage which all can appreciate and under- 


kind of power—that the author possessed 
that knowledge of human nature, and 


those powers of keen and delicate satire, | 


which can lay bare the secret workings of 


the heart of a vain daughter or of a silly | 


mother for the amusement of the world. 
—CLEVELAND, CHARLES D., 1858, English 
Literature of the Nineteenth Century, p.369. 


There is no lofty strain in any of Bayly’s 


It is doubtful if any songs in the | 
English language ever attained the popu- | 
arity of ‘‘Oh no, we never mention her!’’ | 
“’'d be a Butterfly,’’ and the ‘‘Soldier’s | 
Tear.’’ Other of his songs, as ‘‘Why don’t | 
the Men propose?’’ and ‘‘My married | 
Daughter could you see,’’ show a different | 


ea 


productions, but in nearly all there is | 


lightness and ease in expression, which 


fully account for their continued popu- | 


larity.—SmitH, G. BARNETT, 1885, Dic- 


tionary of National Biography, vol. m1, | 


p. 452. 


If to be sung everywhere, to hear your 
verses uttered in harmony with all pianos _ 


and quoted by the world at large, be 
fame, Bayly had it. He was an unaffected 
poet. 
almost absolutely forgotten. 
is to be carried back on the wings of 


He wrote words to airs, and he is | 
Toread him | 


music to the bowers of youth; and to the | 


bowers of youth I have been wafted, and 
to the old booksellers. You de not find 


on every stall the poems of Bayly; but a | 


‘ments. 
most vapid and obvious sentiment, and to, 


BAYLY—ALISON 


copy in two volumes has been discovered, 
edited by Mr. Bayly’s widow (Bentley, 
1844). They saw the light in the same 
year as the present critic, and perhaps 
they ceased to be very popular before he 
was breeched. Of his poems the 
inevitable criticism must be that he was a 
Tom Moore of much lower accomplish- 
His business was to carol of the 


string flowers, fruits, trees, breeze, sor- 
row, to-morrow, knights, coal-black steeds, 
regret, deception, and so forth, into 
fervid anapestics. Perhaps his success 
lay in knowing exactly how little sense in 
poetry composers wiil endure and singers 
will accept. . . . How does Bayly 
manage it? What is the trick of it, the 
obvious, simple, meretricious trick, which 
somehow, after all, let us mock as we 
will, Bayly could do, and we cannot? He 
really had a slim, serviceable, smirking, 
and sighing little talent of his own; and— 
well, we have not even that. Nobody 
forgets 
“The lady I love will soon be a bride.’’ 

Nobody remembers our cultivated epics 
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and esoteric sonnets, oh brother minor 
poet, mon semblable, mon frére ! 

The moral of all this i is that minor poetry 
has its fashions, and that the butterfly 
Bayly could versify very successfully in 
the fashion of a time simpler and less 
pedantic than our own. ~ On the whole, 
minor poetry for minor poetry, this art- 
less singer, piping his native drawing- 
room notes, gave a great deal of perfectly 
harmless, if highly uncultivated, enjoy- 
ment.—LANG, ANDREW, 1891, Essays in 
Inttle, pp. 36, 42, 46, 47. 

It was as a song writer that Bayly at- 
tained his greatest success, and some of 
his songs, partly on their own account, 
and partly from the felicity of their set- 
ting at the hands of musical composers, 
and of their popularity with vocalists, 
have been among the most sung songs of 
the century. His songs and 
vers de société are, however, the more 
characteristic productions of the Butterfly 
bard.—MILES, ALFRED H., 1894, The 
Poets and the Poetry of the Century, Hu- 
mour, Society, Parody and Occasional 
Verse, pp. 242, 243. 


Archibald Alison 
1757-1839 

Archibald Alison, born at Edinburgh in 1757, studied at Glasgow University and 
Balliol College, Oxford; was ordained in 1784; from 1800 to 1831 was an Episcopal 
minister in Edinburgh; and died 17th May 1839. His ‘‘Essays on the Nature and Prin- 
ciples of Taste’’ (1790) advocate the ‘‘association’’ theory of the sublime and beauti- 
ful, and are written much in the style of Blair, as are also his “Sermons’’ (1814-15). 
—PaTRICK AND GROOME, eds., 1897, Chambers’s Biographical Dictionary, p. 24. 


PERSONAL 


Iam quite taken with his conversation: 
he appears to me to possess a fund of 
diversified and miscellaneous information, 
and to have gradually formed the acquisi- 
tion not only with the vigour of an original 
and reflecting mind, but with the temper 
of a mind happily harmonised and free 
from all the shackles of theory as well as 
of prejudice. This information is likewise 
communicated not only with the most un- 
affected ease, and with an air of perfect 
liberality and candour, but with a mixed 
sensibility and pleasantry which I have 
seldom seen so well blended together. — 
Horner, Francis, 1801, Memoirs and 
Correspondence, vol. I, p. 154. 

It is long since I was at Edinburgh, and 
when I was there nothing of importance 
was a-doing. I heard Alison preach. 


His elocution is clear —his style elegant— 
his ideas distinct rather than profound. 
Some person contrasting him and Chal- 
mers, observed that the Prebendary of 
Sarum is like a glass of spruce beer,— 
pure, refreshing, and unsubstantial—the 
minister of the Tron Kirk, like a draught 
of Johnnie Dowie’s ale,—muddy, thick, 
and spirit-stirring.—CARLYLE, THOMAS, 
1817, Harly Letters, ed. by Charles Eliot 
Norton, p. 62. 

To me he appears the best preacher I 
have ever heard.—EDGEWORTH, MARIA, 
1828, Letters, vol. u, p. 101. 

My earliest recollections of domestic 
life are those of the solitude and seclusion 
of an English parsonage-house. Though 
visited occasionally by the great, often 
by the learned, the greater part of our 
life, even in summer, and the whole 
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winter, wasspent alone. A devoted wor- 
shipper of Nature, my father was firmly 
impressed with the conviction, so conspic- 
uous in his writings, that the best feel- 
ings of the heart are to be drawn from 
her influences, and the purest enjoyments 
of life from her contemplation. He 
studied her works incessantly. The mi- 
gration of birds, the changes of the sea- 
sons, the progress of vegetation, were the 
subjects of constant observation, and by 
keeping an accurate daily register, not 
only of the weather, but of the blooming 
of flowers and the changes of vegetation, 
he maintained a constant interest by com- 
paring the progress of one season with 
another. Botany, zoology, and ornithology 
were in his hands not mere unmeaninug 
sciences containing an artificial classifi- 
cation of objects and a dry catalogue of 
names, but a key to the secret interests of 
Nature, and commentaries on the wisdom 
and beneficence of its Author. White’s 
“‘Natural History of Selborne’’ was the 
subject of his study and the object of his 
imitation. Weall grew up with the same 
habits, and indelibly received the same 
impressions. —ALISON, SiR ARCHIBALD, 
1867? Some Account of My Life and Writ- 
ings, vol. 1, p. 10. 
GENERAL 

He has never received fame enough for 
a book [‘‘Principles of Taste’’] which, 
with many faults, contains many beautiful 
thoughts and many charms in the writing. 
—HorNER, FRANCIS, 1805, Memoirs and 
Correspondence, vol. 1, p. 345. 

The style of these ‘‘Sermons’’ is some- 
thing new, we think, in the literature of 
this country. It is more uniformly ele- 
vated, more profusely figured—and, above 
all, more curiously modulated, and bal- 
anced upon a more exact and delicate 
rhythm, than any English composition in 
mere prose with which we are acquainted, 
In these, as well as in some more substan- 
tial characteristics, it reminds us more of 
the beautiful moral harangues that occur 
in the Telemaque of Fenelon, or of the 
celebrated Oraisons funebres of Bossuet, 
than of any thing of British growth and 
manufacture :—Nor do we hesitate at all 
to set Mr. Alison fairly down by the side 
of the last named of those illustrious Pre- 
lates. Heis less lofty perhaps; but more 
tender and more varied—less splendid, but 
less theatrical—and, with fewer striking 
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reflections on particular occurrences, has | 
unquestionably more of the broad light of 
philosophy, and the milder glow of reli- 
gion. In polish and dignity we do not 


think him at all inferior—though he has || 


not the advantage of enhancing the simple | 
majesty of Christianity by appeals to lis- 
tening monarchs, and apostrophes to de- 
parted princes. JEFFREY, FRANCIS LORD, | 
1814, Alison’s Sermons, Edinburgh Re- 
view, vol. 23, p. 424. 

Alison denied that there is any intrinsic 
pleasure either in sound, in colour, or in | 
form. | 
limity and beauty into associations with | 
primitive sensibilities. The ‘‘Hssay’’ is 
written in avery readable style for a work 
of abstruse analysis.—MINTO, WILLIAM, || 
1872-80, Manual of English Prose Liter- 
ature, p. 515. 

The arrangement and manner of the 
work [‘‘Principles of Taste’’] are admi- | 
rable. The style is distinguished by infinite | 
grace, and is worthy of being compared © 
to that of Addison :—indeed I am not sure 
if we have a more beautiful specimen of | 
the last-century manner of composition, | 
moulded on the ‘‘Spectator,’? on the | 
French classics, and the wits of Queen | 
Anne. Every word is appropriate, andis | 


in its appropriate place; and thesentences || 


glide along like a silvery stream. The | 
descriptions of natural scenery, whichare | 
very numerous, are singularly felicitous | 
and graceful: that word graceful ever |! 
comes up when we would describe his 
manner. He does not seem to have had |. 
an equal opportunity of studying beauty | 
in the fine arts, in architecture, statuary, | 
and painting, though the allusions to | 
the universally known models of these are | 
always appreciative and discriminating. 
—McCosu, James, 1874, The Scottish | 
Philosophy, p. 308. 

Justly admired [‘‘Sermons’’] for the 
elegance and beauty of their language, 
and their gentle, persuasive inculcation | 
of Christian duty. On points of doctrine | 
and controversy the author is wholly si- 
lent: his writings, as one of his critics re- 
marked, were designed for those who 
““want to be roused to a sense of the beauty 
and the good that exist in the universe 
around them, and who are only indifferent 
to the feelings of their fellow-creatures 
and negligent of the duties they impose, 
for want of some persuasive monitor to | 


He resulved the emotions of sub- || 
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awake the dormant capacities of their 
nature, and to make them see and feel the 
delights which providence has attached 
to their exercise.’’—CHAMBERS, ROBERT, 
1876, Cyclopedia of English Literature, 
ed. Carruthers. 
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The Association school produced as its 
characteristic esthetics Alison’s ‘‘Essays 
on the Principles of Taste,’’ which had 
the fatal defect of satisfying Francis 
Jeffrey.—HERFORD, C. H., 1897, The Age 
of Wordsworth, p. 4. 


Frances Burney 
Madame D’Arblay 
1752-1840 


Frances Burney [Madame D’Arblay], 1752-1840. Born, at King’s Lynn, 13 June 
1752. Family removed to London, 1760. Mother died, 1761. Father married again, 
1766. No regular education. Began early to write stories, plays, poems, etc. First 
novel published anonymously, Jan. 1778. Intimacy with Mrs. Thrale, Dr. Johnson, 
Sheridan, Burke, etc. Appointed Second Keeper of Robes to Queen, 17 July 1786. 
Bad health; retired, 7 July 1791, with pension of £100 a year. Travelled in England. 
Made acquaintance of Gen. D’Arblay at Mickleham, where her sister lived. Married 
to him, 31 July 1793. Settled at Bookham, near Norbury. ‘Tragedy, ‘‘Edwy and 
Elvina,’’ performed at Drury Lane, 21 March 1795; withdrawn after first night. 
Built a cottage at West Humble, near Mickleham; removed there, 1797. Gomedy, 
“‘Love and Fashion,’’ accepted for Covent Garden, but withdrawn before performance, 
1800. Husband went to seek employment in France, 1801. In Paris with him, 1802- 
05; at Passy, 1805-14. Visit to England with son, Aug. 1812. In Paris, 1814-15. 
In Belgium, March to July, 1815. Returned to England, Oct. 1815. At Bath, Feb. 
1816 to June 1817; at Ilfracombe, June to Oct., 1817; at Bath, Oct. 1817 to Sept. 
1818. Husband died, 3 May 1818. To London, Oct. 1818. Son died, 19 Jan. 1837. 
Severe illness, 1839. Died. in London, 6 Jan. 1840. Works: ‘‘Evelina’’ (anon.), 
1778; ‘‘Cecilia’’ (anon.), 1782; ‘‘Brief Reflections relative to the French Emigrant 
Clergy’’ (anon.), 1793; ‘‘Camilla,’’ 1796; ‘‘The Wanderer,’’ 1814; ‘‘Memoirs of Dr. 
Burney,’’ 1832. Posthumous: ‘‘Diary and Letters’’ (7 vols.), 1842-46. —SHaRP, 


R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 41. 


PERSONAL 


Mrs. Byron, who really loves me, was 
disgusted at Miss Burney’s carriage to 
me, who have been such a friend and bene- 
factress to her: not an article of dress, 
not a ticket for publio places, not a thing 
in the world that she could not command 
from me: yet always insolent, always 
pining for home, always preferring the 
mode of life in St. Martin’s Street to all 
Icoulddoforher. Sheisa saucy-spirited 
little puss, to be sure, but I love her dearly 
for all that; and I fancy she has a real re- 
gard for me, if she did not think it be- 
neath the dignity of a wit, or of what she 
values more, —the dignity of Dr. Burney’s 
daughter, —to indulge it. Such dignity! 
the Lady Louisa of Leicester Square! In 
good time!—THRALE, HESTER LYNCH 
(Mrs. Piozz1), 1780, Thraliana, July 1; 
Autobiography, Letters and Laterary Re- 
mains, ed. Hayward, p. 485. 

There are few—I believe I may say 
fairly there are none at all—that will not 


find themselves better informed concern- 
ing human nature, and their stock of 
observation enriched, by reading your 
“*Cecilia.’’ . Imight trespass upon 
your delicacy if I should fill my letter to 
you with what I fill my conversation to 
others; I should be troublesome to you 
alone if I should tell you all I feel and 
think on the natural vein of humour, the 
tender pathetic, the comprehensive and 
noble moral and the sagacious observa- 
tion, that appear quite throughout this 
extraordinary performance. . . . In 
an age distinguished by producing extraor- 
dinary women, [ hardly dare to tell where 
my opinion would place you amongst them. 
—BuRKE, EDMUND, 1782, Letter to Miss 
Burney, July 29. 

Next to the balloon [on exhibition in 
the Pantheon] Miss Burney is the object of 
public curiosity; I had the pleasure of 
meeting her yesterday. She isa very un- 
affected, modest, sweet, and pleasing young 
lady: but you, now I think of it, are 
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a Gothe, and have not read ‘‘Cecilia.’’ 
Read, read it, for shame!—BARBAULD, 
ANNA LzTitiA, 1784, Letter to her Brother, 
Jan. 2; Memoir by Ellis, vol. 1, p, 115. 


At last Madame D’Arblay arrived. I 
was very glad to see her again. She is 
wonderfully improved in good looks in ten 
years, which have usually a very different 
effect at an age when people begin to fall 
off. Her face has acquired expression 
and a charm which it never had before. 
She has gainedan embompointvery advanta- 
geous to her face. We did not talk much 
about France; but with her intelligence 
there was a great deal she could tell, and 
much she cou!d not, having a husband and a 
French establishment, to which she was to 
return after the winter.—BrERrRy, Mary, 
1812, Journals, Nov. 10; Extracts of the 
Journals and Correspondence, vol. U, p. 508. 


Was introduced by Rogers to Mad. 
D’Arblay, the celebrated authoress of 
“‘Fivelina’’ and ‘‘Cecilia”—an elderly lady, 
with no remains of personal beauty, but 
with a simple and gentle manner, a pleas- 
ing expression of countenance, and appar- 
ently quick feelings. She told me she had 
wished to see two persons—myself, of 
course, being one, the other George Can- 
ning. This was really a compliment to 
be pleased with—a nice little handsome 
pat of butter, made up by a ‘‘neat-handed 
Phillis’? of a dairy-maid, instead of the 
grease, fit only for cart-wheels, which one 
is dosed with by the pound. Mad.D’Arblay 
told us that the common story of Dr. Bur- 
ney, her father, having brought home her 
own first work, and recommended it to 
her perusal, was erroneous. Her father was 
in the secret of ‘‘Hvelina’’ being printed. 
But the following circumstance may 
have given rise to the story :—Dr. Burney 
was at Streatham soon after the publica- 
tion, where he found Mrs. Thrale recover- 
ing from her confinement, low at the mo- 
ment, and out of spirits. While they 
were talking together, Johnson, who sat 
beside in a kind of reverie, suddenly broke 
out, ‘‘You should read this new work, 
madam —you should read ‘Kvelina;’ every 
one says it is excellent, and they are 
right.’’ The delighted father obtained a 
commission from Mrs. Thrale to purchase 
his daughter’s work and retired the hap- 
piest of men. Madame D’Arblay said she 
was wild with joy at this decisive evidence 
of her literary success, and that she could 


FRANCES BURNEY 


only give vent to her rapture by dancing 
and skipping round a mulberry-tree in the 
garden. She was very young at this time. 
—Scort, Sir WALTER, 1826, Journal, 
Nov. 18; Life by Lockhart, ch. \xxii. 


The Queen was persuaded to appoint 
Miss Burney, Mrs. Delany and Mr. Smelt 
having deceived themselves into believing 
her capable of adapting herself to her 
place, and of performing her new duties 
satisfactorily ; their earnest desire to in- 
sure Miss Burney a certain salary instead 
of the precarious income arising from her 
works, having blinded their better judg- 
ment. Miss Burney was elated to sucha 
degree by the appointment that she grad- 
ually lost all consciousness of her actual 
or relative position. She lived in an ideal 
world of which she was, in her own imagi- 
nation, the centre. She believed herself 
possessed of a spell which fascinated all 
those she approached. She became con- 
vinced that all the equerries were in love 
with her, although she was continually the 
object of their ridicule, as they discovered 
her weaknesses and played upon her cre- 
dulity for their own amusement. Many 
entertaining anecdotes might be collected 
of the ludicrous effect produced by Miss 
Burney’s far-fetched expressions when she 
desired to be especially eloquent, and par- 
ticularly courtly.— LLANOVER, Lapy, 1862, 
ed., The Autobiography and Correspondence 
of Mary Granville, Mrs. Delany, Second 
Series, vol. 1, p. 561. 

IT attended her during the last twenty 
years of her long life. She lived in 
almost total seclusion from all but a few 
members of her own family; changed her 
lodgings more frequently than her dresses 
and occupied herself laboriously in com- 
posing those later works which retain so 
little of the charm of her earlier writings. 


Mr. Rogers was the only literary man who | | 
seemed to know of her existence.—Ho.- | 


LAND, Sik HENRY, 1871, Recollections of 
Past Life, pp. 204, 205. 


For a considerable time the income on __ | 


which she, her husband, and her child 
subsisted, did not exceed £125 a year. 
They were too independent in spirit to ac- 
cept assistance from friends; too upright 
to rely on contingencies; and Madame 
D’Arblay pursued, in all the minutie of 


domestic life, a course of self-denial such i 
as she wrote to her Susanna, ‘‘would make | 
you laugh to see, though perhaps cry to || 
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hear.’”’ With all this, her mind and 
thoughts were never shut up in her econ- 
omy. It was at this period that she orig- 
inated the invitation sent by her and M. 
D’Arblay to his friend the Comte de Nar- 
bonne, to make their cottage his home; 
and it was also during these straitened 
circumstances that she withdrew her 
comedy of ‘‘Love and Fashion’’ from re- 
hersal, in dutiful compliance with the 
wishes of her father; although the man- 
agement of Covent Garden had promised 
her £400 for the manuscript. Queen 
Charlotte’s expression, that she was ‘‘true 
as gold,’’ was abundantly verified in her 
friendship.—WooLSEY, SARAH CHAUNCEY, 
1880, ed., Diary and Letters of Frances 
Burney, Mme. D’ Arblay. 


Consider the brilliant and instantaneous 
success of Frances Burney. Think of the 
excitement she aroused, and honors heaped 
thick and fast upon her. A woman of 
twenty-six when she wrote ‘‘Evelina’’ she 
was able, by dint of short stature and 
childish ways, to pass for a girl of seven- 
teen, which increased amazingly the popu- 
lar interest in her novel. Sheridan swore 
he could not believe so young a thing could 
manifest such genius, and begged her to 
write him a comedy on the spot. Sir 
Joshua Reynolds professed actual fear of 
such keen wit and relentless observation. 
Dr. Johnson vowed that Richardson had 
written nothing finer, and Fielding noth- 
ing so fine as ‘‘Hvelina,’’ and playfully 
protested he was too proud to eat cold 
mutton for dinner when he sat by Miss 
Burney’s side. Posterity, it is true, while 
preserving ‘‘Evelina’’ with great pride, 
has declined to place it by the side 
of ‘‘Tom Jones’’ or ‘‘Clarissa Harlowe,”’ 


‘but if we had our choice between the 


praise of posterity which was Miss Aus- 
ten’s portion, and the praise of contem- 
poraries which was Miss Burney’s lot, I 
doubt not we should be wise enough to 
take our applause off-hand,—‘“‘dashed in 
our faces, sounded in our ears,’’ as John- 
son said of Garrick, and leave the future 
to look after itself.—REPPLIER, AGNES, 
1897, Varia, p. 208. 

The fame of Miss Burney declined pretty 
rapidly after the publication of her third 
novel. This did not appear till fourteen 
years after ‘‘Cecilia’’—namely, in 1796. 
But her publishers, from whom she is said 
to have received a large sum of money for 
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‘*Camilla,’’ on the strength, it is to be 
supposed, of her previous reputation, must 
have burnt their fingers by the venture. It 
failed to hit the public taste—failed as com- 
pletely as Miss Burney’s subsequent mem- 
oirs of her father, and, indeed, as every- 
thing else that she subsequently wrote. 
She seems, in fact, to have been the “‘Miss 
Betty’’ of the literary world; and it is as 
difficult to understand in these days that 
she could ever have been the admiration 
of a lettered coterie, as it must have been 
for the friends of the ‘‘ Young Roscius’ ”’ 
later years to realise in the person of that 
stout, middle-aged, respectable gentleman 
the juvenile prodigy for whom the play- 
going public had for the time deserted all 
the great actors of their day.—TRAILL, 
Henry Durr, 1898, The New Fiction, 


p. 154. 
EVELINA 


1778 


This year was ushered in by a grand and 
most important event! At the latter end 
of January, the literary world was favored 
with the first publication of the ingenious, 
learned, and most profound Fanny Burney! 
. . . This admirable authoress has named 
her most elaborate performance, ‘‘ Evelina ; 
or, a Young Lady’s Entrance into the 
world.’’ Perhaps this may seem a rather 
bold attempt and title for a female whose 
knowledge of the world is very confined, 
and whose inclinations, as well as situa- 
tion, incline her to a private and domestic 
life. All I can urge is, that I have only 
presumed to trace the accidents and ad- 
ventures to which a ‘‘young woman’’ is 
liable; I have not pretended to shew the 
world what it actually 7s, but what it 
appears to a girl of seventeen: and so far 
as that, surely, any girl whois past seven- 
teen may safely do?—BurRNEY, FAnny, 
1778, Early Diary, ed. Ellis, vol. U1, p.2138. 


““Fivelina’’ seems a work that should re- 
sult from long experience, a deep and inti- 
mate knowledge with the world: yet it has 
been written without either. Miss Burney 
isareal wonder. What she is, she is intui- 
tively. Dr. Burney told me she had the 
fewest advantages of any of his daughters, 
from some peculiar circumstances. And 
such has been her timidity, that he him- 
self had not any suspicion of her powers. 

Modesty with her is neither pre- 
tense nor decorum; it is an ingredient 
of her nature ; for she who could part with 
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such a work for twenty pounds, could 
know so little of its worth or of her own, 
as to leave no possible doubt of her 
humility. — JOHNSON, SAMUEL, 1778, On 
Miss Burney’s Evelina. 

The early works of Madame D’Arblay, 
in spite of the lapse of years, in spite of 
the change of manners, in spite of the 
popularity deservedly obtained by some of 
her rivals, continued to hold a high place 
in the public esteem. She lived to be a 
classic. Time set on her fame, before 
she went hence, that seal which is seldom 
set except on the fame of the departed. 
Like Sir Condy Rackrent in the tale, she 
survived her own wake, and overheard 
the judgment of posterity.—MACcAULAY, 
THOMAS BABINGTON, 1843, Madame D’ Ar- 
blay, Edinburgh Review, Critical and Mis- 
cellaneous Essays. 

Now here was a novel which riveted 
Burke and Sir Joshua ; threw Johnson, old, 
sad, and hypochondriac as he was, into 
fits of admiration and laughter; made 
Sheridan dread a rival in the field; and 
extorted honest compliments from Gib- 
bon, in the full flush of his own reputation. 
Its phrases became catchwords among the 
wits and blues; its characters were ac- 
cepted as real types, and their names affixed 
to originals in all sorts of societies. The 
Miss Palmers told Miss Burney, and Miss 
Reynolds confirmed the story, how Sir 
Joshua, who began the book one day when 
he was too much engaged to go on with 
it, wasso much caught that he could think 
of nothing else, and was quite absent all 
the day,not knowing a word that was said 
to him; and when he took it up again, 
found himself so much interested in it, 
that he sat up all night to finish it.—Lxs- 
LIE, CHARLES ROBERT, AND TAYLOR, Tom, 
1865, Life and Times of Sir Joshua Rey- 
nolds, vol. I, p. 204. 

The publication of ‘‘Hvelina,’’ in 1778, 
made a sensation which the merits of the 
work fully justified. ‘“Eivelina’’ 
fully deserved the praise and interest 
which it then obtained and still excites. 
2 This novel presents to the reader 
a variety of social scenes which gives ita 
value possessed by no other work of fiction 
of the eighteenth century. No novelist 
has described so well or so fully the aspect 
of the theatres, of Vauxhall and Ranelagh, 
of Bath in the season, of the ridottos and 
assemblies of the London fashionable 
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world. The shops, the amusements and 
the manners of the middle classes are 
made familiar to Evelina by her associa- 
tion with the Brangtons, and add greatly 
to the breadth of this valuable picture of 
metropolitan Jife. With a feminine at- 
tention to detail, and a quick perception 
of salient characteristics, Miss Burney 
described the world about her so faithfully 
and picturesquely as to deserve the thanks 
of every student of social history. ... 
In the painting of manners Miss Burney 
was eminently successful. But she was 
hardly Jess so in a point in which excel- 
lence could not have been expected in so 
youthfulawriter. The plot of ‘‘Evelina’’ 
is constructed with a skill worthy of a 
veteran. Fielding alone, of the eighteenth 
century novelists, can be said to surpass 
Miss Burney in this respect. . . . In 
regard to her sketches of character, it 
may be objected that Miss Burney lacked 
breadth of treatment, that she dwelt on 
one distinctive characteristic at the ex- 
pense.of the others. But still, Lord Or- 
ville, though somewhat too much of a 
model, and Mrs. Selwyn, though somewhat 
too habitually a wit, are vivid and life-like 
characters. The Brangtons and Sir Clem- 
ent Willougby are nature itself, and the 
girlish nature of Evelina is betrayed in her 
letters with great felicity. —TUCKERMAN, 
BAYARD, 1882, A History of English 
Prose Fiction, pp. 251, 252, 253. 

She had observed the droll and farcical 
side of life with great acumen, and the 
frank laughter which her pages provoked 
was indescribably welcome after the tear- 
inspiring episodes of the Sensibility 
school. It is to be desired that Miss 
Burney had remained the author of one 
book. Her ‘‘Cecilia’’ is only read because 
it is by the creator of ‘‘Evelina,’’ and her 
“‘Camilla’’ is never read at all.—Gossp, 
EDMUND, 1888, A History of LHighteenth 
Century Literature, p. 361. 

Evelina is perhaps rather the principal 
character of a celebrated story than a 
great character herself; yet she has in 
her more of the elements of a great char- 
acter than her timidity would at first lead 
us to suppose. She is, when introduced 
to us, a lovely, but simple and timid girl, 
well brought up in a retired home; and 
her good sense and high principle only 
emerge gradually from a fog of overpower- 
ing shyness. The tale is long, 
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and every incident is most minutely de- 
scribed, but it is well worth reading, and 
if our readers like to ask for it at old 
bookstalls, they may perhaps obtain it for 
amodestsum. The characters are broadly 
drawn; the extremes of fantastic luxury, 
and of coarse vulgarity, meet in one 
picture in a way which seems strange to 
our more educated age, when good manners 
are the rule in all but the lowest class. 
But our Evelina moves among them all, 
simple,right minded, though unwise some- 
times from extreme timidity, but coming 
out safely from many awkward situations 
by the protecting force of her own inner 
purity. That which strikes us most in the 
book is its vivacious style, and the marked 
contrast between a few refined and deli- 
cate-minded women, and the rough prac- 
tical jokes which were apparently not out 
of favour in that day even in the highest 
circles. —MERcIER, Mrs. JEROME, 1893, 
Great Characters of Fiction, ed. Townsend, 
Dp» 3, 11. 

Miss Burney is no less caustic than Miss 
Austen; the Holborn beau, Mr.Smith, with 
his ‘‘fine varnish of low politeness,’’ and 
the two giggling Misses Braughton with 
their innocently gross confidences and 
grosser reticences, are as vulgar as any- 
thing to be found in the pages of her 
greater successor. But she is less de- 
tached and impersonal,—she cannot smile 
as Miss Austen smiles over the rabbit- 
warren of human littlenesses ; at times she 
seems on the point of forgetting that there 
is nothing tragic in offence given to a 
peer’s sense of propriety—so warmly 
does she espouse Hvelina’s grievances. 
Social miseries, in all their intensity and 
variety—some of them, by an odd repeti- 
tion, undergone by herself years later at 
Windsor—surely never had a more enthu- 
siastic recorder. The tortures Evelina 
suffers have the vividness of anightmare; 
they are not exaggerated in representa- 
tion, but they are so completely isolated, 
kept so far from the wash of the larger 
passions and interests of life, that what 
might have been a dull discomfort becomes 
a frightful incubus. —RALEIGH, WALTER, 
1894, The English Novel, p. 258. 

It was the masterly natural freshness 
of the character-drawing, the clear, un- 
encumbered vivacity of the incidents, the 
frankness of the humour,—in a word, 
the originality, the absence of literary 
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artificiality,—that signalized ‘‘Evelina’’ 
asa work of genius,and set everybody talk- 
ing about the new writer. Miss Burney was 
not the first woman novelist, but she was 
the first with a distinct vein of her own 
who wrote with her eyes on the subject, 
and not on any established model of ap- 
proved style.—MInTOo, WILLIAM, 1894, 
The Literature of the Georgian Era, ed. 
Knight, p. 120. 

You should read that story—whatever 
you may do with ‘‘Cecilia’’ and other later 
ones—if only to see how good and cleanly 
a piece of work in the way of society novel 
can come out of those broiling times, 
when ‘‘Humphrey Clinker’’ and ‘‘Tom 
Jones’’ and the prurient and sentimental 
langours of Richardson were on the 
toilette tables of the clever and the honest. 
The book of ‘‘Evelina’’ is, all over, Miss 
Burney; that gives it the rarest and best 
sort of realism. Through all her work 
indeed, we have this over-jubilant and: 
gushing, yet timid and diffident young lady, 
writing her stories—with all her timidities 
and large, unspoken hopes, tumbling and 
twittering in the bosoms of her heroines: 
if my lady has the fidgets, the fidgets come 
into her books; and you can always chase 
back the tremors that smite from time to 
time the fair Evelina, to the kindred tre- 
mors that afflict the clever and sensitive 
daughter of old Dr. Burney.—MrTcHELL, 
DoNALD G., 1895, Hnglish Lands Letters 
and Kings, Queen Anne and the Georges, 


p. 165. 

The novel, as we know, was reported, 
before its author’s name was known, to be 
the work of a girl of seventeen, and per- 
haps some part of its extraordinary vogue 
may have been due to this flattering mis- 
take. But the main element in its success 
must surely, I should think, be sought in 
the fact that it was the first ‘‘novel of 
manners,’’ in the later sense of the word, 
that had ever been offered to the public. 
It was a picture of life in London, life at 
Bath, life at the Bristol Hot Wells, in the 
later eighteenth century—principally, in- 
deed, of modish life, but with just so much 
of aside glance at the gaieties and affecta- 
tions of the middle class as would give it 
additional piquancy to the taste of the 
superiors whom they strove to imitate. 
. . - No tenderness towards this subject 
of a hundred-years-old nine-days’ wonder 
ought to induce a candid critic of to-day 
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to conceal his conviction that ‘‘Evelina’’ 
is a very crude performance.—TRAILL, 
Henry Durr, 1898, The New Fiction, 


. 147, 149. 
ie CECILIA 


1782 


Oh! it beats every other book, even your 
own other volumes, for ‘‘Hvelina’’ was 
ababy to it. . . . Suchanovel! Indeed, 
I am seriously and sensibly touched by it, 
and am proud of her friendship who so 
knows the human heart.—THRALE, HEs- 
TER LyNcuH, 1782, Letter to Fanny Bur- 
ney, Diary and Letters of Fanny Burney. 


I am sure you are acquainted with the 
novel entitled ‘‘Cecilia,’’ much admired 
for its good sense, variety of character, 
delicacy of sentiment, etc., etc. There 
is nothing good, amiable, and agreeable 
mentioned in the book, that is not pos- 
sessed by the author of it, Miss Burney. 
T have now been acquainted with her three 
years: her extreme diffidence of herself, 
notwithstanding her great genius and the 
applause she has met with, adds lustre to 
all her excellences, and all improve on 
acquaintance.—DELANY, Mrs., 1786, Let- 
ter to Mrs. F. Hamilton, July 3; Auto- 
biography and Correspondence, ed. Lady 
Lianover. 


Though the world saw and heard little 
of Madame D’Arblay during the last forty 
years of her life, and though that little 
did not add to her fame, there were thou- 
sands, we believe, who felt a singular 
emotion when they learned that she was no 
longer among us. The news of her death 
carried the minds of men back at one leap, 
clear over two generations, to the time 
when her first literary triumphs were won. 
All those whom we had been accustomed to 
revere as intellectual patriarchs, seemed 
children when compared with her; for 
Burke had sat up all night to read her writ- 
ings,and Johnson had pronounced her supe- 
rior to Fielding when Rogers was still a 
school-boy, and Southey still in petticoats. 
Yet more strange did it seem that we 
should just have lost one whose name had 
been widely celebrated before anybody had 
heard of some illustrious men who, twenty, 
thirty, or forty years ago, were, after a 
long and splendid career, borne with 
honour to the grave. Yet so it was. 
Frances Burney was at the height of fame 
and popularity before Cowper had pub- 
lished his first volume, before Porson had 
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gone up to college, before Pitt had taken 
his seat in the House of Commons, before 
the voice of Erskine had been once heard 
in Westminster Hall. Since the appear- 
ance of her first work, sixty-two years had 
passed ; and this interval had been crowded, 
not only with political, but also with intel- 
lectual revolutions. —MACAULAY, THOMAS 


BABINGTON, 1843, Madame D’Arblay, 
Edinburgh Review, Critical and Miscella- 
neous Hssays. 


She wrote ‘‘Cecilia’’? because the world 
told her it was amused by her, and that 
she could make her fortune by going on 
amusing it. But even in this second book 
there were indications that the natural 
spring was pretty nearly exhausted, while 
a deterioration of style betrayed the fact 
that her mastery of the means of literary 
expression was not sufficient to keep her 
works up to the mark when the vivacity 
of the first spontaneous impulse should be 
spent. —CHRISTIE, MARY ELIZABETH, 1882, 
Miss Burney’s Novels, Contemporary Re- 
view, vol. 42, p. 897. 


CAMILLA 
1796 

How I like ‘‘Camilla?’’ I do not care 
to say how little. Alas! she has reversed 
experience, which I have long thought re- 
verses its own utility by coming at the 
wrong end of our life when we do not want 
it. This author (Miss Burney) knew the 
world and penetrated characters before 
she had stepped over the threshold; and, 
now she has seen so much of it, she has 
little or no insight at all: perhaps she ap- 
prehended having seen too much, and kept 
the bags of foulair that she brought from 
the Caves of Tempests too closely tied. — 
WALPOLE, Horace, 1796, To Miss Hannah 
More, Aug. 29; Letters, ed. Cunningham, 
vol. IX, p. 470. 

Critics have differed about the merits of 
*‘Camilla.’’ A small but by no means ill- 
judging minority prefer it to the author’s 
earlier works. In plot, development of 
character, and natural pathos it seems to us 
not inferior to ‘‘Evelina’’ and ‘‘Cecilia ;’’ 
but the style is less easy and flowing, be- 
traying the first symptoms of that falling 
off which afterwards became so apparent. 
—CROSLAND, Mrs. Newton, 1854, Mem- 
orable Women, p. 158. 

The real talent of the authoress shows 
forth in ‘‘Camilla,’’ the least extolled, but 
certainly the best of her novels. Camilla’s 
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character is charming: impulsive, erring, 
endearing, the old uncle, the spoiled 
Indiana, the deformed sister, the indulgent 
pitying father, are perfect. The story 
is touching and interesting —there are 
points init which one can hardly remember 
without tears; and if we condemn the hard 
and lofty virtue of the hero, we must ad- 
mit that it stands in relief to the infirm 
purpose, and gentle failings of the other 
characters. —THOMSON, KATHERINE(GRACE 
WHARTON), 1862, The Literature of Soci- 
ety, vol. 1, p. 260. 


THE WANDERER 
1814 

Betrayed a terrible contrast to her 
earlier and happier style, and was in every 
way unworthy of her name.—MOoLLoy, 
FITZGERALD, 1889, A Fashionable Author- 
ess of the Last Century, Temple Bar, vol. 
85, p. 207. 


DIARY AND LETTERS 


Our conjectures are now too fully veri- 
fied: the interest is indeed much less than 
we anticipated, but in all the rest—the 
diffuseness—the pomposity—the prolixity 
—the false colouring—the factitious de- 
tails—and, above all, the persona] affecta- 
tion and vanity of the author, this book 
exceeds our worst apprehensions. E 
We really have never met anything more 
curious, nor, if it were not repeated ad 
nauseam, more comical, than the elaborate 
ingenuity with which—as the ancients 
used to say that all roads led to Rome— 
every topic, from whatsoever quarter it 
may start, is ultimately brought home to 
Miss Burney. The result of all 
is that we are conscientiously obliged to 
pronounce these three volumes to be— 


‘considering their bulk and pretensions— 


nearly the most worthless we have ever 
waded through, and that we do not re- 
member in all our experience to have laid 
down an unfinished work with less desire 
for its continuation. That it may not 
mend as it proceeds, we cannot—where 
there is such room for improvement— 
venture to pronounce; and there is thus 
much to be said for it, that it can hardly 
grow worse.—CROKER, JOHN WILSON, 
1842, Madame D’Arblay’s Diary and Let- 
ters, Quarterly Review, vol. 70, pp. 244, 
245, 287. 

This is believed to be the only published, 
perhaps the only existing, record of the 
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life of an English girl, written by herself, 
in a century before that which is now in 
its wane. Such a portrayal of a young 
Englishwoman, and her times, would be 
interesting even if the girl had not been 
(as was this one) a born author, who lived 
among ‘men and women more or less dis- 
tinguished, herself became famous, and 
was admired by the admired, as well as 
praised by the common voice; whose bril- 
liant reputation as a novelist was revived, 
some fifty years ago, by her fresh and still 
greater renown as a chronicler of English 
social and court-life, during many and 
marked years of the long reign of George 
the Third. The novelist and the chronicler 
are shown in these still earlier diaries 
which are now for the first time published, 
as developing from year to year. Sketches 
revealing the future ‘‘character-monger’’ 
alternate here with innocent, tender, and 
generous thoughts, and feelings of affec- 
tion to kinsfolk and friends, more than 
commonly lasting, as well as warm; with 
traits of a disposition very mobile, but 
singularly steady; very lively, but very 
sweet; discreet,and considerate almost to 
moral precocity.—ELLIS, ANNIE RAINE, 
1889, ed., The Harly Diary of Frances 
Burney, Preface, p. v. 

The greater part of this latter work 
(‘Diary and Letters’’) has the charm of 
contemporary narrative written without 
the primary intention of publication, and 
inspired by affection and the certainty of 
meeting with sympathy and interest in the 
intended recipient of their confidences. 
Such writings may be full of egotism and 
trivial detail; but they do not deceive and 
they do not weary. We come to know 
thoroughly, to like or dislike naturally, the 
persons described. We find, as we read, 
that we are getting new insight into the 
characters of men and women famous in 
other ways; and that we are learning some- 
thing new from the sayings and doings of 
men and women who have never been 
famous at all.—SHuUCKBURGH, E. S., 1890, 
Madame D’ Arblay, Macmillan’s Magazine, 
vol. 61, p. 291. 

GENERAL 

She is a quick, lively, and accurate ob- 
server of persons and things; but she al- 
ways looks at them with a consciousness 
of her sex, and in that point of view in 
which it is the particular business and in- 
terest of women to observe them. There is 
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little in her works of passion or character, 
or even manners, in the most extended 
sense of the word, as implying the sum- 
total of our habits and pursuits; her forte 
is in describing the absurdities and affec- 
tations of external behaviour, or the man- 
ners of people in company. . . . Inoneof 
her novels, for example, a lady appears 
regularly every ten pages, to get a lesson 
in music for nothing. She never appears 
for any other purpose; this is all you know 
of her ; and inthis the whole wit and humour 
of the character consists. Meadows is the 
same, who has always the cue of being 
tired, without any otheridea. It has been 
said of Shakspeare, that you may always 
assign his speeches to the proper charac- 
ters; and you may infallibly do the same 
thing with Madame D’Arblay’s, for they 
always say the same thing. The Braugh- 
tons are the best. Mr. Smith is an ex- 
quisite city portrait. ‘‘Evelina’’ is also 
her best novel, because it is the shortest ; 
that is, it has all the liveliness in the 
sketches of character, and smartness of 
comic dialogue and repartee, without the 
tediousness of the story, and endless 
affectation of sentiment which disfigures 
the others. There is little other 
power in Madame D’Arblay’s novels than 
that of immediate observation; her char- 
acters, whether of refinement or vulgarity, 
are equally superficial and confined.— 
Hazuitt, WILLIAM, 1818, Lecture on the 
English Novelists. 


Her works are deficient in original 
vigour of conception, and her characters 
in depth and nature. She has considered 
so anxiously the figured silks and tam- 
boured muslins which flutter about society, 
that she has made the throbbings of the 
hearts which they cover a secondary 
consideration. Fashion passes 
away, and the manners of the great are 
unstable, but natural emotion belongs to 
immortality. CUNNINGHAM, ALLAN, 1838, 
Biographical and. Critical History of the 
Literature of the Last Fifty Years. 

Miss Burney did for the English novel 
what Jeremy Collier did for the English 
drama; and she diditina better way. She 
first showed that a tale might be written 
in which both the fashionable and the 
vulgar life of London might be exhibited 
with great force, and with broad comic 
humour, and which yet should not contain a 
single line inconsistent with rigid morality, 
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or even with virgin delicacy. She took 
away the reproach which lay on a most 
useful and delightful species of composi- 
tion. She vindicated the right of her sex 
to an equal share in a fair and noble prov- 
ince of letters. Several accomplished 
women have followed in her track. At 
present, the novels which we owe to Eng- 
lish ladies form no small part of the liter- 
ary glory of our country. No class of 
works is more honourably distinguished by 
fine observation, by grace, by delicate wit, 
by pure moral feeling. Several among the 
successors of Madame D’Arblay have 
equalled her; two, we think, have sur- 
passed her. But the fact that she has 
been surpassed gives her an additional 
claim to our respect and gratitude; for in 
truth we owe to her, not only Evelina, 
Cecilia, and Camilla, but also Mansfield 
Park and the Absentee.— MACAULAY, 
THOMAS BABINGTON, 18438, Madame D’ Ar- 
blay, Edinburgh Review, Critical and Mis- 
cellaneous Essays. 

Notwithstanding their egotism and pro- 
lixity, certainly these volumes are among 
the most delightful in the language! To 
the mere novel-reader they are charming; 
to the student of literary history and Eng- 
lish manners, invaluable.—ALLIBONE, S. 
AUSTIN, 1854-58, A Critical Dictionary 
of English Literature, vol. 1, p. 475. 

Fanny Burney’s novels were considered 
immensely humorous and diverting in their 
day. Burke complimented her on ‘‘her 
natural vein of humor,”’ and another emi- 
nent critic speaks of ‘‘her sarcasm, drol- 
lery, and humor ;’’ but it would be almost 
impossible to find a passage for quotation 
that would now satisfy on these points. — 
Se KATE, 1885, The Wit of Women, 
p. 82. 

Deriving her inspiration in part from 
Richardson, she heads the roll of those 
female novelists whose works forma con- 
siderable part of English literature. The 
purity of her writings first made the cir- 
culating library respectable. ‘‘We owe 
to her,’’ says Macaulay very justly, ‘‘not 
only ‘Evelina,’ ‘Cecilia,’ and ‘Camilla,’ but 
‘Mansfield Park’ and the:‘ Absentee.’ ??— 
SEELEY, L. B., 1890, ed. Fanny Burney 
and Her Friends, p. 328. 

Unfortunately Miss Burney neither re- 
strained her own early simplicity, nor did 
she adhere to that measured formality 
which she had learnt from Johnson. By 
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whatever aberration of taste, or under 
whatever stress of circumstance—it may 
well be, as Macaulay surmises, by associa- 
tion with the French refugees and her 
subsequent residence in France—she fell 
into a style the most intricate, the most 
laboured, and the most affected that could 
be conceived. Her later novels had no 
qualities that could enable them to take 
their place with ‘‘Evelina’’ and ‘‘Cecilia ;’’ 
but even if their other merits had been 
greater they would have been crushed into 
oblivion under the weight of such a style 
as is seen in the ‘‘Wanderer’’ and in the 
“Memoirs of Dr. Burney.” —CRrAIK, HENRY, 
1895, English Prose, vol. tv, p. 540. 


Fanny Burney is one of the best ex- 
amples of what has been called the origi- 
nality of ignorance. She was positively 
illiterate. Quick observation, 
quick fancy, were her chief gifts. Alittle 
more study of the writings of others, a 
few more ideas, would have stifled her 
genius. Hadshe had a spark of imagina- 
tion with her limited intellect, she would 
probably have been unable to write at all; 
but the absence of any transcendental 
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quality made her fearless and successful 
in paths where more distinguished abilities 
dared not tread.—Davinson, JOHN, 1895, 
Sentences and Paragraphs, p. 42. 


The most difficult figure to fit in to any 
progressive scheme of English fiction is 
Frances Burney, who was actually alive 
with Samuel Richardson and with Mr. 
George Meredith. She wrote seldom, and 
published at long intervals; her best 
novels, founded on a judicious study of 
Marivaux and Rosseau, implanted on a 
strictly British soil, were produced a little 
earlier than the moment we have now 
reached. Yet the ‘‘Wanderer’’ was pub- 
lished simultaneously with ‘‘Waverley.’’ 
She is a social satirist of avery sprightly 
order, whose early “Evelina” and‘ ‘Cecilia’ 
were written with an ease which she after- 
wards unluckily abandoned for an aping of 
the pomposity of her favourite lexicog- 
rapher. Miss Burney was a delightful 
novelist in her youth, but she took no part 
in the progressive development of English 
literature.—Gossr, Epmunpb, 1897, A 
Short History of Modern English Litera- 
ture, p. 294, 


Gerald Griffin 
1803-1840 


Gerald Griffin was born in Limerick, Ireland, December 12, 1803. His family emi- 
grated to United States about 1820, but he remained with an elder brother, who lived 
at Adare. His earliest poems were contributed to the Limerick newspapers. In 
1823, with a manuscript tragedy entitled ‘‘Aguire,’’ he went to London as a literary 
adventurer. But he could get no manager to put the play upon the stage, and with 
another, entitled ‘‘Gisippus,’’ he was no more fortunate. He sustained himself by 
writing for magazines, and soon acquired a brilliant reputation. In 1827 he published 
“Holland Tide,’’ and ‘‘Tales of the Munster Festivals,’’ stories of Irish peasant life; 
and in 1828 ‘‘The Colleen Bawn; or, The Collegians,’’ his best known and most 
powerful novel, which has been dramatised as ‘‘The Colleen Bawn.’’ His subsequent 
publications were ‘‘The Invasion,’’ ‘‘The Rivais,’’ ‘“The Duke of Monmouth,’’ asecond 
series of ‘‘Tales of the Munster Festivals,’ ‘‘Tracey’s Ambition,’’ ‘‘Tales of the Five 
Senses,’’ and ‘‘Tales of the Jury-Room.’”’ In the last mentioned, an Irish jury, to- 
gether with an interloper who had been accidently locked up with them, spent a night 
in telling stories and singing songs by turnsaround. . . . Griffin joined the society 
of the Christian Brothers in 1838, and died in Cork, June 12, 1840. After his death 
his tragedy of ‘‘Gisippus’’ was brought out at Drury Lane Theatre with great success. 
His works, edited with a memoir by his brother, have been published in New York in 
ten volumes, including one volume of poems.—JOHNSON, RossITER, 1875, Little Clas- 
sics, Authors, p. 110. 


PERSONAL a thousand expedients, only to meet disap- 


Until within a short time back I have 
not had, since I left Ireland, a single 
moment’s peace of mind; constantly run- 
ning backwards and forwards, and trying 


pointments everywhere | turned. Roike 
I never will think or talk upon the subject 
again. It was sucha year that I did not 
think it possible I could have outlived, and 
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the very recollection of it puts me into the 
horrors. When I first came to 
London my own self-conceit, backed by the 
opinion of one of the most original geniuses 
of the age, induced me to set about revolu- 
tionising the dramatic taste of the time by 
writing for thestage. Indeed, the design 
was formed and the first step taken (a 
couple of pieces written), in Ireland. I 
cannot with my present experience con- 
ceive anything more comical than my own 
views and measures at that time. A 
young gentleman totally unknown even to 
a single family in London coming into 
town with a few pounds jn one pocket, and 
a brace of tragedies in the other, sup- 
posing that the one willset him up before 
the others are exhausted, is not a very 
novel, but a very laughable delusion. I 
would weary you, or I would carry you 
through a number of curious scenes into 
which it led me.—GRIFFIN, GERALD, 1825, 
Letter to his Mother. 


About-two years after he set off gaily 
for London with ‘‘Gisippus’’ and I know 
not how many other plays in his pocket, 
for his only resource,and his countryman 
John Banim for his only friend. He was 
not yet twenty, poor boy, had hardly left 
his father’s roof, and he set out for Lon- 
don full of spirits and of hope to make 
his fortune by the stage. Now we all 
know what ‘‘Gisippus’’ is—the story of a 
great benefit, a foul ingratitude, suffering 
heaped upon suffering, wrong upon wrong, 
avenged in the last scene by sucha pardon, 
such a reconciliation as would draw tears 
from the stoniest heart that ever sat ina 
theatre. We all know the beauty of 
‘‘Gisippus’’ now; for after the author’s 
death that very play, in Mr. Macready’s 
hands, achieved perhaps one of the purest 
successes of the modern drama. But dur- 
ing Gerald Griffin’s life it produced nothing 
but mortifications innumerable and un- 
speakable. The play and the poet were 
tossed unread and unheard from actor to 
actor, from manager to manager, until hope 
fainted within him, and the theatre was 
abandoned at once and forever.—MITFORD, 
Mary RussELL, 1851, Recollections of a 
Interary Life, p. 457. 

Thus lived and died one whom it would 
be faint praise to call one of the brightest 
and purest ornaments which this century 
has given to English literature. The 
various creations of his fancy will long 
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hold a high place in the hearts of all who 
admire the beautiful and revere the good; 
but the moral of his own life is the noblest 
heritage he has left us. True to the in- 
stincts of his Catholic birth and training, 
he passed through the temptations of sor- 
row, poverty, and vanities of a great city 
for years, preserving his faith unshaken 
and his morals unsullied ; with courage and 
tenacity of purpose, the attributes of true 
heroism, he surmounted obstacle after 
obstacle, which easily have daunted older 
and stronger men, till he reached a proud 
position in the literature of his country; 
and when surrounded by all that is sup- 
posed to make life valuable—personal 
independence, devoted friends, and worldly 
applause—he gently and after mature self- 
examination took off his laurels, laid them 
modestly on the altar of religion, and, 
clothed in the humble garb of a Christian 
Brother, prepared to devote his life to 
unostentatious charity. Even his very 
name, that he once fondly hoped to write 
on the enduring tablets of history, he no 
longer desired to be remembered; for on 
the plain stone that marks his last resting- 
place in the little graveyard on the 
monastery is engraved simply the words, 
BRUTHER JOSEPH. DIED JUNE 12, 1840. 
—McGeez, J. G., 1870, Gerald Griffin, 
The Catholie World, vol. 11, p. 411. 


“Lie lightly on him, earth’’—on the 
dust of one who found the struggle for 
fame so bitter that he resigned it in very 
weariness of heart when victory was well- 
nigh within his grasp. I knew Griffin 
when I was like him—a young man toiling 
hard for afuture. John Banim—who had, 
between sickness, disappointment, and 
poverty, something like the lot of a literary 
martyr to endure himself—was his useful 
adviser and steadfast friend; and at 
Banim’s house I met him more than once. 
He was then a delicate, or, rather, a re- 
fined-looking young man, tall and hand- 
some, but with mournful eyes, and that 
unmistakable something which prognosti- 
cates a sad life and an early death. He 
had come to London at the age of nineteen, 
with some poems in his pocket and an un- 
finished tragedy. For a long time he 
continued to pick up a precarious living 
by literature, struggling with absolute 
poverty, without friends, without pros- 
pects—almost without hope. Sickened by 
numberless disappointments, brought face 
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to face with actual starvation—for it had 
come to that, when a friend once discov- 
ered him, and ascertained that he had been 
three days without food—his pride yet 
held him back from seeking the aid that 
relatives he had left in Limerick would 
certainly have tendered, could he have 
prevailed on himself to make known to 
them his extremity of distress. Banim— 
himself hardly in better circumstances— 
proffered help, and it was rejected. At 
last—too late—‘‘The Collegians’’ and 
‘The Munster Festivals’? found their way 
into print, and to success; then their 
author’s dreary path was lighted up with 
the first dawning of fame. Too late—for, 
though the struggie was at an end, it had 
crushed him. He determined to burn his 
manuscripts and write no more, but with- 
draw himself from the world. Alas! even 
while he was preparing for long years of 
penance and prayer, Death came and re- 
moved him to heaven.—HALL, SAMUEL 
CARTER, 1883, Retrospect of a Long Life, 
p. ALT. 


The success of ‘‘The Collegians’’ led to 
the writing of a number of novels, essays, 
poems, etc., to the pleasantest of social 
associations, and to all those pleasures 
which Griffin as a lad of eighteen facing 
the world had Jonged toenjoy. Just how 
and when the ideaof suddenly renouncing 
them all and entering a religious order 
came to him his biographer has not stated, 
but I may venture to quote the opinion 
given me by Mr. Aubrey De Vere. He 
assured me that the leading idea in Gerald 
Griffin’s mind was that writing fiction was 
injurious to his own standard of thought 
and feeling, and that his higher inspira- 
tion was for a life devoted to charitable 
works. He began to criticise his own 
novels unsparingly, declaring that he 
found in some of them tendencies which 
he disapproved. He was nervous over 
this, anxious for the work even of a mis- 
sionary, but by no means either morbid or 
fantastic in his views, as some of his critics 
have averred. When he decided to join 
the Christian Brotherhood to devote him- 
self to a life of simple usefulness, of 
teaching the poorer classes, and also of 
writing religious works, he was in the 
calmest and serenest frame of mind. The 
call had reached him, and it was not to be 
resisted or denied. One who lived in the 
same order years later told me that those 
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among the Christian Brothers who remem- 
bered him declared that never was a more 
joyous or happy spirit among them. He 
had studied law, theology, and meta- 
physics; he had mingled with the leading 
spirits of the day ; he had talked philosophy 
with the followers of Voltaire and Hume; 
he had listened to every sort of opinion that 
floated through the London he called his 
home, and he had of late years been met 
more than half-way by fame and pecuniary 
success. There was no depression in his 
decision, no sudden phase of feeling that 
there was a tremendous heroism or sacrifice 
in the step he contemplated. It was as 
clearly a necessity to him and the scheme 
of life and salvation he proposed to him- 
self as if it had been a Saul who, listening 
to the voice in the heavens, answered, ‘‘My 
Lord and my God.’’—Linuim, Lucy C., 
1890, The Author of “The Collegians,” 
Lippincott’s Magazine, vol. 45, p. 404. 


One day his brother found the fireplace 
black with the cinders of papers recently 
burned. He had just destroyed the whole 
of his manuscripts, verse and prose alike, 
and answered all inquiries by stating that 
he had devoted the rest of his life to the 
instruction of little peasant boys, as one 
of the ‘‘Christian Brothers”—the humblest 
of all religious communities. He laboured 
assiduously for a few years at Cork; and 
there, some years later, I saw his grave, 
and heard his fellow-labourers declare 
that if Ireland had ever had a saint, Gerald 
Griffin was one.—DEVERE, AUBREY, 1897, 
Recollections, p. 32. 

GENERAL 

Written as it was [‘‘Gisippus’’] in his 
twentieth year, I do not hesitate to call 
it one of the marvels of youthful produc- 
tion in literature. The solid grasp of 
character, the manly depth of thought, 
the beauties as well as defects of the com- 
position (more than I can here enumer- 
ate), wanted only right direction to 
have given to our English drama another 
splendid and enduring name. In little 
London coffee-houses, on little slips of 
paper, this tragedy was written. But he 
could get no hearing for it.—ForstTEr, 
JOHN, 1848-71, The Life and Times of 
Oliver Goldsmith, vol. 1, p. 207, note. 


Griffin was certainly a man of genius; 
a man having a certain inborn apti- 
tude, which is not the result of education 
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and industry. It became active 
in Griffin while he was very young; 
indeed, when Griffin gave up literature, 
he was still young, so that Griffin was 
always a young author; and yet we 
might say that he was always a ripe 
one. From the first, he displayed a 
certain masculine vigor altogether differ- 
ent from the feebleness which sometimes 
characterizes the compositions of young 
writers, who afterwards become remark- 
able fortheirstrength. . . . Hehad 
an inventive and bold imagination: to this 
his power and variety in the creation of 
character bear witness. He had great 
fulness of sensibility and fancy, as we 
observe in the picturesqueness of his style, 
and in his wealth of imagery. He delighted 
in outward nature, and is a fine describer 
of it; but, like Sir Walter Scott, he never 
describes for the sake of description, but 
always in connection with human interest 
and incident. He excels in the pathetic: 
but it is in passion that he has most 
power; strong natural passion, and such 
as it is in those individuals in whom it is 
strongest and most natural, —individuals 
in the middle and lower ranks of life, 
especially in the middle and lower ranks 
of Irish life. . . . His genius, too, was 
of the most refined moral purity, without 
sermonizing or cant; and when we reflect 
that guilt and sin and passion, low charac- 
ters, vulgar life, and broad humor, are so 
constantly the subjects with which it is 
concerned, this purity is no less remark- 
able than it is admirable.—GILEs, HENRY, 
1865, Gerald Griffin, Christian Examiner, 
vol. 78, pp. 357, 358. 

As a poet, Griffin is remarkable for the 
beauty of his delineations of natural scen- 
ery, his elevation of sentiment and purity 
of conception. His lyrics remind us of 
Moore, and are scarcely inferior to some 
of the best of that immortal bard’sin feel- 
ing and choiceness of metaphor ; but being 
somewhat deficient in rhythm, they have 
never found much favor in the drawing or 
concert-room, ‘‘A Place in thy Memory, 
Dearest,’’ ‘‘My Mary of the Curling Hair,’’ 
and one or two others excepted.—McGrn, 
J. G., 1870, The Works of Gerald Griffin, 
The Catholic World, vol. 11, p. 678. 

A poet, on the one hand, who has both 
passion and imagination, he can portray 
some of the most terrible as well as affect- 
ing of human struggles; a humorist on the 
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other, he possesses that rarer quality 
which is both the medium of reality and 
source of insight into character. But for 
the strong religious convictions which tore 
him from the world at the moment his 
brilliant powers were arriving at maturity, 
there is very little doubt he would have be- 
come the national bard of Ireland, and have 
enriched our English literature with some 
of its noblest modern additions. It would 
be hard indeed to limit the possibilities of 
one who could write such a play as 
‘*Gisippus’’ before he had reached the age 
of twenty, and produce, only five years 
afterwards, such a romance as ‘‘The Col- 
legians.”’ The genius of Gerald 
Griffin was eminently dramatic. This was 
shown in the spirit of his stories, so many 
of which were adapted to the stage, and 
in the fact that all his earliest and most 
prized attempts were plays. - More 
a poet than a patriot, more affected by 
what was universal and enduring in his 
countrymen than what was special and 
political under the influence of passing 
systems, whilst feeling deeply the peasant’s 
condition, he was less attracted to his 
sphere than to that of his own order—the 
rural middle class of Ireland, with its com- 
parative culture and tranquility, and which 
had also its romance in its traditions of 
strange events, that had roused at times its 
slumbering passions and lashed a peaceful 
current into momentary surges. Of such 
traditions were the stories of the ‘‘Col- 
legians’’ and the ‘‘Aylmers’’—pathetic 
memories that had long been cherished in 
remote and quiet neighbourhoods, —tenu- 
ous and delicate foundations, but on which 
the concreting touch of genius could build 
—at least in one case—an imperishable 
structure.—BERNARD, BAYLE, 1874, The 
Life of Samuel Lover, pp. 181, 182, 185. 

His novels are of a more sustained merit 
than those of the O’Hara Family, if they 
do not.equal them in detached passages. 
His poetry, with the exception of his 
tragedies, was all occasional, and in its 
fine feeling and frequently admirable 
felicity is evidence of what he might have 
accomplished with more leisure and a 
spirit less perturbed with an incessant and 
painful struggle for existence. — WIL- 
LIAMS, ALFRED M., 1881, The Poets and 
Poetry of Ireland, p. 266. 

“The Collegians’’ established his repu- 
tation. This book is perhaps now more 
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widely known by the popular play of the 
Colleen Bawn, which was founded upon it, 
than by its ownattractions. But the story 
is the Jeast satisfactory part of it, and the 
sketches of life and the character to be 
met with in the book are infinitely more 
worth the reader’s while than the melo- 
dramatic fate of Kily O’Connor, and the 
despair and misery of herlover. Not even 
MissEdgeworth’s account of the successive 
squires of ‘‘Castle Rackrent’’ sets forth 
the wild groups of Irish gentry with so 
trenchant a touch as that with which 
Griffin represents his Cregans and Creaghs 
in their noisy carouses: and his peasants 
of all discriptions are full of humour and 
life—more individual and displaying a 
more intimate knowledge than those of 
Miss Edgeworth.—OLIPHANT, MARGARET 
O. W., 1882, Literary History of England, 
XVIII-XIX Century, vol. 1, p. 226. 


“‘The Collegians’’ has been frequently 
reprinted, and presents the best picture 
existing of Irish peasant life—at once the 
most vivid and the most accurate. Its 
comic parts are the most comic, and its 
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tragic the most tragic, to be found in Irish 
literature. —DEVERE, AUBREY, 1897, Rec- 
ollections, p. 28. 


Had he given to the stage the tragic 
realities of life around him, such as he 
gave to his novels, he might have formed 
a successful national drama. His riper 
mind found fresher paths. It should be 
counted to him that he was the first to 
present several of our folk-customs, tales, 
and ancient legends in English prose. In 
poetry his longer pieces fail in freshness, 
vigour, and local colour ; they are conven- 
tional compositions, carefully worked, 
with pleasing imagery and pensive reflec- 
tions. In his lyrics, however, where his 
native genius is free, he is at his best, im- 
passioned at times (though never passion- 
ate), tender, delicate, yet strong with a cer- 
tain dramatic grasp of his subject. There 
is a curious prudence, somewhat Edge- 
worthian, in certain of his verses, which 
controls passion and may be due to the in- 
fluence of a Quaker lady whose friend he 
was.—SIGERSON, GEORGE, 1900, A Treasury 
of Irish Poetry, eds. Brooke and Rolleston. 


Theodore Edward Hook 
1788-1841 


Born, in London 22 Sept. 1788. Early education at private schools. At Harrow, 
June 1804 to 1810. Wrote opera libretti, farces and melodramas during school days. 
Matric. St. Mary Hall, Oxford, 2 July 1810. Accountant-General and Treasurer at 
Mauritius, Oct. 1818. Deprived of office owing to deficit in treasury, and sent back 
to England, 1818. Imprisoned, 1823-25. Edited ‘‘The Arcadian,’’ 1820; edited 
‘¢John Bull,’’ 1820-41; edited ‘‘New Monthly Mag.,’’ 1887-38. F.S. A., 27 Feb. 
1840. Died, at Fulham, 24 Aug. 1841. Works: ‘‘The Soldier’s Return’’ (anon.), 
1805; ‘‘Catch Him Who Can,’’ 1806; ‘‘The Invisible Girl,’’ 1806; ‘‘Tekeli,’’ 1806; 
“<The Fortress,’’ 1807; ‘‘Siege of St. Quintin,’’ 1807; ‘‘Music Mad,’’ 1808; ‘‘Killing 
No Murder,’’ 1809 ;‘‘Safe and Sound,’’ 1809 ;‘‘The Man of Sorrow,’’ (3 vols.), 1809; 
“The Trial by Jury,’’ 1811; ‘‘Darkness Visible,’? 1811 (2nd edn. same year); 
“Pigeons and Crows,’’ 1819; ‘‘Facts illustrative of the treatment of Napoleon 
Buonaparte in St. Helena’’ (anon.), 1819; ‘‘Exchange No Robbery,’’ (anon.), 1820; 
‘“‘Tentamen’’ (under pseud. of “‘Vicesimus Blenkinsop’’), 1820; ‘‘Peter and Paul,”’’ 
1821; ‘‘Sayings and Doings,’”’ 1st series (3 vols. ; anon.), 1824; 2nd series (3 vols. ; 
anon.), 1825; 3rd series (3 vols.), 1828; ‘‘Reminiscences of Michael Kelly,’’? 1826; 
“Maxwell’’ (anon.), 1830; ‘“‘The Life of Sir David Baird’’ (2 vols.; anon), 1832; 
“The Parson’s Daughter’” (anon.), 1833; ‘‘Love and Pride’’ (anon.), 1833; “Gilbert 
Gurney’’(anon.), 1836; ‘‘Jack Brag’’ (anon. ), 1837; ‘‘Pascal Bruno,’’ 1837; “‘Births, 
Deaths, and Marriages’’ (anon.), 1839; ‘‘Gurney Married,’”’ (anon.), 1839; ‘‘Cousin 
Geoffrey,’ 1840; ‘‘Precept and Practice,’’ 1840. Posthumous: ‘‘Fathers and Sons,”’ 
1842; ‘‘Peregrine Bunce’’ (perhaps spurious) 1842; ‘‘The Widow and the Marquess, ”’ 
1842; “The Ramsbottom Letters,”? 1872; ‘‘The Ramsbottom Papers,’’ [1874]. 
He edited: ‘‘Peter Priggins,’’ 1841; ‘‘The Parish Clerk,’ 1840. Collected Works: 
““Choice Humourous Works’’ [1873]. Life: ‘‘Life and Remains,” by R. H. D. 
Barham, 1877.—Suarp, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, 
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PERSONAL 


We have already expressed our opinion, 
that Theodore Hook’s ability in conversa- 
tion was above what he ever exemplified 
in his writings. We have seen him in 
company with very many of the most 
eminent men of his time; and we never, 
until he was near his end, carried home 
with us the impression that he had been 
surpassed. He was as entirely, as any 
parent of bon-mots that we have known, 
above the suspicion of having premeditated 
his point; and he excelled in a greater 
variety of ways than any of them. No 
definition either of wit or humour could 
have been framed that must not have 
included him; and he often conveyed what 
was at once felt to be the truest wit in 
forms, as we believe, entirely new. He 
could run riot in conundrums—but what 
seemed at first mere jingle, was often 
perceived, a moment after, to contain 
some allusion or insinuation that elevated 
the vehicle. Memory and knack may 
suffice to furnish out an amusing narrator ; 
but the teller of good stories seldom 
amuses long if he cannot also say good 
things. Hook shone equally in both. In 
fact he could not tell any story without 
making it his own by the ever-varying, 
inexhaustible invention of the details and 
the aspects, and above all, by the tact that 
never failed to connect it with the persons, 
the incidents, the topics of the evening. 
—LOCKHART, JOHN GIBSON, 1843, Theo- 
dore Hook, Quarterly Review, vol. 72, 


p. 106. 

Thank you for the paper about Theodore 
Hook. I knewhimand dislikedhim. He 
was very witty and humorous, certainly ; 
but excessively coarse in his talk and gross 
in his manners, and was hardly ever strictly 
sober after dinner.—KEMBLE, FRANCES 
ANN, 1848, Letter, Records of Later Life, 
p. 398. 

Any estimate of the powers of Theodore 
Hook, drawn from his writings alone, must 
be fatally inadequate and erroneous. As 
a novelist he has been not unfrequently 
equalled, and occasionally surpassed, by 
more than one of his compeers; and what- 
ever the eminence to which his published 
works have raised him, it is as nothing 
compared with the position which, by 
virtue of his varied talents, —his brilliant 
and unflagging wit, has been unhesitatingly 
conceded to him in society. But it is 
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precisely in these its higher qualities, that 


his genius cannot be appreciated save by | 


those who knew him. His social 
qualities were only too attractive; he not 
only delighted by his talents, but charmed 
by that easy benevolence in trifles, in 
which true politeness is defined to consist ; 
to men younger and less gifted, his de- 


meanour was gentle and encouraging; to | 


children, those who could sit and listen, 
all eye and ear to his music and his mirth, 
he was remarkably indulgent. Unsur- 
passed as a talker, he was, what perhaps 


is almost equally appreciated, patient as a | 
In person, Theodore | 
Hook was above the middle height, his — 


MStONETS poe. y cou es 


frame was powerful and well-proportioned, 
possessing a breadth and depth of chest, 


which, joined to a constitution naturally | 
of the strongest order, whould have | 
seemed, under ordinary care, to hold | 
His | 
countenance was fine and commanding, his | 


promise of along and healthy life. 


features, when in repose, settling into a 


somewhat stern and heavy expression, but | 
all alive and alight with genius the instant _ 


his lips were opened. His eye was dark, 
large, and full—to the epithet Bodmus he, 
not less justly than the venerable goddess, 
was entitled. His voice was rich, deep, 
and melodious.—BARHAM, R. H. DALTON, 
1848, The Life and Remains of Theodore 
Edward Hook, pp. 2, 250, 251. 


Never, perhaps, was there aman of such 
precocious and versatile talents. ‘‘Asa 
wit, confessed without rival to shine,’’ his 
company was courted, and he was in- 
cessantly flattered by princes, nobles, and 
the most noted in the world of fashion and 
of fame. Asa writer of novels, farces, 
songs, and particularly in improvisation, 
he was, perhaps, unrivalled in the world 
of genius. Having been several times in 
his fascinating company, I can bear wit- 
ness to these qualifications: when in con- 
tact and competition with the famed 
authors of ‘‘The Rejected Addresses,’’ he 
seemed to shine with additional brilliancy. 
Yet this man, this accomplished wit and 
novelist, was imprisoned and degraded for 
disreputable neglect of his duties in a 
public government office, in which he was 
misplaced by political friends.—RExEs, 
THOMAS, 1858, Reminiscences of Literary 
London, p. 108. 


Like many fellows of ‘‘most excellent 
fancy,’’ ‘‘wont to set the table ina roar, ”’ 


Hook—the humorist all mirth and jocular- 
ity abroad—at home was subject to violent 
revulsions of feeling, to gusts of sadness, 
and fits of dejection of spirits, which tem- 
porary excitement, produced by stimu- 
lants, did not much tend to remedy or re- 
move. The results of his disordered and 
embarrassed circumstances became too 
manifest to his private friends in impaired 
energies of mind and body, in his broken 
health, and depressed spirits, and furnished 
a melancholy contrast with the public ex- 
hibition of apparently irrepressible animal 
spirits, that rendered him a welcome guest 
at all tables. MADDEN, R. R., 1855, The 
Literary Life and Correspondence of the 
Countess of Blessington, vol. U1, p. 294. 


Hook has been, by common consent, 
placed at the head of modern wits. .. . 
Theodore could amuse, Theodore could 
astonish, Theodore could beat home any 
where; he had all the impudence, all the 
readiness, all the indifference of a jester, 
and a jester he was. Let any one look at 
his portrait, and he will doubt if this be 
the king’s jester, painted by Holbein, or 
Mr. Theodore Hook, painted by Eddis. The 
short, thick nose, the long upper lip, the 
sensual, whimsical mouth, the twinkling 
eyes, all belong to the regular maker of 
fun. Hook wasa certificated jester, with 
a lenient society to hear and applaud him, 
instead of an irritable tyrant to keep 
him in order: and he filled his post well. 
. . . Theodore Hook stands almost alone 
in this country as an improviser.—THOM- 
SON, KATHERINE AND J. C. (GRACE AND 
Puitie WHARTON), 1860, The Wits and 
Beaux of Society. 

For the rest, it should not be forgotten 
that Theodore Hook was a man warm in 
his friendships; of humane and charitable 
disposition ; and of open-handed, generous 
nature. He was beloved and regretted by 
all who knew him; and possessed to the 
last such charm of grace and manner, 
that, at the Athenzeum, his favourite club, 
it is said that the dinners fell off to the 
extent of £300 per annum when he disap- 
peared from his accustomed corner, near 
the door of the coffee-room.—BATES, 
Wiiuiam, 1874-98, The Maclise Portrait 
Gallery of Illustrious Literary Characters, 
Dp: 200: 

In the art of punning he was without a 
rival, as he was also in the exercise of 
the still less legitimate form of humour 
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contained in hoaxes. It may be 
noted, in passing, as curious that despite 
the unanimity with which his improvising 
powers were spoken of as unique, but few 
of the improvisations have got committed 
to paper.—It seemed as if his talent was 
essentially oral, and refused to give itself 
wholly to a more permanent means of sus- 
taining his reputation.—The exuberance 
of his fun was irrepressible.—Unabating 
spirit and unflagging mirth made him the 
soul and centre of the convivial circle.-— 
Since the days of Sheridan no more bril- 
liant luminary had flashed across the realm 
of fashion.—JERROLD, WALTER, 1894, 
ed., Bon-Mots of Samuel Foote and Theo- 
dore Hook, Introduction, pp. 10, 11. 
GENERAL 

Tickler.—‘‘Confound haste and hurry! 
What else can account for Theodore 
Hook’s position? Who that has read his 
‘Sayings and Doings,’ and, above all, his 
‘Maxwell,’ can doubt that, had he given 
himself time for consideration and cor- 
rection, we should have been hailing him 
ere now, nem. con., as another Smollett, 
if not another Le Sage?’ . . . North.— 
“T agree with you; and I sincerely hope 
this novel-improvisatore will pause ere it 
is too late, and attempt something really 
worthy of his imagination. But, as it is, 
such is the richness of the vis comica 
showered over these careless’ extrava- 
ganzas, that unless he himself throws 
them into the shade by subsequent per- 
formances, I venture to say they have a 
better chance of being remembered a 
hundred years hence than any contempo- 
rary productions of their class—except 
only those of the two great lights of Scot- 
land and Ireland—Jam dudum ad scripta 
Camecenis.’’—WILSON, JOHN, 18381, Noctes 
Ambrosiane, Sept. 

It would not be easy to find another 
artist with ability equal to Hook’s for dis- 
cussing the good and evil, the passions 
and affectations, the fits of generosity and 
settled systems of saving, the self-suf- 
ficiency and the deplorable weakness, the 
light and darkness, the virtue and the 
vice, of this prodigious Babel. The stories 
which he tells might be invented with 
little outlay of fancy, for the best of them 
are far from being consistent; but the 
characters which live and breathe in them 
would make the narratives pleasing though 
they were as crooked as the walls of 
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Troy.—CUNNINGHAM, ALLAN, 1833, Bio- 
graphical and Critical History of the Later- 
ature of the Last Fifty Years. 

His name will be preserved. His politi- 
cal songs and jeux d’esprit, when the hour 
comes for collecting them, will form a 
volume of sterling and lasting attraction; 
and after many clever romances of this 
age shall have sufficiently occupied public 
attention, and sunk, like hundreds of for- 
mer generations, into utter oblivion, there 
are tales in his collection which will be 
read with, we venture to think, even a 
greater interest than they commanded in 
their novelty. We are not blind to his 
defects. The greatest and the most pre- 
vailing blemish is traceable to his early 
habits as a farce-writer: he too often re- 
minds us of that department of the theatre, 
both in the flagrancy of his contrasts in 
character, and the extravagant over- 
charging of particular incidents. He is 
tempted to pile absurdity on absurdity till 
all credibility is destroyed—and if it were 
not for the easy richness of his language, 
ever pregnant with byeplay, the incredulus 
would toss the volume down with odi. 

. . His defects are great ;—but 
Theodore Hook is, we apprehend, the only 
male novelist of this time, except Mr. 
Dickens, who has drawn portraits of con- 
temporary English society destined for 
permanent existence. A selection from 
his too numerous volumes will go down 
with Miss Edgeworth and Miss Austen. 
His best works are not to be compared 
with theirs, either for skilful compactness 
of fable or general elegance of finish. 
His pace was too fast for that. But he is 
never to be confounded for a moment 
either with their clumsier and weaker fol- 
lowers, or with the still more tedious imi- 
tators of their only modern superior.— 
LOCKHART, JOHN GIBSON, 1848, Theodore 
Hook, Quarterly Review, vol. 72, pp. 104, 105. 

Mr. Hook had no sympathies with 
humanity for its own sake, but only as 
developed and modified by aristocratic 
circumstances and fashionable tastes. He 
was devoted to splendid externals. He 
may be said to have had no inner life— 
except that the lofty image of a powdered 
footman, with golden aiguillettes and 
large white calves, walked with a great 
air up and down the silent avenues of his 
soul.—Horng, RICHARD HEnrRY, 1844, ed., 
A New Spirit of the Age, pp. 228, 225. 
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As a dramatic author, his fame was | 
built on a foundation too slight to last; | 
the cleverest of his pieces were written to 
display the powers, or contrast the pecul- 
iarities of particular actors, and with | 
them may be considered to have retired | 
from the stage. But as a novelist, we | 
have ventured to affirm, that his reputa- 
tion stands high and is broadly based; in 
the delineation of modern English life, in 
laying bare the hidden springs of human 
action, effected the one without manner- 
ism, the other without pretension. —Bar- | 
HAM, R. H. DALTON, 1848, The Life and | 
Remains of Theodore Edward Hook, p. 247. 


Doubtless his wit and humour were apt 
to degenerate into buffoonery, his pathos | 
into sentimentality, and his nature into | 
conventionalism ; but his knowledge of city | 
life, in its manners, habits, and language, | 
seemed intuitive, and has been surpassed | 
Many and | 


only by Fielding and Dickens. 
multifarious, however, as are his volumes, 
he has left behind him no great creation, — 


nothing that can be pointed to asa 
triumphant index of the extraordinary | 


powers which he undoubtedly possessed. 


—Morr, D. M., 1851-52, Sketches of the 
Poetical Literature of the Past Half- | 


Century. 


I see the merit of the novels of Theodore | 


Hook, whom [I held in greater abhorrence 
than even Croker, stuffed as those novels 
are with scurrility against my political 
friends.— MACAULAY, THOMAS BABING- 
TON, 1858, Journal; Life and Letters, ed. 
Trevelyan, vol. i, p. 297. 

As a novelist he has fallen into unde- 
served oblivion. 


Dickens’s most successful works. Indeed, 
there is a great similarity between the 


two humourists, the same tendency to | 


eyaggeration and caricature. 


“Tn casting 
our eyes over the volumes, 


”” says Barham, 


“‘we are at a loss to point out a single | 


character of importance that has not its 


prototype, or an incident—the most in- — 


The best of his novels | 
are scarcely inferior in comic power to | 


credible, the most true—that is not in — 


some measure founded upon facts.’’ Some 
of the best known persons of the day, so 


little disguised as to be easily recognisa- — 


ble, were introduced in his novels. He 
himself and Sam Beazley, architect and 
dramatist, divided Gilbert Gurney and Daly 
between them; Hull was the noted Tom 
Hill, before mentioned as the original of 
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Poole’s ‘‘Paul Pry;’’ Godfrey Moss in 
“Maxwell,’’ the Rev. Edward Canon, the 
King’s Chaplain, &c. Nor was the vis 
comica his only excellence. There is a 
power in ‘‘Maxwell’’ and ‘‘Cousin Wil- 
liam’’ not inferior to the best sensation 
novelist of the day. Yet all his works 
were composed hurriedly, under high pres- 
sure; the plots are badly constructed, and 
the whole requires finish. But his powers 
of observation, his profound knowledge of 
human nature, his fun, the excellence of 
his detached scenes must ever place him 
in a high rank among novelists; and a 
perusal of his bygone books, were it only 
for the striking pictures they give of by- 
gone men and manners, would still prove 
more profitable and amusing than that of 
three-fourths of those which have no other 
claim to attention than their being new. 
—BAKER, H. Barton, 1877, Theodore 
Hook, Belgravia, vol. 34, p. 209. 


Hook’s novels are not of much higher 
class than his journalism. They abound 
in caricature, not even the caricature 
of invention, but that of actual por- 
traiture, all his broadest sketches be- 
ing easily identified by those who knew 
him, and by society in general. They 
were clever enough to be largely read at 
the time, but nothing can be more entirely 
dead than these galvanically vivacious 
productions are now, nor is there enough 
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even of contemporary life in them to make 
it worth while to recall them to the 
reader.—OLIPHANT, MARGARET OQ. W., 
1882, Literary History of England, X VILII- 
XIX Century, vol. m1, p. 159. 

His unflagging literary industry in the 
midst of so many hindrances and tempta- 
tions is highly to his credit. Though he 
sold his pen, he did not prostitute it; the 
side in support of which his wit and 
scurrility were inlisted was really his own. 
His natural powers were extraordinary. 
“‘He is,’’ said Coleridge, ‘‘as true a genius 
as Dante.’’ With regular education and 
mental discipline he might have done great 
things; his actual reputation is that of a 
great master in a low style of humour, and 
the most brilliant improvisatore, whether 
with the pen or at the piano, that his 
country has seen.—GARNETT, RICHARD, 
1891, Dictionary of National Biography, 
vol. XXVU, p. 276. 

In ‘‘Gilbert Gurney’’ Hook has painted 
his own portrait, under the name of Daly. 
“‘Fun is to me what ale was to Boniface,’’ 
says Daly of himself. ‘‘I sleep upon fun— 
I drink for fun—I talk for fun—I live for 
fun.’’ The practical jokes which that 
gentleman delights in are in effect the 
jests which Hook had perpetrated in real 
life.—WaALsH, W. S., 1893, The Practical 
Jester, Inppincott’s Magazine, vol. 51, 
p. 760. 


Joseph Blanco White 
1775-1841 


Joseph Blanco White was born in Seville, Spain, July 11, 1775. He was educated 
for the priesthood, and was ordained in 1799. But he left the communion of the 
Roman Church a few years later, and in 1810 went to England, where he united with 
the Anglican Church. In London he edited with great ability a monthly entitled HI 
Espanol, which was discontinued at the close of the Peninsular war in 1814, and there- 
after White enjoyed a government pension of £250. He edited Las Variedades, a 
Spanish quarterly, in 1822-25, and the ‘‘London Review”’ in 1829. His publications 
in book form were: ‘‘Letters from Spain,’’ 1822; ‘‘Practical and Internal Evidence 
against Catholicism,’’ 1825; ‘‘The Poor Man’s Preservative against Popery,’’ 1825; 
and ‘‘Second Travels of an Irish Gentleman in Search of a Religion,’’ as an answer to 
Moore’s, 1833. He removed to Liverpool in 1839, and died there May 20, 1841. His 
autobiography, with selections from his correspondence, edited by J. H. Thom, 
appeared in 1845.—JouHNSON, RossiTER, 1875, Little Classics, Authors, p. 243. 


PERSONAL foreign accent.—MILMAN, HENRY Hart, 


He is remarkably intelligent, and his 
conversation peculiarly prepossessing. He 
expresses himself with force and fluency 
such as one rarely hears from a native 
Englishman, with the slightest tinge of 


1826, A Biographical Sketch by his son, 
Arthur Milman, p. 106. 

The full value of this Autobiography 
for those who will study it as the religious 
history of an individual man, endowed 
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with the noblest qualities of Intellect and 
Heart, but placed in circumstances the 
most fitted to suppress and limit the 
natural character. Of the countless thou- 
sands similarly situated, how few have 
burst their original chains, or, if they 
have seen light, have come forth out of 
their circumstances to announce the truth 
of their souls! The history of one who 
stands out, and by individual veracity at- 
tracts the notice of mankind, should, and 
on grounds altogether apart from religious 
dogmas or doubtful controversies, be as 
precious to the world as Martyr’s blood. 
So little, indeed, did some of his 
former friends who had stereotyped their 
minds, understand his true nature, that 
they commonly described him as a man 
intellectually unsteady, fickle, and apt to 
change. It was a libel. Every page of 
these ‘‘Memoirs’’ will disprove it, and 
show that his affections would have made 
him a Conservative in every thing, —that 
Honesty, not speculativeness, enforced each 
change,—that he never stepped off any 
old ground of Faith, until he could no 
longer stand upon it without moral culpa- 
bility, and that he never moved away from 
old friendships at all.—Tuom, JoHN Ham- 
ILTON, 1845, ed., The Life of the Rev. 
Joseph Blanco White, written by Himself, 
Introduction, vol. 1, pp. ix, x. 


Such a life as Mr. Blanco White’s is, in 
a minor way, a blow struck at Christianity, 
and a blow which will not be unfelt, per- 
haps, in some quarters. Christianity has 
had many blows struck at it in the course 
of its earthly career, and more than one 
in this country within the last century. 
Hume’s argument against miracles was a 
blow; Gibbon’s Roman History was a blow. 
Christianity simply received them, allowed 
them to tell and have influence upon this 
or that portion of society, and went on its 
way. A feebler blow in the same direction 
is Mr. Blanco White’s autobiography. 
His mind isa deep, narrow well, out of 
which infidelity springs up with wonderful 
genuineness and life. The infidel objection 
he raises has a clearness and transparency 
which can result only from the reality of 
the thought in his mind. It is surprising 
to see the old objection which Butler’s 
“‘Analogy’’ has long ago dealt with, and 
which one thought had now had its day, 
springing up again with the freshness of 
life,and with as seemingly clearasensation 
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of its unanswerableness as if the foun- 

tain-head of truth itself were speaking. 

In this light the present autobiography is | 

not an unimportant book.—Moz.ey, J. 

B., 1845, Essays Historical and Theolog- 

tcal, vol. I, p. 71. | 

Couldst thou in calmness yield thy mortal || 
breath, 

Without the Christian’s sure and certain 
hope? 

Didst thou to earth confine our being’s scope, 

Yet, fixed on One Supreme with fervent 
faith, 

Prompt to obey what conscience witnesseth, 

As one intent to fly the eternal wrath, 

Decline the ways of sin that downward slope! 

O thou light-searching spirit, that dist grope | 

In such bleak shadows here, ’twixt life and || 
death, 

To thee dare I bear witness, though in ruth— 

Brave witness like thine own—dare hope and 
pray 

That thou, set free from this imprisoning 
clay, 

Now clad in raiment of perpetual youth, 

Mayst find that bliss untold ’mid endless day 

Awaits each earnest soul that lives for Truth, 

—COLERIDGE, SARA, 1845, Blanco White. 


We cannot then entertain the smallest 
confidence that, if he had been permitted 
a few more years of mental activity, he 
would not have crushed into dust the 
fragments of belief, which at the period 
of his death had not yet been decomposed. 
In that case, the warning which he has 
left behind him, written by the dispensa- 
tion of Providence for our learning, would 
have been even more forcible, but the pic- 
ture itself would have been in proportion 
more grievous. And truly, as:it is, it has 
abundant power both to convey instruction 
and to excite pity. As to the last, what 
can be more deeply moving than to see 
one who was endowed from birth upwards 
with more than an ordinary share of the 
best worldly goods, and dedicated to the 
immediate service of God, after he has once 
fallen into atheism and has been recovered 
from it, again loosened from his hold, 
tossed about by every wind of doctrine, 
pursuing in turna series of idle phantoms, 
each more shadowy than that which it suc- 
ceeds, and terminating his course in a 
spiritual solitude and darkness absolutely 
unrelieved but for one single star, and 
that too of flickering and waning light? 
And all this under the dismal delusion 
that he has been a discoverer of truth— 
that he has been elected from among men 
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to this nakedness and destitution—that 
with the multitude of his accumulating 
errors he has acquired a weight of au- 
thority, increasing: in proportion to ‘the 
years which he has consumed in weaving 
the meshes that entangle him.—GuLap- 
STONE, WILLIAM Ewart, 1845, Life of 
Mr. Blanco White, Quarterly Review, vol. 
76, p. 200. 

I cannot remember who it was that in- 
troduced me to Mr. White, or more cor- 
rectly to M. Blanco, he having adopted 
the name of ‘‘White,’’ which is merely 
the transition of his Spanish name 
Blanco, but I remember that I called upon 
him for some purpose, the object of which 
Ihave forgotten. He resided in lodgings 
at Chelsea. I found him pale, almost 
sickly-looking, dressed in black, with much 
of the character of a Roman Catholic 
priest. He spoke English well, telling 
me he had persevered in thinking in that 
language in place of his own Spanish tongue 
for the space of several years. There 
was a character of unhappiness, if not 
querulousness, depicted in his countenance, 
and he had much of the peculiar bearing 
which is characteristic of his country- 
men,—that gravity which we attach un- 
consciously to the hero of Cervantes’s 
immortal satire. I may be mistaken, 
but, if I recollect aright, he said his 
mother was an Englishwoman.—REDDING, 
Cyrus, 1867, Personal Reminiscences of 
Eminent Men, vol. u1, p. 178. 

Every Oriel man of that day may look 
back with regret at the little use made of 
what was really the very interesting 
episode of Blanco White’s connection and 
residence. . . . Hewasreally incap- 


able of rest and composure, for his head 


and heart alike were ina continual flutter 
and turmoil, and his memory was heavily 
charged with painful sores. He had 
probably never enjoyed a day’s thorough 
rest, or a night’s uninterrupted sleep, in 
his life. A small bottle of cayenne pep- 
per, of exceptional pungency, the gift of 
some city friend, was his inseparable 
companion at dinners, and without it his 
digestion was powerless even for the 
plainest food. . . . Hewasthe most 
sensitive of men, and, as is often the case 
with such men he seemed doomed to small 
annoyances. . . . Nothing could ex- 
ceed Blanco White’s kindness to those 
who would receive favors from him, seek 
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information, and show that they valued 
his opinion. He might have been happy 
in a world of such cases as long as the il- 
lusion lasted or the performances could 
be kept up.—Moz.ey, T., 1882, Remin- 
ascences Chiefly of Oriel College and the 
Oxford Movement, vol. 1, pp. 58, 59, 60. 
GENERAL 

The finest and most grandly conceived 
Sonnet [‘‘Night and Death’’] in our Lan- 
guage, —(at least, it is only in Milton’s and 
in Wordsworth’s Sonnets that I recollect 
any rival).—CoLERIDGE, SAMUEL TAy- 
LOR, 1827, To Joseph Blanco White, Nov. 
28; Life, ed. Thom, vol. 1, p. 439. 

Poor Blanco White’s book has at length 
appeared: that is, his first book. I sup- 
pose after his death there will be a 
second. Itisas bad ascan be. He evi- 
dently wishes to be attacked. I hope as 
far as possible he will be let alone; it will 
do him most good. He is not contented 
till he is talked about, and he has a mor- 
bid pleasure in being abused.—NEWMAN, 
JOHN HENRY, 1835, To his Sister Jemima, 
Aug. 9; Letters and Correspondence, ed. 
Mozley, vol. u, p. 122. 

We do not say that Blanco White’s is 
not a deep mind—far from it; but a 
literary and a dilettante mind may easily 
be adeep one. There are different kinds 
of depth—of real depth. Blanco White has 
one kind, not the most solid. His mind is 
a penetrating, but not a largé one. He 
perforates, but he does not spread; he 
grasps particular ideas very tight, but 
does not take in a field of balance and 
comparison. He dips under, and comes 
up again; he disappears, and comes up 
instantly in the same place; he brings up 
something solid with him from the meta- 
physical bottom, but he has not stayed 
there long enough to see its large and 
awful extent. He is content with seeing 
very clearly and pointedly what he does 
see, and does not feel the enlarging swell 
and movement of the inner mind, which 
suspects narrowness, and wants to have 
as many ideas under its eye at a time as 
possible-—to think as many things at once 
as possible. We mention it more as a 
philosophical than a moral fault in him, 
that he is far too satisfied with the mere 
clearness of an intellectual view, and 
luxuriates in metaphysical point and local 
accuracy.—Moz.ey, J. B., 1845, Essays 
Historical and Theological, vol. 1, p. 69. 
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The ‘Observations on Heresy and Or- 
thodoxy’”’ contain many just, instructive, 
and profound suggestions, and show that 
the author’s mind, in regard to the sub- 
jects here treated of, has been continually 
advancing. But, we regret to say, it is 
less likely to be generally read, or gener- 
ally popular even among those by whom it 
is read, than either of his preceding 
works; partly from the nature of the 
topics, and partly also from an apparent 
want of a close and logical connexion 
in the train of ideas, and of a clear 
and distinct apprehension of the leading 
and fundamental idea to be enforced.— 
WALKER, J., 1836, Blanco White’s Life and 
Writings, Christian Examiner, vol. 20, 
p. 183. 

Blanco White—half English, half Span- 
ish by descent—was one of the most strik- 
ing cases I have known of ‘‘that painful 
thinking which corrodes the clay.’? He 
lived in an atmosphere of doubts and 
gloomy thoughts, all directed to religious 
questions and the destinies of man. His 
writings and the acts of his life show, what 
his countenance and conversation well 
depictured, the unceasing and painful 
restlessness of his mind on these topics. 
He sent for me frequently ; but the inborn 
temperament of the man was too strong to 
allow of remedy, and any relief I could 
give was speedily lost in the chaos of 
changeful thoughts and speculations, which 
haunted him to the hour of his death. 
The persistent kindness of Archbishop 
Whately to Blanco White, in spite of some 
obloquy incurred thereby, was one of the 
many traits which do honour to the memory 
of that excellent but eccentric prelate.— 
HOLLAND, Sik HENRY, 1871, Recollections 
of Past Life, p. 255. 

Blanco White would make an interesting 
study by himself, with all his spiritual 
vicissitudes and pathetic ways. = 
Influenced in some degree he must have 
been, for he was the most sensitive and 
radiating of mortals, either giving or re- 
ceiving light every day of his life. But 
curious and touching as he is in himself, 
I have failed to trace any definite impulse 
communicated by him to the Oriel School, 
or even to the religious thought of his 
time. Like many other men who have 
been trained in close systems of thought, 
when the spirit of doubt was awakened in 
him, he merely fell out of one system into 
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another—Romanism, Atheism, Anglican- | | 
ism, Unitarianism. He had little concep- | 


tion of true inquiry, or cf the patience of 
thought which works through all layers 
of systems to the core of truth beneath. 
—TuLLocH, JoHN, 1885, Movements of 
Religious Thought in Britain During the 
Nineteenth Century, p. 33. 


Blanco White owes‘an enduring fame to |) 


a single sonnet—but this sonnet is one of 
the noblest in any language. There is 
quite a “‘Blanco White’’ literature con- 
cerning the famous fourteen lines headed 
“Night and Death.”’ Itis strange that 
the man who wrote this should do nothing 
else of any importance, and its composition 


must either have been a magnificent acci- 
dent or the outcome of a not very power- 
ful poetic impulse coming unexpectedly 
and ina moment to white heat, and therein 
exhausting itself for ever.—SHARP, WIL- 
LIAM, 1886, Sonnets of this Century, p. 323. 

Of Blanco White’s positive influence, 
it is not too much to say that he is the 
real founder of the modern Latitudinarian 
school in the English Church . . 
Blanco White’s was a much more power- 
ful mind than Whately’s. . . . Itis 
within the truth to say that but for Blanco 
White’s visit to Oxford, Hampden’s 
Bampton Lectures could never have been 
written.—Lippon, HENRY Parry, 1893, 
Infe of Edward Bouverie Pusey, ed. John- 
ston and Wilson, vol. 1, pp. 360, 361. 


Eccentricities of inspiration, which 
sometimes result in productions that may 
almost be called fortuitous, occur in 
poetry as in other departments of art; and 
single poems, like single speeches and 
single pictures, sometimes baffle all ac- 
counting for. Of such the famous sonnet 
“To Night.”’ is perhaps the 
most striking example. . He wrote 
little verse, and, with the exception of the 
sonnet on Night and Death, none that 
calls for remark. This sonnet Coleridge 
characterized as ‘‘the finest and most 
greatly conceived sonnet in our language ;” 
and Leigh Hunt declared that for thought 
it ‘‘stands supreme perhaps above all in 
any language, nor can we ponder it too 
deeply or with too hopeful a reverence.’’ 
As Mr. Sharp pointed out . quite a 
Blanco-White literature has grown up 
around this sonnet.—MILES, ALFRED H., 
1897, The Poets and the Poetry of the Cen- 
tury, Sacred, Moral and Religious Verse. 
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James Abraham Hillhouse 
1789-1841 


James Abraham Hillhouse, a native of Sachem’s Head, near New Haven (1789- 
1841), graduated at Yale College in 1808, and spent many of his early years in New 
York, engaged in mercantile pursuits. On his return from a visit to Europe he mar- 
ried and retired to Sachem’s Head, where he devoted himself to literature rather as 
an amusement than an occupation. His first poem, entitled ‘‘The Judgment,’’ ap- 
peared in New York in 1812. ‘‘Percy’s Masque,’’ the successful attempt of one of 
the Percys to recover his ancestral home of Alnwick Castle, was issued in London in 
1820, and reissued in New York the same year. In 1824 Hillhouse published the 
sacred drama of ‘‘Hadad,’’ and in 1839 a complete edition in two volumes of his 
poetical writings. He was also the author of numerous addresses and discourses 
delivered on various occasions.—WILSON, JAMES GRANT, 1885, Bryant and His 


Friends, p. 3887. 
PERSONAL 

Literary celebrity was purchased in 
those Arcadian days at a much lower price 
than is at present set upon the article.- I 
do not remember much about Mr. Hill- 
house’s poem, called ‘‘Hadad,’’ yet I shall 
venture to doubt whether it would make 
an author conspicuous if published to-day. 
Nevertheless, Mr. Hillhouse, the distin- 
guished American poet, was pointed out 
as among the largest lions of the evening. 
[June 17, 1825] Mr. Hillhouse 
was a man of great gentleness and refine- 
ment, and Iafterward enjoyed his society 
as a visitor in our family circle. —QUINCY, 
JOSIAH, 1883, Figures of the Past from the 
Leaves of Old Journals, p. 140. 


: GENERAL 

We are glad to meet with so respect- 
able a production in this department of 
literature from the pen of a native writer ; 
indeed, we are pleased to light upon any 
modern tragedy in the English language 
so well worthy of notice. There 
is no powerful development of character, 
but the characters are consistent and well 
sustained. We think that the 
author of ‘‘Percy’s Masque’’ is to be con- 
gratulated on having escaped so well the 
florid and declamatory manner, with so 
many celebrated and seducing examples 
before him. We hope, however, that, 
should he continue to cultivate this de- 
partment of the drama, he will be led to 
study a style still more idiomatic and easy, 
and, particularly (for here he has sinned 
most) with fewer capricious departures 
from the natural construction.—BRYANT, 
WILLIAM CULLEN, 1820, North American 
Review, vol. 11, pp. 384, 392, 393. 

In short, such is the approach to ex- 
cellence, both in the conception and 


execution of this little poem, that I confess 
myself more than commonly gratified in 
the opportunity of doing what lies in my 
power towards making it further known 
on this side the Atlantic; especially as 
the praise to which it is so justly en- 
titled may, in all probability, lead its 
author to other and more extended efforts. 
—DRAKE, NATHAN, 1822, Evenings in 
Autumn, vol. I. 

He observes all the proprieties of place, 
time,and character. In persuing ‘‘Hadad,” 
we were struck with his constant adherence 
to historical and geographical truth, and 
his continual illusions to the customs, 
manners, events, and superstitions of the 
people among whom he had laid his scene. 
His dramatis persone are not merely a 
list of Jewish names, but they are Jews, 
clad in Jewish costume, living in Jewish 
houses, expressing Jewish opinions, and 
talking, as far as possible, a Jewish lan- 
guage. The people are the descendants 
of Abraham,and the country is Palestine. 
‘ Mr. Hillhouse’s ‘‘Hadad’’ is an 
ornament and bright addition to the lit- 
erature of our country. We can send it 
abroad without a blush or an apology ; not 
as being of the highest order of excellence, 
but as a sample of Amercian poetry, full 
of beauty, dignity and interest.—GREEN- 
woop, F. W. P., 1826, Hillhouse’s Hadad, 
North American Review, vol. 22, pp.25, 27. 

Hillhouse, whose music, like his themes, 

Lifts earth to heaven; whose poet-dreams 

Are pure and holy as the hymn 

Echoed from harp of seraphim, 

By bards that drank at Zion’s fountain, 

When glory, peace, and hope was hers, 

And beautiful upon her mountain 

The feet of angel messengers. 
— HALLECK, Fitz-GREENE, 1828, The 
Recorder. 
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Besides the high finish of Mr. Hillhouse’s 
writings, we find another peculiarity in 
them, as compared with most others which 
come in our way. While there are no 
oddities in his style it has, in the best 
sense, aright to be called original. 5 
Our impressions, derived from the reading 
of ‘‘Percy’s Masque’’ and ‘‘Hadad’’ on 
their first appearance, were in favor of 
the former, as the superior poem. We 
now are of a different mind; nor are we 
induced to change it simply by the im- 
portant improvements which ‘‘Hadad’’ 
has undergone, in the course of revision. 
The two works are, perhaps, equally grace- 
ful, but ‘‘Hadad’’ now strikes us as a 
composition of decidedly more power. Its 
fable, also, is more faultless, at the same 
time that itis much more bold. . . 
This beautiful poem is certainly not the 
less effective on account of the perfect 
simplicity of its plot; nor, on the other 
hand, has any of the ample time, which 
has been given to a minute finish of the 
details, been lost. It is a story of love 
crossed by jealousy, and is wrought up 
to that painful degree of interest, which 
is only within the power of genius and 
study united.—PALFREY, JOHN G., 1840, 
Hillhouse’s Poems and Discourses, North 
American Review, vol. 50, pp. 232, 239, 243, 


As a mere work of art, ‘‘Percy’s 
Masque’’ is one of the most faultless in 
the language. If subjected to scrutiny, it 
will bear the strictest criticism by which 
compositions of this kind can be tried. 
We cannot detect the violation of a single 
rule which should be observed in the con- 
struction of a tragedy. When, therefore, 
it was republished in this country, it at 
once gave its author an elevated rank as 
a dramatic poet. . ‘‘Hadad’’ was 
written in 1824, and printed in the fol- 
lowing year. This has generally been 
esteemed Hillhouse’s masterpiece. Asa 
sacred drama, it is probably unsurpassed. 
The scene is in Judea, in the days of David; 
and as the agency of evil spirits is in- 
troduced, as opportunity is afforded to 
bring forward passages of strange sub- 
limity and wildness. For a work like 
this, Hillhouse was peculiarly qualified. A 
most intimate acquaintance with the 
Scriptures enabled him to introduce each 
minute detail in perfect keeping with 
historical truth, while from the same study 
he seems also to have imbibed the lofty 
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thoughts, and the majestic style of the | 
ancient Hebrew prophets. . . Asa | 
poet, he possessed qualities seldom found 
united: a masculine strength of mind, and 
amost delicate perception of the beautiful. 
With an imagination of the loftiest order— 
with ‘‘the vision and the faculty divine’ 
in its fullest exercise, the wanderings of 
his fancy were chastened and‘ controlled 
by exquisite taste. The grand character- 
istic of his writings is their classical 
beauty. Every passage is polished to the 
utmost, yet there is no exuberance, no 
sacrifice to false and meretricious taste. 
He threw aside the gaudy and affected 
brilliancy with which too many set forth 
their poems, and left his to stand, like the 
doric column, charming by its simplicity. 
Writing not for present popularity, or to 
catch the senseless applause of the multi- 
tude, he was willing to commit his works— 
as Lord Bacon did his memory—‘‘to the 
next ages.’?— GRISWOLD, RuFus W., 
1842-46, The Poets and Poetry of Amer- 
ica, pp. 81, 82. 

“‘Percy’s Masque,’”’ while it claims an 
humbler character than that of ‘‘The 
Judgment,’’ and ‘‘Hadad,’’ for boldness 
of conception, and vigor of thought, is a 
poem of exceeding merit, and, if we mis- 
take not, is the most beautiful of our 
author’s productions. —EVEREST, CHARLES 
W., 1843, The Poets of Connecticut, p. 170. 

“*Percy’s Masque’’ reproduces the 
features of an era more impressed with 
knightly character than any in the annals 
of England. Hillhouse moves in that at- 
mosphere quite as gracefully as among the 
solemn and venerable traditions of the 
Hebrew faith. -His dramatic and other 
piecesare the first instances in this country 
of artistic skill in the higher and more 
elaborate spheres of poetic writing.— 
TUCKERMAN, HENRY T., 1852, A Sketch 
of American Literature. 

The prevalent character of the writings 
of Hillhouse is a certain spirit of elegance, 
which characterizes both his prose and 
poetry, and which is allied to the higher 
themes of passion and imagination. He 
felt deeply and expressed his emotions 
naturally in the dramatic form. His con- 
ceptions were submitted to a laborious 
preparation, and took an artistical shape. 
Of his three dramatic productions, ‘‘De- 
metria,’’ an Italian tragedy, is a passion- 
ate story of perplexed love, jealousy, and 
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intrigue; ‘‘Hadad’”’ is a highly wrought 
dramatic poem, employing the agency of 
the supernatural; and ‘‘Percy’s Masque, ”’ 
suggested by an English ballad, Bishop 
Percy’s ‘‘Hermit of Warkworth,”’ an his- 
torical romance, of much interest in the 
narrative, the plot being highly effective, 


_at the expense somewhat of character, 


while the dialogue is filled with choice de- 
scriptions of the natural scenery in which 
the piece is cast, and tender sentiment of 
the lovers. That, however, which gained 
the author most repute with his contem- 
poraries, and is the highest proof of his 
powers, is the two-fold characterization 
of ‘‘Hadad’’ and ‘‘Tamar;’’ the super- 
natural fallen angel appearing as the sen- 
sual heathen lover, and the Jewish maiden. 
The dialogue in which these personages 
are displayed, abounds with rare poetical 
beauties; with lines and imagery worthy 
of the old Elizabethan drama. The de- 
scription, in the conversation between 
Nathan and Tamar, of the associations of 
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Hadad, who is ‘‘of the blood royal of 
Damascus,’’ is in a rich imaginative vein. 
—DUYCKINCK, EVERT A. AND GEORGE L., 
1855-65-75, Cyclopedia of American Lit- 
erature, ed. Simons, vol. 1, p. 817. 

Excelled in what may be called the 
written drama, which, though unsuited to 
representation, is characterized by noble 
sentiment andimagery. His dramatic and 
other poems are the first instances in this 
country of artistic skill in the higher and 
more elaborate spheres of poetic writing, 
and have gained for him a permanent place 
among the American poets.—BoTTA, ANNE 
C. Lyncu, 1860, Hand-Book of Universal 
Literature, p. 524. 

Hillhouse’s poetry, although at one time 
ranked very high by critics, is now but 
little read by the public.—Hart, JoHN 
S., 1872, A Manual of American Litera- 
ture, p. 106. 

The well balanced stanzas of James A. 
Hillhouse. — NicHoL, JOHN, 1880-85, 
American Interature, p. 251. 


William Ellery Channing 
1780-1842 

William Ellery Channing, preacher and writer, was born 7th April 1780 at New- 
port, Rhode Island. He graduated at Harvard in 1798, and in 1803 was ordained 
minister of a Congregational church in Boston, where his sermons were famous for 
their ‘‘fervour, solemnity, and beauty.’? He was somewhat of a mystic, held Christ 
to be more than man, but was ultimately the leader of the Unitarians. In 1821 he 
received the title of D. D. from Harvard University, and next year he visited Europe, 
and made the acquaintance of Wordsworth and Coleridge. Among his Works (6 vols. 
1841-46) were his ‘‘Essay on National Literature,’’ ‘‘Remarks on Milton,’’ ‘‘Character 
and Writings of Fénélon,’’ ‘‘Negro Slavery,’’ and ‘‘Self-culture.’’ He died October 
2, 1842, at Bennington, Vermont. —PATRICK AND GROOME, eds., 1897, Chambers’s Bio- 


graphical Dictionary, p. 199. 
PERSONAL 


One of the greatest pleasures I have had 
here, or could have anywhere, has been 
seeing Mr. Channing. I have twice dined 
and spent the evening in his company, and 
sat next to him all the time. There isa 
superior light in his mind that sheds a 
pure, bright gleam on every thing that 
comesfromit. He talks freely upon com- 
mon topics, but they seem no longer to be 
common topics when he speaks of them. 
There is the influence of the sanctuary, the 
holy place about him. It seems 
to me that it would be impossible to live 
within the sphere of Mr. Channing’s in- 
fluence without being in some degree 
spiritualized by it.—SEDGWICK, CATHA- 
RINE M., 1826, Life and Letters, p. 181. 


My Dear H—, | began this letter yester- 
day, and am this moment returned froma 
long visit to Dr. Channing. The 
outward man of the eloquent preacher and 
teacher is rather insignificant, and pro- 
duces no impression at first sight of un- 
usual intellectual supremacy; and though 
his eyes and forehead are fine, they did 
not seem to me to do justice to the mind 
expressed in his writings; for though 
Shakespeare says, 

“There is no art to read the mind’s con- 
struction in the face,’’ 

I think the mental qualities are more 

often detected there than the moral ones. 

He isshort and slight in figure, and looks, 

as indeed he is, extremely delicate, an 

habitual invalid; his eyes, which are gray, 
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are well and deeply set, and the brow and 
forehead fine, though not, perhaps, as strik- 
ing as I had expected. The rest of the 
face has no peculiar character, and is 
rather plain. He talked to me a great 
deal about the stage, acting, the dramatic 
art; and, professing to know nothing about 
it, maintained some theories which proved 
he did not, indeed, know much.—KEMBLE, 
FRANCES ANN, 1833, Letter, May 24; 
Records of a Girlhood, p. 576. 

I gave Mr. Persico no encouragement to 
make an experiment on my head. It is 
too thin, and has too little beauty for this 
art. Painting, I think, can take greater 
liberties than sculpture, and even paint- 
ing has made poor work with my face. I 
am certainly not vainof myexterior. My 
countenance would not make me many 
friends, I fear. What has troubled me in 
my different portraits is, that they have 
not given me a more intellectual ex- 
pression, but that so little benevolence 
has beamed from the features. I have 
learned,~ with the Apostle, to prefer 
charity to all knowledge; and, if I am 
to be handed down to posterity, I should 
be pleased to speak from the stone or 
canvas, or rather to breathe from it, 
good-will to mankind.—CHANNING, WIL- 
LIAM ELLERY, 1835, Diary, Nov. 20. 


Thence I went to Boston, where I spent 
nearly a fortnight very pleasantly, and saw 
much of Dr. Channing, the good, the wise, 
the great. Don’t you envy me? We 
will have everlasting talks of him when 
we meet. I heard him preach—like an 
apostle!—JAMESON, ANNA, 1887, Letter, 
Memoirs, ed. Macpherson, p. 184. 

Here rest the remains of 
WILLIAM ELLERY CHANNING, 
Born, 7 April, 1780, 
at Newport, R. I.; 
Ordained, 1 June, 1808, 
as a minister of Jesus Christ 
to the Society worshipping God 
in Federal Street, Boston: 
Died, 2 October, 1842, 
while on a journey, 
at Bennington, Vermont. 


In Memory of 
WILLIAM ELLERY CHANNING, 
honored throughout Christendom, 
for his eloquence and courage 
in maintaininy and advancing 
the Great Cause of 
Truth, Religion, and Human Freedom, 
This Monument 
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is gratefully and reverently erected 
by the Christian Society, 
of which, during nearly forty years, 
he was Pastor. 


—TICKNOR, GEORGE, 1842, Inscription on | 


Monument. 


Thou livest in the life of all good things; 
What words thou spak’st for Freedom 
shall not die; 
Thou sleepest not, for now thy Love hath 
wings 
To soar where hence thy Hope could hardly 
Lies Nee 
This laurel-leaf I cast upon thy bier; 


Let worthier hands than these thy wreath i 


entwine; 
Upon thy hearse I shed no useless tear,— 
For us weep rather thou in calm divine! 


—LOowELL, JAMES RUSSELL, 1842, Elegy | 


on the Death of Dr. Channing. 


With few of the physical attributes 
belonging to the orator, he was an orator 
of surpassing grace. His soul tabernacled 
in a body that was little more than a fila- 
ment of clay. He was small in stature; 
but.when he spoke his person seemed to 
dilate with the majesty of his thoughts,-— 
as the Hercules of Lysippus, a marvel of 
ancient art, though not more than a foot 
in height, revived in the mind the super- 
human strength which overcame the 
Nemean lion. . . . His voice was soft 
and musical, not loud or full in tone; and 
yet, like conscience, it made itself heard 
in the inmost chambers of the soul. His 
eloquence was gentleness and persuasion, 
reasoning for religion, humanity, and 
justice. He did not thunder or lighten. 
The rude elemental forces furnish no 
proper image of his power. Like sunshine, 
his words descended upon the souls of his 
hearers, and under their genial influence 
the hard in heart were softened, while the 
closely hugged mantle of prejudice and 
error dropped to the earth. His eloquence 
had not the character and fashion of 
forensic effort or parliamentary debate. 
It mounted above these, into an atmosphere 
unattempted by the applauded orators of 
the world.—SuMNER, CHARLES, 1846, The 
Scholar, the Jurist, the Artist, the Philan- 
thropist ; Works, vol. 1, p. 296. 


He sought and longed for a perfectly 
free communication; and no conversation 
interested him more than that which, in 
forgetfulness of him and of one’s self and 
of every thing extraneous, was a kind of 
monologue, a kind of reverie, the purest 


and most abstract idealism. Least of all 
must it be supposed that there was any 
assumption about him, or any stiff formal- 
ity or precision,—any thing that said, 
“Now let us talk great talk.’? Never. 
He did talk greatly, because he could not 
help it. But his manner of doing it, his 
_ manner in every thing, was themost simple, 
_ the most unpretending, imaginable. At 
_ the same time he possessed a nature the 
_ mosttruly social. Heregretted any thing 
in himself or in others that repressed it. 
More than once has he said to me, ‘‘I am 
_ too serious.’’ He longed to feel upon his 
spirit the free and genial breath of society. 
. . . [wishit werein my power togive any 
idea of the extraordinary character of this 
conversation. On my first acquaintance 
with him, it was my happiness to pass a 
number of weeks under hisownroof. His 
health was then delicate; he went abroad 
but little; but his mind was left untouched 
by the frailty of his body; and I found it 
constantly occupied and struggling with 
great questions. On the highest philoso- 
phy, on the highest religion, on the highest 
wisdom of life, all the day long he pursued 
the questions which these themes present, 
without ever slackening, or ever turning 
aside to ordinary and commonplace talk. 
The range of his subjects was as great as 
their elevation; from the most recondite 
point in philosophy—the difference be- 
tween relative and absolute truth—to the 
forms of philanthropic enterprise and 
political development around him. But 
his favorite themes were man and the New 
Testament; man,—his condition and the 
philosophy of his condition; the New 
Testament,—Jesus Christ, his teaching, 
and the sublimest contemplation of God. 
—DEWEY, ORVILLE, 1847, Discourse on 
the Character and Writings of Channing. 


Thus tranquilly passed Dr. Channing’s 
days at Oakland. Up usually, in the 
morning, before any of his guests were 
risen, his quick step was heard upon the 
gravel walk, and, looking from the window, 
one saw him, with his shawl or gown 
wrapped round his shoulders and the dogs 
gambolling by his side, passing amid the 
shrubbery, and stopping each moment to 
gaze, at a newly opened flower, a gleam 
of sunshine on the dewy lawn, or some 
passing bird scattering drops from the 
branches, caught his eye. His own ex- 
pression—‘‘When I see my friends after 
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the night’s separation, let me receive them 
as new gifts from God, as raised from the 
dead’’—describes precisely the character 
of his greeting. The beaming eyes, the 
radiant smile, the grasp of the hand, the 
joyous tone, all spoke to the spirit, saying, 
——‘‘What an inestimable privilege it is to 
live together in this glorious home which 
our Father gives us each day anew!’’ 
Without a word or look that was not as 
spontaneous as the delight of a child, he 
seemed so softened with religious sensibil-. 
ity, that his very ‘‘good morning’’ was a 
welcome to prayer.—CHANNING, WILLIAM 
HENRY, 1848, Memoir of William Ellery 
Channing, vol. 1, p. 4383. 


The most singular thing in his utterance 
was the extraordinary flexibility of his 
voice, its vast and ‘‘undulating’’ variety 
of modulation. It seemed to us like 
one of those delicate, scientific instru- 
ments, invented to detect and meas- 
ure the subtilest elements in nature, and 
sensitive to the slightest influence, —as, 
for instance, those nicely adjusted scales 
which vibrate under the small dust on the 
balance or the weight of a hair. It rose 
and fell so strangely in the course of the 
simplest and most commonplace sentence, 
in the utterance of a single word often, 
that his hearers felt immediately that here 
was a speaker of a novel kind, and they 
watched to see how he could possibly 
become, according to any ordinary sense 
of the word, eloquent. If our readers who 
were wont to hear him will recall the word 
‘‘immortality’’ as spoken by Dr. Channing, 
they will understand what we endeavour to 
describe. Hisstyle of speaking, from this 
peculiarity, was instantly felt to be his 
own, —not the product of any art, but the 
gift of nature; if indeed it could be 
thought a gift, and not amisfortune, when 
only its singularity was apparent, before 
its capabilities were witnessed and its 
wondrous power felt. There was no want 
of firmness in his tones, and yet they fluctu- 
ated continually. .And the power of his 
voice lay in this, that, being thus flexible, 
it was true to every change of emotion 
that arose in his mind.—Furness, W. H., 
1848, Memoir of Channing, Christian Ex- 
aminer, vol. 45, p. 274. 

Dr.Channing’s life is full of interest, but 
of acalm, thoughtful kind. He had no ad- 
ventures; nor were his inward struggles, 
as detailed, at least, very striking. He 
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had taken immense pains with himself, but 
the nobler element of his nature was so 
strongly predominant, that his life was 
steady continuous victory, unmarked by 
any of those partial victories of evil which 
give fearful interest to the lives of the 
greater part of those who have fought 
their way to uncommon excellence. The 
purest love for man, the most unconquer- 
able trust in human nature, seem to have 
been the very basis of his being. He was 
a Unitarian, but that is a very wide term, 
including a vast variety of persons think- 
ing very differently on essentials. I can 
only say that I should be very glad if half 
of those who recognise the hereditary 
claims on the Son of God to worship, bowed 
down before his moral dignity with an 
adoration half as profound, or a love half 
as enthusiastic, as Dr. Channing’s. I 
wish I, a Trinitarian, loved and adored 
Him, and the Divine goodness in Him, 
anything near the way in which that 
Unitarian felt. A religious lady found 
the book on my table a few days ago, and 
was horror-struck. I told her that if she 
and I ever got to heaven, we should find 
Dr. Channing revolving round the central 
Light in an orbit immeasurably nearer than 
ours, almost invisible to us, and lost in a 
blaze of light; which she has no doubt, duly 
reported to the Brighton inquisition for 
heretics. —ROBERTSON, FREDERICK W., 
1849, Letter, Nov. 16; Life and Letters, 
ed. Brooke, vol. 1, p. 288. 
Not vainly did old poets tell, 
Nor vainly did old genius paint 
God’s great and crowning miracle,— 
The hero and the saint! 
For even in a faithless day 
Can we our sainted ones discern; 
And feel, while with them on the way 
Our hearts within us burn. 
And thus the common tongue and pen 
Which, world-wide, echo CHANNING’S 
fame, 
As one of Heaven’s anointed men, 
Have sanctified his name. 
— WHITTIER, JOHN GREENLEAF, 1850, 
Channing, Poetical Works. 


I have often heard him [John Wilson] 
speak of Americans in terms of admira- 
tion. Heknew many, and received all who 
came to see him with much interest and 
kindness. Of one of them he 
always spoke with profound respect, as a 
man whose spiritual life and great accom- 
plishments, pure philosophical inquiries 
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and critical taste, had given him a lofty | 


position among his countrymen—Dr. | 


Channing, the piety of whose character | 
made his life upon earth one of singular | 
beauty.—GoRDON, Mrs., 1862, “Chris- | 
topher North,” A Memoir of John Wilson, 
ed.' Mackenzie, p. 426. 


Some men live always on the plane of 
what is common: they live in averages, 
and take life at low-water mark. Others 
rise and fall again, sometimes having a 
moment of enthusiasm, a sparkle of gener- 
osity, and then subsiding into their old 
routine. 


top. 
he would begin some strain of a higher 


But Dr. Channing was always || 
breathing the pure air of the mountain- | 
Whenever you went into his room, | 


mood, some theme of pure religion,some- 
thing which would lift you into the realm | 
of eternal truths, something which would | 
make you better and happier during the | 


whole day.—CLARKE, JAMES FREEMAN, 


1867-78, William Ellery Channing, Mem- | 


orial and Biographical Sketches, p. 162. 


Dr. Channing, between whom and Harriet 
Martineau a true friendship subsisted to 
the day of his death, was a good man, but 
not in any sense a great one. With be- 
nevolent intentions, he could not greatly 
help the nineteenth century, for he knew 
very tittle about it or indeed of any 
other. He had neither insight, courage 
nor firmness. In his own church had 
sprung up a vigorous opposition to slavery, 
which he innocently, in so far as igno- 
rantly, used the little strength he had to 
stay. He was touched by Brougham’s 
eloquent denial of the right of property 
in man, and he adopted the idea as a theme: 
but he'dreaded any one who claimed, on 
behalf of the slaves, that their masters 
should instantly renounce that right of 
ownership; he was terror-stricken at the 
idea of calling on the whole American 
people to take counsel on so difficult and 
delicate a matter in anti-slavery associa- 
tions; and, above all, he deprecated the 
admission of the colored race to our ranks. 
He had been selected by a set of money- 
making men as their representative for 
piety, as Kdward Everett was their repre- 
sentative gentleman and scholar, Judge 
Story their representative gentleman, 
jurist, and companion in social life, and 
Daniel Webster theirrepresentative states- 
man and advocate, looking after their busi- 
ness interests in Congress.—CHAPMAN, 
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MARIA WESTON, ed., 1877, Harriet Mar- 
tineau’s Autobiography, vol. 1, pp. 272, 278. 

During these years (from 1828 to 82), 
I often heard Doctor Channing preach. 
His attenuated figure and face, his large 
luminous eyes, and his sweet but pervad- 
ing voice, formed a peculiar presence not 
to be forgotten. His manner was calm 
and rarely aided by gesture, but earnest 
and deeply impressive, and he possessed 
the magnetism that carried the audience 
side by side with him, from point to point 
of his discourse. In social life he was not 
unamiable, but his grand views of humanity 
seemed to lift his attention above social 
surroundings. — Oakry, S. W., 1881, 
Recollections of American Society, Scrib- 
ner’s Monthly, vol. 21, p. 783. 

Dr. Channing, whilst he lived, was the 
star of the American Church, and we then 
thought, if we do not still think, that he 
left no successor in the pulpit. He could 
never be reported, for his eye and voice 
could not be printed, and his discourses 
lose their best in losing them. He was 
made for the public; his cold tempera- 
ment made him the most unprofitable 
private companion; but all America would 
have been impoverished in wanting him. 
We could not then spare a single word he 
uttered in public,not so muchas the read- 
ing a lesson in Scripture, or a hymn, and 
it is curious that his printed writings are 
almost a history of the times; as there was 
no great public interest, political, literary, 
or even economical (for he wrote on the 
Tariff), on which he did not leave some 
printed record of his brave and thought- 
ful opinion. A poor little invalid all his 
life, he is yet one of those men who vin- 
dicate the power of the American race to 
produce greatness.— EMERSON, RALPH 
WALDO, 1882? Historic Notes of Life and 
Letters in New England, Works, Riverside 
ed., vol. X, p. 320. 

While Parker’s and Beecher’s pulpits 
echoed Jonathan Mayhew’s morning gun 
and fired words like cannon-balls, in the 
highest pulpit of America, foremost among 
the champions of liberty, stood the slight 
and radiant figure of the scholarly son of 
Rhode Island, upon whom more than upon 
any of her children the mantle of Roger 
Williams had worthily fallen, William 
Ellery Channing.—CurtTIs, GEORGE WIL- 
LIAM, 1882, Orations and Addresses, ed. 
Norton, vol. 1, p. 329. 
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No wonder we sometimes heard that 
from day to day it required the tenderest 
nursing to keep the soul in the body. See 
him on Sunday as he moves up the pulpit 
stairs. His debility fills you with sympa- 
thy and anxiety. He sinks exhausted on 
his seat ; and when he rises to give out the 
hymn, he is too weak, you fear, for the 
service. The single lock of his soft brown 
hair, as it falls across his forehead, con- 
trasts strongly with its transparent pale- 
ness, and his thin hollow cheeks are 
covered with pain-caused lines. The first 
tones of his voice, though feeble and low, 
are reverential, and stir the hushed con- 
gregation todevoutness. After the hymn, 
read with more strength,is sung, he rises 
for the sermon. A few sentences are 
uttered, when you feel that, out of all this 
weakness, there are coming words of a 
rare energy. His full eye kindles, his 
voice gains strength, and, forgetting his 
delicate figure, you are borne on, with in- 
creasing sway, assured that this man is a 
power to move, thrill, and inspire. Per- 
haps there was never a more striking dem- 
onstration of the power of the human 
will over the body than in Dr. Channing. 
. . . Such men as Channing do not 
grow old with the lapse of years. Wewho 
saw him, on and on, from his early man- 
hood to his closing days, remember how 
little he changed, even in personal appear- 
ance, with the approach of age. Itseems 
to me, as I recall him in his meridian, that 
he showed more the effects of toil and 
time, and his face was more pallid and 
careworn, than in the last years of his 
life. At that time his countenance grew 
more radiant, and he manifestly felt more 
at ease, and enjoyed this world as he 
never had before.—Muzzry, A. B., 1882, 
Reminiscences and Memorials of Men of the 
Revolution and their Families, pp.169, 182. 


The fact is, that the man who loomed 
to such gigantic spiritual stature in the 
pulpit was not a great pastor. With all 
his interest in education, he did not per- 
sonally come near the average youth of 
his congregation. We revered him and 
were very proud of him, but the distance 
between us was impassable. I am speak- 
ing of him, of course, as he appeared to 
the very young. Channing’s gift 
was that of a preacher. His sermons, 
while coherent and complete as composi- 
tions, were given with a warmth and 
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intensity of expression with which scholar- 
ship and delicacy of thought are seldom 
united.—Quincy, Josiau, 1883, Figures 
of the Past from the Leaves of Old Journals, 
p. 809. 

While we were at Boston, at a dinner 
given him [Gen. Winfield Scott] by that 
venerable merchant prince, Thomas H. 
Perkins, he was placed next to Dr. Chan- 
ning. My seat at the table was too dis- 
tant to enable me to understand them, but 
I observed that the general was an atten- 
tive listener. They presented a singular 
contrast—a giant warrior listening with 
deference to a puny preacher, whose frail 
body excited compassion. His learning 
and eloquence, which were ennobled by a 
spirit of benevolence, secured to Dr. 
Channing a profound respect even from 
those men who could not agree with his 
theology and his restrictive code of 
morals. Returning from the dinner the 
general told me the subject of their con- 
versation was the Grecian Philosophy, and 
he fancied he had been spending the even- 
ing with Anaxagoras.—KEYES, GEN. E. 
D., 1884, Fifty Years’ Observations, p. 46. 


Personally he was amiable, kindly, and 
courteous, notwithstanding the distance at 
which he seems to have kept all men.— 
WOODBERRY, GEORGE EDWARD, 1890, 
Studies in Letters and Life, p. 238. 

Newport has honored the memory and 
name of her illustrious son by the erection 
of a handsome memorial church and a sub- 
stantial monument. Perhapsit should be 
said more precisely that these memorials 
of the great divine have been erected 
within her borders; for the church is 
virtually the gift of the Unitarians of the 
world, though the movement for its erec- 
tion was started in Newport, and the 
monument witnesses to the generosity of 
a single individual, and he a Newporter 
only by virtue of his residence in the city 
during the summer months. But though 
Newport is only partially and indirectly 
responsible for these two handsome 
memorials, she is proud to have them; and 
with the old house where Channing was 
born, the old church in which he preached, 
the farm house and meeting-house on the 
Ysland, which he frequented, they are 
among the most cherished of Newport’s 
points of interest and of the links binding 
the city of the present day with that of 
the past and with the great men who have 
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been her sons or who have lived or tarried I 
within her borders. THURSTON, CHARLES 3 
RAwson, 1896, The Homes and Haunts; 
of Channing, New England Magazine, vol. . 


21, p. 429. 
GENERAL | 


He looks through the external forms of ’ 
things in search of the secret and mys- 
terious principles of thought, action, and 
being. He takes little notice of the 
varieties of manners and character that 
form the favourite topics of the novelist 
and poet. Mind in the abstract, its nature, | 
proprieties, and destiny, are his constant | 
theme. He looks at material objects | 
chiefly as the visible expressions of the | 
existence, character, and will of the sub- | i] 
lime Unseen Intelligence whose power | 
created and whose presence informs and | 
sustains the universe.—EVERETT, ALEX- | 
ANDER HILL, 1835, North American Re- | 
view, vol. 41, p. 366. | 


Offer my respectful regards to Dr. Chan- | 
ning, whom certainly I could not count | 
on for a reader, or other than a grieved | 
condemnatory one; for I reckoned toler- | 
ance had its limits. His own faithful, | 
long-continued striving towards what is — 
best, I knew and honored; that he will | 
let me go my own way thitherward, with | 
a God-speed from him, is surely a new | 
honor to us both.—CARLYLE, THOMAS, 
1835, To Ralph Waldo Emerson, May 18; | 
Correspondence, ed. Norton, vol. 1, p. 65. 

Dr. Channing’s little book [‘‘Negro 
Slavery’’] will be received with unhesitat- 
ing and unmingled consent and applause in 
Europe, and will add at once to his reputa- 
tion, which is already much greater than 
I supposed; not as extensive as that of | 
Washington Irving, but almost as much | 
so, and decidedly higher. My bookseller 
here told me, to-day, he thought an Eng- | 
lish edition of his works would sell well 
on the Continent, they are so frequently 
asked for in his shop; and Baron Biilow, 

a young Prussian, brought me the other 
night a letter from the Duchess of Anhalt 
Dessau, inquiring earnestly how she could 
procure them for herself. In England, 
again and again, where I should least have 
suspected it, I found him held in the high- 
est estimation; one of the old Besborough 
family, for instance, looking upon a 
present of one of his sermons as one of 
the most agreeable things that could 
happen to him; and Mrs. Somerville, Miss 
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Joanna Baillie, and several other persons, 
of no less note, declaring to me that he 
was generally regarded by their friends, 
as well as themselves, as the best writer 
of English prose alive. If the book on 
Slavery is written with only the usual 
talent of his other works,I will venture to 
predict that it will be more admired than 


_anything he has yet printed.—TIcKNoR, 


GEORGE, 1836, To William H. Prescott, 
Feb. 8; Life, Letters and Journals of 
George Ticknor, vol. 1, p. 479. 

As the name of Dr. Channing stands 
high in American literature for several 
works which have shown much vigour of 
thinking, some talent for declamation, and 
generally considerable success in composi- 
tion, we are bound to observe that, had 
nothing from his pen ever reached us but 
the tract now before us, we should have 
been at a lossto comprehend the grounds 
of the reputation which he enjoys to a 
certain degree on either side of the Atlan- 
tic. The taste which it displays is far 
from being correct; his diction is exceed- 
ingly affected; and the affectation is that 
of extreme vigour and refinement of 
thought, often when he is only unmeaning, 
contradictory, or obscure. His opinions 
on critical matters likewise indicate a very 
defective taste, and show that, in his own 
practice of writing, he goes wrong ona 
false theory; andin pursuit of the ‘‘strik- 
ing’’—the ‘‘grand’’—the ‘‘uncommon.”’’ 
That his style should be perspicuous can, 
indeed, hardly be expected, when he avows 
the incredible opinion, that a composition 
may be too easily understood, and com- 
plains of the recent efforts to make 
science intelligible to the bulk of man- 
kind, that their tendency is to degrade 
philosophy under the show of seeking after 
usefulness. —BROUGHAM, HENRY LorD, 
1839, False-Taste—Dr. Channing, Edin- 
burgh Review, vol. 69, p. 214. 

Dr. Channing, whose style is irradiated 
with all the splendours of a glowing im- 
agination, showing, as powerfully as any 
other example, probably, in English prose, 
of what melody and compass the language 
is capable under the touch of genius in- 
stinct with genuine enthusiasm.—PRES- 
coTT, WILLIAM H., 1839, Chateaubriand’s 
English Literature, Biographical and Crit- 
ical Miscellanies, p. 270. 

His reputation both. at home and abroad 
is deservedly high, and in regard to the 


371 


matters of purity, polish, and modulation 


‘of style, he may be said to have attained 


the dignity of a standard and a classic.— 
Por, EDGAR ALLAN, 1841, A Chapter on 
Autography, Works, vol. v. 

There is one word that covers every 
cause to which Channing devoted his 
talents and his heart, and that word is 
FREEDOM. Liberty is the key of his reli- 
gious, his political, his philanthropic prin- 
ciples. Free the slave, free the serf, free 
the ignorant, free the sinful. Let there 
be no chains upon the conscience, the in- 
tellect, the pursuits, or the persons of 
men. Free agency is the prime distinc- 
tion and privilege of humanity. It is the 
first necessity of a moral being. Ex- 
tinguish freedom, and you extinguish 
humanity. Tyranny is spiritual murder, 
as sin is moral suicide. —BELLOWS, HENRY 
W., 1842, Discourse. 

I think Channing an admirable writer. 
So much sense and eloquence. Such a 
command of language. Yet, admirable as 
his sermon on war is, I have the vanity to 
think my own equally good, quite as 
sensible, quite as eloquent, as full of good 
principle and fine language; and you will 
be the more inclined to agree with me in 
this comparison, when I tell you that I 
preached in St. Paul’s the identical sermon 
which Lord Grey so much admires. I 
thought I could not write anything half so 
good, so I preached Channing.—Smitu, 
Sypney, 1844, To the Countess Grey, 
March 27 ; Letters, ed. Mrs. Austin. 

From the appearance of his ‘‘ Discourse 
on the Evidences of Christianity’’—a 
luminous exposition—till the lamented 
death of this eminent man, the public ex- 
pectation: which had been raised so high 
by the character of his earliest perform- 
ances was continually excited and fulfilled 
by the appearance of some new and earnest 
expression of his thoughts on themes which 
come immediately home to men’s business 
and bosoms,—religion, government, and 
literature in their widest sense and ap- 
plication.—TAYLER, JOHN JAMES, 1845, 
Retrospect of the Religious Life of England. 

We have already observed that a critic 
of Art places him in an American triumvi- 
rate with Allston and Washington. More 
frequently he is associated with Washing- 
ton and Franklin. Unlike Washington, 
he was never general or president; unlike 
Franklin, he never held high office. But it 
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would be difficult to say that since then 
any American has exerted greater sway 
over his fellow-men. And yet, if it be 
asked what single measure he carried to a 
successful close, I could not answer. It 
is on character that he has wrought and is 
still producing incalculable change. So 
extensive is this influence, that multitudes 
now feel it although strangers to his 
spoken or even his written word. ‘The 
whole country and age feel it. He 
helped to bring government within the 
Christian circle, and taught the statesman 
that there is one comprehensive rule, bind- 
ing on the conscience in public affairs as 
in private affairs.—SUMNER, CHARLES, 
1846, The Scholar, the Jurist, the Artist, the 
Philanthropist, Works, vol. 1, pp. 285, 288, 

It may be doubted whether another in- 
stance can be found of an individual arrest- 
ing so much attention in the literary world, 
and yet claiming no place there, finding 
himself a literary man by accident. The 
laurels that were showered upon him he 
took not the slightest pains to gather or 
preserve. If they appeared to be falling 
off, he did not even carry himself with the 
slightest care to keep them on. If a hand 
was extended to pluck them from him, he 
showed no sign of resistance, nor did a 
shade of mortified vanity ever darken 
those thoughtful and beaming eyes. If 
his distinguished reviewers thought to 
wound and humble him, as, from their 
occasional strength of phrase, would seem 
to have been their design, never was ex- 
pectation more completely disappointed. 
He barely knew of their assaults; they 
fell far short of his equanimity. He 
thought even less of the arrows that were 
discharged at him than the lion of the 
dewdrops on his mane, for he never stirre.' 
to shake them off.—Furness, W. H., 
1848, Christian Examiner, vol. 45, p. 272. 


He inspired respect more than he won 
confidence. His thoughts interested his 
friends more than himself. His name 
was an exponent of certain principles 
associated with human progress and moral 
truth, rather than an endearing household 
spell. In conversation he appeared mainly 
intent upon gleaning from his auditors 
new facts to aid hisown speculations. If 
they had seen a new country, undergone a 
peculiar experience, or reflected deeply 
on general truth, he sought, by rigid 
inquiry, to elicit the result. Thus as a 
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moralist, he pursued the same course as | 


Goethe in his literary vocation—seeking 


to make his fellow-creatures objective, | 


recoiling from assimilation, and repelling 


all sympathetic approach, in order to) 
render them subservient to a professional » 
end.—TUCKERMAN, HENRY T.,1849, Char- | 


acteristics of Literature, p. 62. 

It was impossible for him to bea learned 
man. He spread himself sometimes be- 
neath the tree of knowledge; and, for a 
while, the leaves would drop through the 


air of motionless attention, and rest upon | 
the silent grass of thought; but the winds || 
that swept over his soul were so frequent | 


and so fresh, that nothing could lie where 


it fell, and the forms of fancy displaced | 
There is apecul- | 
iarity in his composition, which is trace- _ 
His writings ex- | 


the order of deposition. 
able to the same cause. 
hibit nothing logical, nothing architectoric 
in their structure. 


truth, or to show the perspective of a 


complex system; but in exposition of a | 


profound sentiment. Henever thinks ina 
line, but always from a centre, to which he 
returns again and again, in order to radiate 
forth in new directions. Thus he does not 
survey a subject, he does not prosecute it ; 
he dwells upon it.—MARTINEAU, JAMES, 
1849, Life of Channing, The Westminster 
and Foreign Quarterly Review, vol. 50, 
p. 346. 

I do not place the writings of Dr. Chan- 
ning as high in the scale of intellectual 
merit as his Boston friends and admirers 
are wont to do.—-BUSHNELL, HORACE, 
1850, To Dr. Bartol, Jan. 23; Life and 
Letters, p. 230. 

The spiritual beauty of his writings is 
very great; they are all distinguished for 
sweetness, elevation, candour, and a severe 
devotion to truth. On great questions, he 
took middle ground, and sought a pano- 
ramic view; he wished also to stand high, 
yet never forgot what was above more than 
what was around and beneath him. He 
was not well acquainted with man on the 
impulsive and passionate side of his 
nature, so that his view of character was 
sometimes narrow, but it was always noble. 
He exercised an expansive and purifying 
power on the atmosphere, and stands a 
godfather at the baptism of this country. 
—OSSOLI, MARGARET FULLER, 1850? Art, 
Literature and the Drama, p. 304. 


They are not put | 
together in demonstration of a particular — 
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Channing is an antique man, with a 
Christian heart; in humanity a Greek, in 
citizenship a Roman, in Christianity an 
apostle. It would be a misapprehension 
to conceive of him as a learned and specu- 
lative theologian. — BUNSEN, CHRISTIAN 
Karu Josias, 1858, God in History. 

Channing never identified himself with 
_ any theological party. He called himself 
a Unitarian, and so in a sense he was, but 
his views were Arian rather than what are 
commonly known as Unitarian.—ALEx- 
ANDER, WILLIAM L., 1877, Encyclopedia 
Britannica, Ninth ed., vol. v, p. 342. 

It has been already said that Channing 
became an author by accident; he himself 
said so. Henever cared to think of him- 
self as a littérateur; and yet it is note- 
worthy that his sermons had a leading part 
with those of his great contemporaries, 
Buckminster and the rest, in giving the 
sermon a place here in literature, as a 
literary production, and not mere sec- 
tarian, theological, political, or historical 
matter, —a place, in short, in polite litera- 
ture, and among the humanities. Chan- 
ning himself, indeed, repeatedly disclaims 
paying any special attention to mere style. 

: The style of Channing is plain, 
pure, and perspicuous. It has ‘the trans- 
parency of a clear, calm autumn after- 
noon, when no haze dims the serenity of 
theatmosphere. Sometimes, though more 
rarely, it has the sober splendor of those 
after-summer hours, when a mingled mel- 
lowness and brilliancy charm the beholder. 
But, withal, it is marked by a self-con- 
tained quietness and even flow. It has 
an ease which never degenerates into 
that inflated and turgid manner which 
sometimes impairs the style of his class- 

‘mate, Judge Story. It hasa certain chaste 
elegance, but is remarkably free from 
ornament; deals very sparingly in figures, 
and scarcely uses one, excepting where the 
figure is not mere ornament, but argument ; 
resembling, so far, more the style of 
Webster than that of Everett.—Brooks, 
CHARLES T., 1880, William Ellery Chan- 
ning: A Centennial Memory, pp. 214, 215. 

I scarcely need say that I yield to no 
one in love and reverence for the great and 
good man whose memory, outliving all 
prejudices of creed, sect, and party, is the 
common legacy of Christendom. As the 
years go on, the value of that legacy will 
be more and more felt; not so much, 


373 


perhaps, in doctrine as in spirit, in those 
utterances of a devout soul which are above 
and beyond the affirmation or negation of 
dogma. His ethical severity and Christian 
tenderness; his hatred of wrong and op- 
pression, with love and pity for the wrong- 
doer; his noble pleas for self-culture, 
temperance, peace, and purity; und above 
all, his precept and example of unquestion- 
ing obedience to duty and voice of God in 
his soul, can never become obsolete. It 
is very fitting that his memory should be 
especially cherished with that of Hopkins 
and Berkeley in the beautiful island to 
which the common residence of those . 
worthies has lent additional charms and 
interest.— WHITTIER, JOHN GREENLEAF, 
1880, Read at the Dedication of the Chan- 
ning Memorial Church at Newport, R. L., 
March 138. 

In the history of the so-called Transcen- 
dental movement of New England I know 
no name older than Dr. Channing’s. I 
have told how his preaching in 1820 began 
to emancipate me from the materialistic 
system of Priestley, and his conversation in 
1825 from that of Brown, and his introduc- 
ing me to Coleridge, from whom I first 
learned the meaning of the word ‘‘tran- 
scendental.’’ And when Carlyle’s writings 
and Ralph Waldo Emerson’s lectures, in 
1832, began to quicken our Boston think- 
ing, it seemed to me that at last Dr. 
Channing’s spiritual philosophy had begun 
to pervade society, and was about to give 
it the depth and broad scope of the original 
Christian faith.—PEABoDY, ELIZABETH 
PALMER, 1880, Reminiscences of Rev. Wil- 
liam Ellery Channing, p. 364. 


A keen practical sense of the duties of 
life is, in most of his work, more con- 
spicuous than abstract speculative power ; 
but his insight into the position of parties, 
his charitable view of them, and his fore- 
casts of the probability of future conflicts, 
areremarkable. Though at variance with 
the majority of the creeds of christen- 
dom, Channing’s writings are everywhere 
marked by a reverential spirit, and not 
unfrequently by a touch of inherited 
asceticism. His essays on ‘‘Self-Culture’’ 
anticipate much said, more recently, by 
the later school of free-thought, to which 
he gave the first distinct impulse. 

Dr. Channing’s work is so far from that 
of a mere intellectual sensualist that he 
has been called a purist; but he loved 


374 


Beauty as well as Virtue for its own sake, 
and his style is generally free from the 
defects of taste frequent in the writings 
of his contemporaries. The ‘‘Essay on 
National Literature’’ (1824), by which his 
reputation was first made, is singularly 
suggestive, and only errs by the intrusion, 
here and there, of anti-Calvanistic polemic. 
His review of Fénélon abounds in passages, 
as the often quoted picture of religious 
peace, which exhibit the delicacy of his 
perceptions; but the breadth and force of 
his sympathy is most manifest in his ‘‘Re- 
marks on Milton,’’ 4 propos of the publica- 
tion of the posthumous ‘‘De Doctrina 
Christiana.’’—NICHOL, JOHN, 1880-85, 
American Literature, pp. 133, 184. 

Our recognized literature began with 
Bryant and Irving; but its real sources 
were in Channing, his associates and dis- 
ciples, or rather in the intellectual move- 
ment that followed the decline of ecclesi- 
astical rule. Channing, so far as he was 
a conscious agent, was a mild-tempered 
agitator, remarkable for nobility of char- 
acter and for a spirituality that was almost 
angelic. The revolution he led was against 
the dominant theology, but the influence 
was felt by millions who never accepted 
the new doctrines. Clerical limitations 
became obsolete. People rediscovered 
Shakespeare, as amateur astronomers dis- 
cover Jupiter; for the works of the chief 
of poets had before this been unknown to 
Puritan libraries. It was found that there 
were writers and thinkers who were not 
wearers of Genevabands. Channing him- 
self was no longer shut up in a remote 
corner, but was welcomed into the fra- 
ternity of lettered men. Until his Essays 
on Milton, Fénélon, and Napoleon appeared, 
European scholars had never thought of 
America except in connection with 
savages, fish, furs, and rebellion. The 
breadth and force of this movement can 
scarcely be overestimated. Excepting 
Irving, Cooper, and Poe, there has not been 
an American author of high rank in this 
century whose intellectual lineage is not 
traceable, directly or indirectly, to Chan- 
ning and Emerson.—UNDERWOOD, FRAN- 
cis H., 1882, James Russell Lowell, a 
Biographical Sketch, p. 32. 

He was never quite an invalid, but he was 
alwaysavaletudinarian. In particular, he 
had a singular sensitiveness to cold; and 
the recollection of many of his friends will 
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recall his presence, oftenest at the fireside 
corner of his warmly sheltered and softly | 


furnished room. That soft and warm 
shelter he seemed always to crave and 
need as much as a sick child. What to 
a more vigorous man would be indolent 
indulgence, with him was a necessity of 
life and the condition of any working force. 
Circumstances gave him, through all his 
working and declining years, thisnecessary 
shelter, and screened him from the raw 
wind of the world by the surroundings and 
the comforts of sufficient wealth. His 
virtue lay not in manly struggle with dif- 
ficulty and hardship, but in the consecra- 
tion of lifelong leisure and ample oppor- 
tunity to something very different from a 


selfish luxury. He had as little of the 


storm and battle of life as can fall to any 
serious man to encounter; but was sur- 
rounded always by the respectful, affec- 
tionate, vigilant, and almost too obsequious 
homage and love of near friends. Ideally, 
his thought took in the widest sweep of 
duty. and every sacred sympathy and 
homely obligation that bind man to his 
kind: personally, he was perplexed, shrink- 
ing, helpless,in the presence of any one of 
the rougher tasks that would bring him 
face to face with coarse suffering and 
want.— ALLEN, JOSEPH HENRY, 1882, Our 
Inberal Movement in Theology, p. 47. 


Loftiness of conception raised him and 
his disciples into the region of art; and, 
with much that was produced in the 
charged atmosphere of Unitarian revolt, 
their discourses, overleaping the bound- 
aries of sect, form additions to American 
literature.—WELSH, ALFRED H., 1883, 
Development of English Literature and 
Language, vol. U1, p. 314. 

Channing, however, was still the legiti- 
mate spiritual successor of Jonathan 
Kdwards in affirming, with new emphasis, 
the fundamental doctrine of Christianity, 
that God is in ditect communication with 
the souls of His creatures. The difference 
is that Edwards holds the doors of com- 
munication so nearly closed that only the 
elect can pass in; Channing throws them 
wide open, and invites everybody to be 
illumined in thought and vitalized in will 
by the ever-fresh outpourings of celestial 
light and warmth. But Channing wrote 
on human nature as though the world was 
tenanted by actual or possible Channings, 
who possessed his exceptional delicacy. of 
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spiritual perception and his exceptional 
exemption from the temptations of practi- 
cal life. He was, as far as a constant 
contemplation of the Divine perfections 
was concerned, a meditative saint; and 
had he belonged to the Roman Catholic 
Church, he probably would, on the ground 
of his spiritual gifts, have been eventually 
_ canonized. — WHIPPLE, EDWIN PERCY, 
1886, American Literature and Other 
Papers, ed. Whittier, p. 56. 

Of all those who, on either side, took 
part in the Unitarian controversy, William 
Ellery Channing put forth the writings 
most deserving of notice by the literary 
student. Asa writer, Channing 
seemed to produce his sentences spon- 
taneously rather than with labor lime, but 
his natural grace and acquired art stood 
him in good stead. Behind his straight- 
forward and seemingly artless words were 
strength of opinion and a well-stored 
mind; in his own idea he was simply 
delivering his message and saying his say ; 
but his hearers knew him to be eloquent. 
—-RICHARDSON, CHARLES F., 1887, Amer- 
ican Literature 1607-1885, vol. 1. 

A man many years my junior, who is him- 
self winning a foremost place among the 
pioneer minds of our time, asked me a few 
days ago if Channing had not been greatly 
overrated. In blended surprise and in- 
dignation I was hardly able to reply by a 
civil negative. Yet when I pondered on 
the question it no longer surprised me; 
for it was in the enunciation and defense 
of principles now regarded as axioms by 
men of all sects and parties, classes and 
conditions, that Channing, more than half 
a century ago, encountered the bitter 
repugnancy of the many and gained the 
‘superlative admiration of the few.—PEA- 
BODY, ANDREW P., 1888, Books That Have 
Helped Me, p. 46. 

Channing seems to have preached more 
sermons to himself than to the world. His 
love of rectitude led him to this excessive 
conscientiousness, but it brought him great 
good in other directions. It gave hima 
respect for the opinions of other men as 
catholic as it was humble. . . . He 
was a moral, not an intellectual, reformer ; 
his work was not the destruction of a 
theology, but the spread of charity. He 
felt more than he reasoned, and hence 
his rationalism was bounded, not by the 
unknown, but by the mystical. He was 
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satisfied with this, and does not seem to 
have wished to make a definite statement 
of his beliefs.— WoopDBERRY, GEORGE ED- 
WARD, 1890, Studies in Letters and Life, 
pp. 230, 235. 

To my mind Channing’s emphasis-pro- 
portion in the paragraph is more rational, 
though less brilliant, than Macaulay’s. 
Channing knew the worth of the semicolon ; 
Macaulay did not. On the other hand 
Channing’s paragraphs are too long to be 
well massed. Nor is the right bulk always 
assigned to the main ideas. We can find 
little fault with Channing’s unity, and 
little with his coherence.—LEwis, EDWIN 
HERBERT, 1894, The History of the English 
Paragraph, p. 154. 

Aside from his work as a religious 
and social reformer in the van of a move- 
ment that was destined to accomplish great 
things, Channing was a man of letters of 
high rank, exerting an influence on pure 
literature in New England equalled by no 
one before the time of Emerson. —PATTEE, 
FRED LEwIs, 1896, A History of American 
Interature, p. 206. 

Channing is the most eminent represen- 
tative of the Unitarian movement of this 
country. . . . A clear mind, not wanting 
in imaginative warmth, a transparent, 
natural style, neither slovenly nor over- 
wrought, the sympathies and attainments 
of aman of letters, even though he was 
not widely read—are manifest in his 
writings. Superadded to these qualities, 
there was a sanctity of spirit which was 
felt by those who heard him in the pulpit, 
or met him even casually in conversation. 
It was not simply that he was sincere, and 
that he spoke in the accents of conviction. 

E Channing’s eminence is chiefly 
due, first, to the elevated fervor which 
inspired his teaching, and which was of 
inestimable advantage in a movement in 
which the intellectual factor stood in so 
high a ratio to the religious ; and, secondly, 
to the circumstance that he embodied in 
himself so fully the ethical and philan- 
thropic impulse which principally con- 
stituted the positive living force of the 
Unitarian cause. Following out the hu- 
manitarian tendency, he acquired, at home 
and abroad, a high and, in the main, a 
deserved fame as the champion of justice 
in opposition to slavery and other social 
evils. —FIsHER, GEORGE PARK, 1896, His- 
tory of Christian Doctrine, pp. 421, 422. 
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Thomas Arnold 
1795-1842 


Born, at East Cowes, 13 June 1795. At school in Warminster, 1803-07; at Win- 
chester, 1807-11. To Corpus Christi Coll., Oxford, as scholar, 1811; B. A., 27 Oct. 
1814; M. A., 19 June 1817; Chancellor’s Latin Essay Prize, 1815; Chancellor’s 
English Essay Prize, 1817; Fellow of Oriel Coll., 1815-19. Ordained Deacon, Dec. 
1818. Settled at Laleham-on-Thames to take pupils, 1819. Contrib. to ‘‘British 
Critic,’’? 1819-20. Married Mary Penrose, 11 Aug. 1820. Contrib. to ‘‘Quarterly 
Review,’’ 1825; to ‘‘Edinburgh Review,’’ 1826 and 1836. Wrote ‘‘History of the 
later Roman Commonwealth,’’ for ‘‘Encyclopedia Metropolitana,’’ 1821-27. B. D., 
29 March 1828; D. D., 17 Dec. 1828. Ordained Priest, June 1828; Head Master of 
Rugby, Aug. 1828 to June 1842. Contrib. to ‘‘Sheffield Courant,’’ 1831-32; to 
‘Quarterly Journal of Education,’? 1834-35. Purchased Fox How, Westmoreland, 
183%. Contrib. to ‘‘Hertford Reformer,’’ 1889-41. Regius Professor of History 
at Oxford, 1841. Died suddenly, at Rugby, 12 June 1842. 
of Distant Colonization on the Parent State’’ (privately printed), 1815; ‘‘The 
Christian Duty of Granting the Claims of the Roman Catholics,’’ 1829; ‘‘Sermons’’ 
(3 vols.), 1829-34; ‘‘Tract on the Cholera,’’ 1881; ‘‘Thirteen Letters on our 
Social Condition’? (anon.), 1832; ‘‘Principles of Church Reform,’’ 1833 (2nd 
and 3rd edns., same year); ‘‘Postscript’’ to preceding, 1833; ‘‘History of Rome’’ 


(3 vols.), 1838-48; ‘‘On the Divisions and Mutual ‘Relations of Knowledge,’’ 18389; | 
““Two Sermons on the Interpretation of Prophecy,’’ 1889; ‘‘On the Revival of the | 


Order of Deacons,’’ 1841; ‘‘Christian Life’’ 1841; ‘‘Inaugural Lecture on the Study 


of Modern History,’’ 1841 (2nd edn. same year); ‘‘Introductory Lectures on Modern | 
History,’’ 1842. Posthumous: ‘‘Fragment onthe Church,’’ 1844; ‘‘Sermons,’’ 1845; | 
‘Miscellaneous Works,”’ ed. by A. P. Stanley, 1845; ‘‘History of the later Roman | 


Commonwealth’’ (from ‘‘Encyclopedia Metropolitana’’), 1845; ‘‘Travelling Journals, ’’ 


ed. by A. P. Stanley, 1852. He edited: ‘‘Poetry of Common Life,’’ 1844; ‘‘Thucy- | 
Life: by A. P. Stanley.—SuHaARP, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dic- | 


dides’’ 1830, etc. 
tionary of English Authors, p. 9. 


PERSONAL us off with a few angular points about 


Works: ‘‘The Effects | 


The great lion at present is Arnold and 
his lectures which have created a great 
stir in the exalted, the literary, and the 
fashionable word of Oxford. He is here 
with his whole family, and people look for- 
ward to his lectures in the theatre day 
after day, as they might to a play. He 
will be quite missed when he goes. Almost 
every Head goes with his wife and daugh- 
ters, if he has any, and so powerful is 
Arnold’s eloquence, that the Master of 
Balliol was, on one occasion, quite over- 
come, and fairly went—not quite into 
hysterics, but into tears—upon which the 
Provost remarked at a large party, that he 
supposed it was the gout. However, they 
are very striking lectures. He is working 
out his inaugural. Everything he does, he 
does with life and force, and I cannot help 
liking his manly and open way, and the 
great reality which he throws about such 
things as description of country, military 
laws and operations, and such like low con- 
cerns. He has exercised on the whole a 
generous forbearance towards us and let 


Priesthood and the Puritans in one lecture, 
while he has been immensely liberal in 
other ways, and I should think not to the 
taste of the Capitular body, e. g. puffing 
with all his might the magnificent age and 
intensely interesting contests of Innocent 
III, and in allowing any one to believe, 
without any suspicion of superstition, a 
very great many of Bede’s miracles and 
some others beside.—CuurRcH, R. W., 
1842, Letter, Feb.; Life and Letters, p. 35. 

My heart has been with you, as I am 
sure yours has been with me. Ireturned 
last night from Rugby. O, what is the 
death of a great and good man! What 
distraction (humanly) and yet what conso- 
lation! Read the enclosed—I add nothing. 
All who saw him during the last monthwere 
struck by something more than usually 
heavenly-minded and awfully unearthly.— 
BUNSEN, CHRISTIAN KARL JOSIAS BARON, 
1842, Letter to Julius Hare, June 19; 
seas of Bunsen by his Widow, vol. 11, 
p. 18. 

He came to us in Lent Term, 1811, from 
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Winchester, winning his election against 
several very respectable candidates. He 
was a mere boy in appearance as well as 
in age; but we saw in a very short time 
that he was quite equal to take his part in 
the arguments of the common room ; and he 
was, Irather think, admitted by Mr.Cooke 
at once into his senior class. As he was 
equal, so was he ready to take part in our 
discussions: he was fond of conversation 
on serious matters,and vehement in argu- 
ment ; fearless in advancing his opinions— 
which, to say the truth, often startled us 
a good deal; but he was ingenuous and 
candid, and though the fearlessness with 
which, so young as he was, he advanced his 
opinions might have seemed to betoken 
presumption, yet the good temper with 
which he bore retort or rebuke relieved 
him from that imputation ; he was bold and 
warm, because so far as his knowledge 
went he saw very clearly, and he was an 
ardent lover of truth, but I never saw in 
him even then a grain of vanity or conceit. 
ee Arnold’s bodily recreations were 
walking and bathing. It was a particular 
delight to him, with two or three com- 
panions, to make what he calleda skirmish 
across the country ; on these occasions we 
deserted the road, crossed fences, and 
leaped ditches, or fell into them: he en- 
jeyed the country round Oxford, and while 
out in this way his spirits would rise and 
his mirth overflowed. Though delicate in 
appearance, and not giving promise of 
great muscular strength, yet his form was 
light, and he was capable of going long 
distances and bearing much fatigue.— 
COLERIDGE, JOHN TAYLOR, 1848, Letter to 
A. P. Stanley, Sep. ; Life and Correspond- 
ence of Thomas Arnold, vol. 1, pp. 26, 31. 


But more than either matter or manner 
of his preaching, was the impression of 
himself. Even the mere readers of his 
sermons will derive from them the history 
of his whole mind, and of his whole manage- 
ment of theschool. But to his hearers it 
was more than this. It was the man him- 
self, there more than in any other place, 
concentrating all his various faculties and 
feelings on one sole object, combating face 
to face the evil, with which directly or 
indirectly he was elsewhere perpetually 
struggling. He was not the preacher or 
the clergyman who had left behind all his 
thoughts and occupations as soon as he 
had ascended the pulpit. He was still the 
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scholar, the historian, and theologian, 
basing all that he said, not indeed ostensi- 
bly, but consciously, and often visibly, on 
the deepest principles of the past and 
present. He was still the instructor and 
the schoolmaster, only teaching and educat- 
ing with increased solemnity and energy. 
He was still the simple-hearted and earn- 
est man, laboring to win others to share 
in his own personal feelings of disgust at 
sin, and love of goodness, and to trust to 
the same faith, in which he hoped to live 
and die himself.—STANLEY, ARTHUR PEN- 
RHYN, 1844, The Life and Correspondence 
of Thomas Arnold, vol. 1, p. 156. 


As to Arnold’s ‘‘Remains,’’ I cannot put 
myself enough in your place to know the 
precise point which pains you so much, but 
for myself there seems much to take com- 
fort in, in things as they are. I do not 
think that the book will take any great 
effect in a wrong direction. Of course 
there is a great deal in it to touch people, 
but there is so little consistency in his in- 
tellectual basis that I cannot think that he 
will affect readers permanently; and then 
it is very pleasant to think that his work 
has been so good a one—the reformation 
of public schools. This seems to have 
been blessed, and will survive him, and 
forms the principal, or one of the two 
principal, subjects of the books. And, 
further, if it is right to speculate on such 
serious matters, there is something quite 
of comfort to be gathered from his re- 
moval from the scene of action at the time 
it took place, as if so good a man should 
not be suffered to commit himself cominus 
against truth which he so little understood. 
—NEWMAN, JOHN HeEnrRY, 1844, To Rev. 
J. Keble, June 12; Letters and Correspond- 
ence During his Life in the English Church, 
ed. Mozley, vol. , p. 388. 


It does one’s heart good to contemplate 
the life of such a man as Dr. Arnold of 
Rugby. He possessed that quality of 
earnestness which gives force to every 
purpose in life. He was full of strong 
sympathy for all that was true and good in 
our modern social movements, and of as 
strong antipathy for all that he conceived 
to be false and unjust. He did battle in 
the cause that he conscientiously felt to 
be right, with his whole heart and soul; 
and waged an uncompromising war against 
what seemed to him to be shams and 
falsities. He was of the stern stuff of 
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which martyrs are made; for when he saw 
his way clear, and his conscience approved, 
le never hesitated at once to act boldly 
and energetically. Wemay not agree with 
him in all the views that he held and ad- 
vocated; but we never fail to admire the 
undeviating and high-minded consistency 
of his life, and the purity of the motives 
on which he acted.—SMILES, SAMUEL, 
1860, Brief Biographies. 

The great peculiarity and charm of his 
nature seemed to lie inthe regal supremacy 
of the moral and the spiritual element 
over his whole being and powers. His 
intellectual faculties were not such as to 
surpass those of many who were his con- 
temporaries; inscholarship he occupied a 
subordinate place to several who filled 
situations like his; and he had not much 
of what is called tact in his dealings 
either with the juvenile or the adult 
mind. What gave him his power, and 
secured for him so deeply the respect and 
veneration of his pupils and acquaintances, 
was the intensely religious character of 
his whole life. He seemed ever to act 
from a severe and lofty estimate of duty. 
To be just, honest, and truthful, he ever 
held to be the first aim of hisbeing. With 
all this, there was intense sympathy with 
his fellows, the tenderest domestic affec- 
tions, and the most generous friendship, 
the most expansive benevolence. —ALEX- 
ANDER, WILLIAM L., 1875, Encyclopedia 
Britannica, Ninth ed., vol. U1, p. 548. 

Arnold’s life, no less pure and spiritual 
and fragrant than Keble’s, was a life in- 
finitely truer to the actual state of things 
in the world, infinitely richer in practical 
aims, infinitely fuller of the heroic and in- 
spiring, a life great in its faithfulness to 
the present and with the promise of the 
future. If the opposing tendencies in 
religious thought were to have their fate 
settled by the character of the two repre- 
sentatives, there is little doubt, we think, 
as to which has the more virtue in it, and 
the greater fitness for the work of the 
world.—MEAD, Epwin D., 1884, Arnold 
of Rugby and the Oxford Movement, The 
Andover Review, vol. 1, p. 508. 

In person he was a little above the 
middle height; spare, but vigorous, and 
healthy without being robust. A slightly 
projecting underlip, and eyes deep set 
beneath strongly marked eyebrows, gave to 
his countenance when at rest a somewhat 
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stern expression, which became formidable | 


when he was moved to anger; but the 
effect was all the greater when, in the 
playful or tender moods which were fre- 


quent with him, or on meeting in a book | 
or in conversation with a noble sentiment | 
or astriking thought, his eye gleamed,and | 


his whole face lighted up. Simple in his 
tastes and habits, never idle and never 
hurried, he made his home a ‘‘temple of 
industrious peace ;’’ and he rarely left it 
except to travel occasionally on the con- 
tinent, with an eye enlightened by lifelong 
studies in history and geography. He had 
an intense delight in beautiful scenery, 
and took pleasure in the fine arts, and in 
some of the natural sciences, but chiefly 
as bearing on the life and history of man. 
For science as:such, for art as such, he 


cared comparatively little; for music not | 
‘‘Flowers,’’ he used to say, ‘‘are | 


at all. 
my music,’’ and his love for them was like 
that of a child.—WALROND, THEODORE, 


1885, Dictionary of National Biography, | 


vol. 1, p. 117. 


Of those whom he left behind him, | 


Jane, the eldest daughter, became the wife || 


of William Edward Foster, afterwards 
M. P. for Bradford and Vice-President of 


the Committee of Council on Education; | 


Matthew was the eldest son; Thomas, the 
second son, became a Fellow of his college 
at Oxford, and has devoted himself to liter- 


ary and educational work; William Dela- | 


field Arnold was for a time director of | 


public instruction in the Punjaub, and 


died on his way homewards in 1859; and | 


Kdward was a clergyman and inspector of 
schools. 
Humphry Ward, the gifted daughter of 


In the next generation, Mrs. | 


Thomas, and the author of ‘‘Robert Els- | 


mere,” and Mr. H. O. Arnold Forster, M. P. 


for Belfast, the son of W. D. Arnold, have | 


in different ways achieved honourable 
reputation.—Fircu, Sir JosHua, 1897, 
Thomas and Matthew Arnold (Great Educa- 
tors), p. 149. 
EDUCATOR 

’T was his to teach, 
Day after day, from pulpit and from desk, 
That the most childish sin which man can do 
Is yeta sin which Jesus never did 
When Jesus was a child, and yet a sin 
For which, in lowly pain, He lived and died: 
That for the bravest sin that e’er was praised 
The King Eternal wore the crown of thorns. 
In him was Jesus crucified again; 
For every fault which he could not prevent 
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Stuck in him like a nail. His heart bled 
for it 

As it had been a foul sin of his own. 

Heavy his cross, and stcutly did he bear it, 

Even to the foot of holy Calvary; 

And if at last he sank beneath the weight, 

There were not wanting souls whom he had 
taught 

The way to Paradise, that, in white robes, 


' Throng’d to the gate to hail their shepherd 


home! 
—COLERIDGE, HARTLEY, 1842, On the 
Late Dr. Arnold, Poems. 


This unsound and unhealthy tone of 
public morality carries with it a species of 
contagious virus which stains the honour 
of the State, and poisons the very foun- 
tains of political philosophy. Against this 
Dr. Arnold exclaimed with characteristic 
energy; and had he lived to shed credit 
over Oxford, and infuse a manlier and more 
honourable spirit among the rising genera- 
tion of statesmen, he might have done much 
to arrest and antagonize the mischief. But 
since he has been called away, we know 
not where to turn for a Teacher fitted to 
**take his stand,’’ like the Prophet, ‘‘be- 
tween the Living and the Dead,’’ and stay 
the progress of the moral plague.—GREG, 
W. R., 1844, Life and Correspondence of 
Thomas Arnold, D. D., Westminster Re- 
view, vol. 42, p. 381. 


The striking feature of Arnold’s mind— 
und we notice it as being literally a phe- 
nomenon, a remarkable specimen of that 
particular internal power—is his confi- 
dence; we mean a rare, esoteric intensity 
of assurance in his own views. He is 
omnia magna; has every quality that there 
is in him forcibly, and confidence among 
the rest. A firm faith is one thing; what 
we mean is another. A brilliancy of the 
whole chamber of the mind—a dance of 
light—a clearness which made his own 
view of truth to him an object of the 
keenest internal ocular demonstration 
rather than of faith, carried him into con- 
flicts and controversies with a boldness 
that an evident warrant from the invisible 
world might produce. A phantasmagoric 
halo of truth accompanied him, and the 
flame played upon his helmet, as it did on 
that of Diomede; he was invulnerable; his 
armour was proof against sword-cut and 
thrust; a dip in the magical pool had 
achieved the same security for him that it 
had done for the heroof old. . . . At 
Rugby he is great, because at Rugby only 
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the power of self-expansion and self- 
imparting was wanted. A school of boys 
is a great receptacle of ideas, and nota 
counter-stream ; they lean upon the master 
mind, treasure up the thought, suck in the 
hint, but oppose no standard of their own 
to exercise and try the master’s apprehen- 
sion, and to be penetrated and surmounted 
by it. Arnold could watch with genuine 
tutorial sympathy every stage of the in- 
gress of the idea from his own mind into 
the pupil’s; and all the issues from him- 
self were keenly and minutely seen. That 
answered perfectly for Rugby ; thatshowed 
the accomplished schoolmaster. But the 
schoolmaster came out into the world, and 
then the scene was changed. In order to 
implant his ideas in men and equals, he had 
first to understand theirs, and be the learner 
and the listener that he might be the 
teacher ; and that he could not be, or would 
not try tobe. He came out into the world, 
and immediately spoke ex cathedra, as if 
he were in his school-seat. He pictured 
the world a large Rugby,a grandreceptacle 
of his ideas, and did not think of it in any 
other light. But the world turned out to 
be no passive receptacle; it started back 
and was restive, and then Arnold could not 
deal with it. Then Arnold was a child. 
He saw that he had disturbed people in- 
definitely, but he sawno more. He could 
not explain, meet objections, soften, ac- 
commodate. He could not see why people 
objected ; the mind without was a blank to 
him; and he could only stare and complain 
of the unreasoning mass. He was out of 
his element. Triumphant at Rugby, his 
exhibition in the world was a failure.— 
Mozuey, J. B., 1845, Hssays Historical 
and Theological, vol. 1, pp. 59, 68. 


He communicated this earnestness and 
sincerity to a large number of those who 
are becoming the men of alater time. As 
an educator, he put his heart into his work, 
and laboured there as elsewhere, for truth 
and good. The views which he considered 
invaluable may not be in every case held 
by those whom he trained to hold ideas on 
conviction only; points which he insisted 
on as indispensable may appear otherwise 
to his pupils in their maturity; but they 
owe to him the power and the conscience 
to think for themselves, and the earnest 
habit of mind which makes their conviction 
a part of their life. By this exalted view 
and method as an educator, Dr. Arnold did 
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more for education than even by his ex- 
press and unintermitting assertion of the 
importance of the function—powerful as 
his testimony was.—MARTINEAU, HAR- 
RIET, 1849, A History of the Thirty Years’ 
Peace, A. D. 1815-1846, p. 272. 

He certainly did teach us—thank God 
for it!—that we could not cut our life into 
slices and say, ‘‘In this slice your actions 
are indifferent, and you needn’t trouble 
your heads about them one way or another ; 
but in this slice mind what you are about, 
for they are important’’—a pretty muddle 
we should have been in had he done so. 
He taught us that in this wonderful world, 
no boy or man can tell which of his actions 
is indifferent and which not; that by a 
thoughtless word or look we may lead 
astray a brother for whom Christ died. He 
taught us that life is a whole, made up of 
actions and thoughts and longings, great 
and small, noble and ignoble; therefore the 
only true wisdom for boy or man is to bring 
the whole life into obedience to Him whose 
world we live in, and who has purchased 
us with His blood; and that whether we 
eat or drink, or whatsoever we do, we are 
to do all in His name and to His glory; in 
such teaching, faithfully, as it seems to 
me, following that of Paul of Tarsus, who 
was in the habit of meaning what he said, 
and who laid down this standard for every 
man and boy in his time.—HUGHES, 
THOMAS, 1858? Tom Brown’s School Days, 
Preface to the Siath Edition, p. xxiii. 

Dr. Arnold will be more widely remem- 
bered as a shaper of men than of books.— 
Mor ey, Henry, 1881, Of English Liter- 
ature in the Reign of Victoria with a 
Glance at the Past, p. 292. 

We cannot concede to him the character 
of a great reformer or revolutionist in the 
sense in which Comenius, Rousseau, Locke, 
or Pestalozzi was entitled to one of those 
designations. He was not a realist, but 
essentially a ‘‘humanist’’ of the type of 
Milton. Heaccepted the traditions of the 
long succession of English teachers, from 
Ascham and Colet down to Busby and 
Keate, in favour of making the study of 
language, and particularly the languages 
of Greece and Rome, the staple of a liberal 
education. But, like Milton, he rebelled 
strongly against the wooden, mechanical, 
and pedantic fashion in which those lan- 
guages were often taught, asif the attain- 
ment of proficiency in them were an end 
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in itself and not the means to some higher 
end. The characteristic of Arnold 
as a schoolmaster was that he was much 
more concerned to put new life, freshness, 
and meaning into the received methods 
than to invent new ones.—FiITcH, Sir 
Josuua, 1897, Thomas and Matthew Ar- 
nold (Great Educators), pp. 80, 37. 


It is in this department of the theory of 
Education, that Arnold’s permanent con- 
tribution will be found. Many other Pub- 
lic School masters before and after his 
time have worked in the same cause, but 
none have so set their mark upon the work, 
and no one has expounded the system as 
clearly as himself, and his biographer. 
Since his day, new conceptions of educa- 
tion and of teaching have become popular 
—conceptions which would limit the func- 
tion of the school to the attainment of 
knowledge or of manual skill, confusing 
the office of the teacher with that of an 
instructor. Against all such doctrine 
Arnold asserts an eloquent Non possumus. 
The-boy is a moral being and the school 
is a human society; the teacher moving 
in and out of this society, is required not 
only to train the intelligence and inform 
the mind, but to touch the springs of char- 
acter. First of all, as we have seen, in 
this conception of the aim of education, 
he declares the teacher’s duty, and now, 
in his exposition of practice, we observe 
how he laboured to discharge it.—FInpD- 
LAY, J. J., 1897, Arnold of Rugby: His 
School Life and Contributions to Educa- 
tion, Preface, p. xiii. 

It is by virtue of great qualities and 
an intensity and ardor of spirit which 
would have made him great in any sphere, 
that he wasa great teacher. Consequently 
his real position is not so much that of a 
schoolmaster as of a prophetamong school- 
masters, a man whose special mission it 
was to unvei] and interpret the higher 
possibilities, responsibilities, and duties of 
the schoolmaster’s life. Through the in- 
tensity of his moral and spiritual feeling 
and his ‘‘radiant vigour’’ he vitalised ideas 
of which weaker men had been but dimly 
conscious, or which they had merely carried 
about with them as inert or pious opinions. 
Thus the value of his example to all teach- 
ers is to be sought in his unconventional 
attitude of mind, his striving for reality, 
his desire to improve upon what has been 
already attained, his high moral aim, his 
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intense religious purpose, his sense of 
the responsibility undertaken by every 
trainer of young lives, and his magnetic 
and inspiring personality. Inone word it 
is that influence of the prophet which is 
the salt of society in every age. . . . 
He rises before us like an inspired prophet, 
preaching to every schoolmaster sacred- 
ness of his calling, and bidding him always 
remember that formation of character is 
the primary aim of every good teacher, 
that it is the duty of the teacher to hasten 
growth out of the immature and dangerous 
period of boyhood, and that to do this we 
should give direct responsibility for the 
moral conduct and the honour of the whole 
school to those members of it whoare the 
ablest and most advanced, thus instilling 
from early years the Christian principle 
of service as the guiding rule of life; and 
finally that for these ends the school- 
master’s ideal aim must always be to culti- 
vate in his pupils the habit of moral 
thoughtfulness, and the conviction that life 
in Christ is the true goal of all human 
endeavour.—PERCIVAL, JOHN, 1897, Ar- 
nold of Rugby: His School Life and Con- 
tributions to Education, ed. Findlay, In- 
troduction, pp. XV, XX. 


HISTORY OF ROME 
1838-43 

His ‘‘History of Rome’’ is undoubtedly 
the best history in the language. —CLEVE- 
LAND, CHARLES D., 1853, English Litera- 
ture of the Nineteenth Century, p. 387. 

Dr. Arnold lived to complete his history 
only as far as to the end of the Spanish 
Campaign in the Second Punic War. The 
work, therefore, breaks off just after its 
distinguishing merits began to be con- 
spicuously manifest. The portion of the 
work that had to deal with the early periods 
of Roman history was founded on the in- 
vestigations of Niebuhr, in whose genius 
asa guide Arnold placed implicit trust. 
The consequence inevitably was that as 
Niebuhr’s conclusions one after another 
came to be rejected, those of Arnold fell 
with them. Butfrom the time of Pyrrhus 
the author emerges upon ground where 
independent research becomes possible and 
fruitful. His account of the First Punic 
War, and of the Second, as far as to the 
return of Scipio from Spain, is the most 
satisfactory yet written in English. It 
has all the qualities of a great history. 
But the work is to be regarded only as a 
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fragment, and one of which the last part 
only is of great value. — ADAMS, CHARLES 
KENDALL, 1882, A Manual of Historical 
Interature, p. 127. 


His style is undoubtedly of its own kind 
scholarly and excellent; the matter of his 
history suffers from the common fault of 
taking Niebuhr at too high a valuation. — 
SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1896, A History of 
Nineteenth Century Literature, p. 224. 


Arnold’s English is always forcible, and 
in the best passages it is eloquent. He is 
strongest in his account of military opera- 
tions, and his description of the campaigns 
of the Second Punic War remains still the 
most vivid and readable in our language, 
and probably in modern literature. 
Certainly Mommsen, powerful as his work 
is, cannot rival Arnold as a military his- 
torian.—WALKER, Hucu, 1897, The Age 
of Tennyson, p. 122. 


GENERAL 


I admire, and, what is more, deeply 
honor him as a man, and as a writer so 
far as the man appears in his writings. 
As a reasoner and speculator I surmise 
that he was not great, though what he 
does see clearly he expresses with great 
energy and lifesomeness. It seems to 
me that he arrived at much truth which 
subtler men miss through sheer honesty 
and singleness of heart and mind, through 
sheer impatience and imprudence, not 
through philosophy. His views of Church 
and State I can well understand (I have 
not seen his fragment on the Church): so 
far as I can understand them, I imagine 
(it seems presumptuous for such as I to 
opine positively on such a subject) that 
they are incorrect and inadequate. He 
was a great historian; yet I would fain 
see how he reconciled them with history, 
let alone philosophy.—CoLERIDGE, SARA, 
1845, To Hartley Coleridge, Jan. 20; 
Memoirs and Letters, ed. her Daughter, 
p. 224. 

The merits and influence of Arnold as a 
theologian have, I think, been underrated. 
At any rate I can recall but few modern 
clergymen whose opinions would furnish a 
more wholesome study. To read 
Arnold’s sermons, after reading too many 
of those which are now in vogue, is like pass- 
ing out of the conservatory into the free 
air and eager breeze of heaven.—FARRAR, 
FREDERIC WILLIAM, 1878, Thomas Arnold, 
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D. D., Macmillan’s Magazine, vol. 37, pp. 
458, 459. 

These eight lectures [on history]though 
forming Dr. Arnold’s Inaugural Course at 
the University of Oxford, were prepared 
and delivered in the last year of the 
author’s life, and, consequently, were the 
ripe fruit of a profound scholarship. 
The author’s object was not to impart his- 
torical knowledge, but rather to awaken a 
greater interest in the study of history. 
The first lecture is devoted to a definition 
of history in general, and of modern his- 
tory in particular; while the body of the 
work is an expansion of these definitions, 
and a description of the proper manner of 
studying the external and the internal life 
of nations. —ADAMS, CHARLES KENDALL, 
1882, A Manual of Historical Literature, 
p. 187. 

None of his writings made more noise, 
or gave more offence, than the ‘‘ Principles 
of Church Reform.’’ It offended equally 
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churchmen and dissenters. Its latitudi- 
narianism was obnoxious to the one; its 
defence of an Established Church, and its 
assaults upon sectarianism, obnoxious to 
the other. Its advocacy of large and 


liberal changes repelled the Conservatives; | 
its severe religious tone displeased the | 


Liberals. If ever, indeed, there 
was a mind intensely English in the practi- 
cal,ethical bent underlying all his studies 
and all his work, it was Arnold’s. His 
powers as an interpreter of Scripture, 
therefore, sprang from his own native in- 
stincts of inquiry and the clear moral sense 
which made him hate confusion of thought 
in all directions.—TULLOCH, JOHN, 1885, 
Movements of Religious Thought in Britain 
During the Nineteenth Century, pp. 42, 48. 


Thoughin my opinion inferior to Whately 
in intellectual power, was far his superior 
in the moral influence which he exercised. 
—OVERTON, JOHN HENRY, 1897, The 
Church in England, vol. u, p. 312. 


Allan Cunningham 
1784-1842 


Born, at Keir, Dumfriesshire, 7 Dec. 1784. Educated at village school. Apprenticed 
to his brother James, stonemason,1795. Wrote songs and verses. To London, April 
1810. Obtained employment from sculptor. Employed on staff of ‘‘The Day’’ to write 
poetry and political reports. Married Jean Walker, 1 July 1811. Acted as secretary 
to Francis Chantrey, 1814-41. Worked at literature in spare time. Contributed to 
“‘Blackwood,’’ 1819-21; to ‘“‘London Magazine;’’ to ‘‘The Popular Encyclopeedia,’’ 
1841. Hdited ‘‘The Anniversary,’’ 1829-30. Presented with Freedom of Dumfries, 
1831. Died, in London, 30 Oct. 1842. Buried at Kensal Green. Works: ‘‘Songs,’’ 
1818; ‘‘Sir Marmaduke Maxwell, etc.,’? 1822; ‘‘Traditional Tales of the English and 
Scottish Peasantry,’’ 1822; ‘‘The Songs of Scotland,’’ 1825; ‘‘Paul Jones,’’ 1826; 
“Sir Michael Scott,’’ 1828; ‘‘The Lives of the most eminent British Painters, etc.”’ 
1829; ‘‘The Maid of Elvar,’’ 1833; ‘‘Biographical and Critical History of the British 
Literature of the last Fifty Years’’ (from ‘‘The Athenzeum’’), 1834; ‘‘The Cabinet 


Gallery of Pictures,’’ 1834; ‘‘Lord Roldan,’’ 1836. Posthumous: ‘‘The Life of Sir | 


David Wilkie’’ (ed. by P. Cunningham), 1843; ‘‘Poems and Songs’’ (ed. by P. Cunning- 


ham), 1847. He edited: ‘‘Burns’ Works,’’ 1834; Pilkington’s ‘‘General Dictionary | 


of Painters,’’ 1840; Thomson’s ‘‘The Seasons,’’ 1841. Life: by David Hogg, 1875. 
—SHARP, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 72. 


PERSONAL anecdotic talk. Right by instinct; has no 


We breakfasted at honest Allan Cunning- 
ham’s—honest Allan—a real and true 
Scotsman of the old cast.—Scort, Sir 
WALTER, 1826, Journal, Nov. 14; Life by 
Lockhart, ch. \xxii. 

Allan Cunningham was with us last 
night. Jane calls him a genuine Dum- 
friesshire mason still; and adds that it is 
delightful to see a genuine man of any 
sort. Allan was, as usual, full of Scottish 


principles or creed that I can see, but ex- 
cellent old Scottish habits of character. 
An interesting man.—CARLYLE, THOMAS, 
1831, Journal, Oct.; Early Life of Thomas 
Carlyle, ed. Froude, vol. u, p. 168. 

Allan has none of that proverbial Scot- 
tish caution about him; he is all heart to- 
gether, without reserve either of expres- 
sion or manner; you at once see the un- 
affected benevolence, warmth of feeling, 
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and firm independence of a man conscious 
of his own rectitude and mental energies. 
—Hoec, Tuomas, 1832, Autobiography, 
p. 464. 

He isa very tall, stout and rustic-looking 
person; and while we were conversing 
together I could not help scanning his 
bulky frame over, to see if I could discover 
the outward visible signs of the poet and 
painter. But with the exception of his 
eye, which is rather expressive, and of a 
dark hazel colour, there is little in his 
looks or demeanour which would indicate a 
first-rate literary man. His conversation, 
however, was very sensible, and he talks 
with ease, and without any of that studied 
and set manner which we see in some dis- 
tinguished men, who always seem, when 
talking even to a single friend in private, 
as if they were delivering an harangue to 
a numerous audience. I should think Mr. 
Cunningham isa plain, honest, unassuming, 
and clever man, and well worthy of the 
reputation he at present enjoys in the 
periodical and lighter literature of the 
day.—BLAKEY, RoBert, 1832, Memoirs, 
ed. Miller, p. 74. 

This very sudden news of poor Allan 
Cunningham’s death has both shocked and 
grieved me. I hada letter from him on 
Friday morning last—I suspect the last he 
wrote—it was in his old cordial, kindly 
tone, but evidently written by an invalid. 
So I sat me down on Saturday night, and 
wrote him a long epistle, urging him to 
come down to Lucy and me for a week, as 
I was quite in hopes a few days’ country 
air and quiet relaxation would do him good. 
I exerted all my powers of persuasion as 
eloquently as I could, of course to no pur- 
pose, for at the very time I was writing he 
wasdying. And so I have lost my old fa- 
vourite—him whom Charles Lamb used to 
call the ‘‘large-hearted Scott’’—and a 
large and warm heart he had of his own.— 
BARTON, BERNARD, 1842, Memoir, Letters 
and Poems, ed. his Daughter, p. 122. 

From the light of a November fire, I 
first saw reflected the dark flashing guerilla 
eye of Allan Cunningham. Dark it was, 
and deep with meaning; and the meaning, 
as in all cases of expressive eyes, was com- 
prehensive, and therefore equivocal. On 
the whole, however, Allan Cunningham’s ex- 
pression did not belie his character, asafter- 
wards made known to me: he was kind, 
liberal, hospitable, friendly ; and his whole 
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natural disposition, as opposed to his ac- 
quired, was genial and fervent. But he had 
acquired feelings in which I,as an English- 
man, was interested painfully. In particu- 
lar, like so many Scotsmen of his original 
rank, he had a prejudice—or, perhaps, 
that is not the word: it was no feeling 
that he derived from experience—it was 
an old Scottish grudge: not a feeling that 
he indulged to his own private sensibili- 
ties, but to his national conscience—a 
prejudice against Englishmen. He loved, 
perhaps, this and that Englishman, Tom 
and Jack; but he hated us English as a 
body: it was in vain to deny it.—DrE 
QUINCEY, THOMAS, 18538, Literary Remi- 
niscences, ch. Xxii. 

He was a tall man, powerful of frame, 
and apparently of an iron constitution. 
Of a genial, kindly, courteous nature, these 
qualities gained for him not only esteem 
but affection, yet to the last he gave the 
idea of a man self-taught, or rather whose 
teacher was Nature ; andhis tongue, always 
when he warmed to a subject, smacked of 
the heather. There is a pile of granite 
reared over his grave in Kensal Green— 
granite from Aberdeen it is true—but it 
would seem more in keeping with the 
memory of Allan Cunningham if daisies 
grew where he was laid: or as his friend 
Theodore Martin wrote, in a noble poem 
that commemorated the burial of Camp: 
bell.: 

“Better after-times should find him— 
To his rest in homage bound, 
Lying in the land that bore him, with its 
glories piled around.’’ 

His admirable wife, the bonnie Jean of his 
earlier poems, rests by his side.—HALL, 
SAMUEL CARTER, 18838, Retrospect of a 
Long Life, p. 400. 

GENERAL 


A man of genius, besides, who only re- 
quires the tact of knowing when and where 
to stop, to attain the universal praise which 
ought to follow it. I look upon the altera- 
tion of ‘‘It’s hame and it’s hame,”’ and ‘‘A 
wet sheet and a flowing sea,’’ as among 
the best songs going. His prose has often 
admirable passages; but he is obscure, 
and overlays his meaning, which will not 
do now-a-days, when he who runs must 
read.—Scort, Str WALTER, 1826, Jour- 
nal, Nov. 14; Life by Lockhart, ch. \xxii. 

Our author’s prose, consisting of a copi- 
ous preface and critical notices, is both 
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florid and pedantic; it continually aspires 
to the vicious affectation of poetry, and 
explains the most common sentiments by 
a host of illustrations and images, thus 
perpetually reminding us of the children’s 
play of ‘‘ What is it like?’ As a poet, 
his fame has long been established, and the 
few original pieces which he has introduced 
into the present collection have the ease 
and natural vivacity conspicuous in his 
former compositions.— PRESCOTT, WILLIAM 
H., 1826, Scottish Song, Biographical and 
Critical Miscellanies, p. 589. 


North—‘‘ Allan Cunningham’s ‘Lives of 
the Painters’—I know not which of the 
two volumes is best—are full of a fine and 
instructed enthusiasm. He speaks boldly, 
but reverentially, of genius, and of men of 
genius; strews his narrative with many 
flowers of poetry; disposes and arranges 
his materials skilfully; and is, in few 
words, an admirable critic on art—an ad- 
mirable biographer of artists.’’—WILSON, 
JOHN, 1830, Noctes Ambrosiane, April. 


I was astonished at the luxuriousness of 
his fancy. It was boundless; but it was 
the luxury of a rich garden overrun with 
rampant weeds. He was likewise then a 
great mannerist in expression, and no man 
could mistake his verses for those of any 
other man. I remember seeing some imi- 
tations of Ossian by him, which I thought 
exceedingly good; and it struck me that 
the style of composition was peculiarly 
fitted for his vast and fervent imagination. 
. . » Mr. Cunningham’s style of poetry is 
greatly changed of late for the better. I 
have never seen any style improved so 
much. Itisfree of all that crudeness and 
mannerism that once marked it so decid- 
edly. Heis now uniformly lively, serious, 
descriptive, or pathetic, as he changes his 
subject ; but formerly he jumbled all these 
together, as ina boiling caldron, and when 
once he began, it was impossible to cal- 
culate where or when he was going to 
end.—Hoae, JAMES, 1832, Autobiography, 
p. 465. 


Does not his name alone recall to your 
recollection many a sweet song that has 
thrilled the bosom of the village maiden 
with an emotion that a princess need not 
blush to own?—AyTouN, WILLIAM ED- 
MONDSTOUNE, 1844, The Burns Festival, 
Memoirs, ed. Martin, p. 108. 


Whether from defective opportunities 
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(he had never, I believe, set his foot in 
Ayrshire), or a failure to apprehend and 
grapple with the difficulties of the subject, 
this honest-hearted writer seems to have 
also failed to produce a work [‘‘Life of 
Burns’’] which could leave nothing to be 
desired. —CHAMBERS, RoBERT, 1850, The 
Life and Works of Robert Burns, Preface, 
vol. I, p. Vi. 

He evidently puts his soul in all that he 
writes, and makes us feel because he feels 
first himself. Some of his smaller poems 
are perfect gems, and his dissertation upon 
the history and peculiarities of Scottish 
song exhibits a prose style of great clear- 
ness, eloquence and power.—CLEVELAND, 
CHARLES D., 18538, English Literature of 
the Nineteenth Century, p. 398. 

Under pretense of collecting a world of 
previously unknown local song from the 
well-gleaned land of Burns and Scott, the 
young man, finding in Cromek (who had 
morenatural taste thanreading or acumen) 
a good subject for the cheat, and a willing 
one,.palmed off, as undoubted originals, a 
whole deskful of his own verse in slightly 
antique mould. Verse, it proved bold, 
energetic, and stirring, or tender, senti- 
mental and graceful; the best of modern 
Scottish songs and ballads since those of 
the Ayrshire peasant, though wide the 
interval !—GILCHRIST, ALEXANDER, 1868, 
Life of William Blake, p. 236. 


The genius of Cunningham, unlike that 
of Hogg was essentially lyrical. It was 
incapable of continued flight, and was best 
evinced in the poetry of songs and ballads, 
where concentration was necessitated, as 
Allen did not know when to hold his hand. 
Scott classed “among the best songs go- 
ing,” “The Wet Sheet and a Flowing Sea,” 
and the touching piece ‘‘It’s Hame, and it’s 
Hame, ’’ which Mrs. Lockhart, his daughter, 
sang so charmingly. The magnificent 
ballad ‘‘Sir Roland Graeme’’ is one of the 
finest specimens of word-painting out of 
Homer, —full of dash, vigour, and energy. 
Then there are ‘‘The Mermaid of Gallo- 
way,’’—which suggested to Hilton, the 
Royal Academician, a picture which once 
formed part of the collection of Sir John 
Fleming Leicester, ‘‘She’s gane to dwell 
in Heaven,’ ‘‘Bonnie Lady Anne,”’ ‘‘The 
Lord’s Marie’”’ and many others, which are, 
in their way, of the very highest order of 
merit. It is, indeed, upon these, and his 
contributions to Cromek’s Relics, that his 
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reputation must rest.—Batrs, WILLIAM, 
1874-98, The Maclise Portrait Gallery of 
Illustrious Literary Characters, p. 186. 
No more genuine Scot could be, either 
in his works or sentiments, than Allan 
Cunningham, “‘honest Allan,’’ one of those 
men, peasant-born and but barely edu- 
cated, who, by dint of something which we 


_ must call genius, though not great enough 


to reach an exalted rank, have made their 
way out of the fields and workshops into 
the world of literature. Nothing but a 
spark of a divinity uncontrollable and sub- 
ject to no laws, which, like the winds, 
goes ‘‘where it listeth,’’? could account 
for the appearance here and there of such 
a simple and stalwart figure, in regions so 
different from those which brought him 
forth. Allan Cunningham was all the 
more remarkable that he had not only 
brought out of a gardener’s cottage enough 
of the faculty of Song to find him a place 
in the poetic records of his country, but 
also out of the stonemason’s yard some 
perception of art which made him capable 
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of becoming the trusty assistant and head 
workman of a great sculptor. His con- 
nection with Chantrey is still more re- 
markable than his connection with litera- 
ture, for art exacts a harder apprentice- 
ship than has ever been required for 
authorship.— OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. 
W., 1882, The Literary History of Eng- 
land, X VII-XIX Century, vol. i, p. 164. 


Cunningham began—following a taste 
very rife at the time—with imitated, or 
to speak plainly, forged ballads; but the 
merit of them deserved on true grounds 
the recognition it obtained on false, and 
he became a not inconsiderable man of 
letters of all work. His best known prose 
work is the ‘‘Lives of the Painters.’’ In 
verse he is ranked, as a song writer in 
Scots, by some next to Burns, and by few 
lower than Hogg. Some of his pieces, 
such as ‘‘Fair shines the sun in France,’’ 
have the réal, the inexplicable, the irresist- 
ible song-gift. — SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 
1896, A History of Nineteenth Century 
Iiterature, p. 108. 


William Maginn 
17938-1842 


Born at Cork, 10th July 1793, and educated at Trinity College, Dublin, at twenty 
six took his LL. D., taught in Cork for ten years, and in 1823 removed to London. 
His first of many contributions to Blackwood’s Magazine—a Latin translation of ‘‘Chevy 
Chase’’—appearedin 1819. In 1828 he joined the staff of the Standard, and he was 
one of the originators of Fraser’s Magazine in 1830. He wrote his ‘‘Shakespeare 
Papers’’ for Blackwood in 1837, and in 1840 began his ‘‘Magazine Miscellanies.’’ His 
life was irregular, and he was often in jail for debt. He died 21st August 1842. His 
‘“‘Whitehall, or the Days of George IV’’ (1827), is a parody on the historical novel ; 


“«John Manesty’’ (1844) was completed after his death by Charles Ollier. 


His ‘‘Homeric 


Ballads’? were published in 1849. A collection of his papers was edited by R. S. 


Mackenzie (New York, 1855-57), and his ‘‘Miscellanies’’ by Montagu (1885). 
PATRICK AND GROOME, eds., 1897, Chambers’s Biographical Dictionary, p. 620. 


PERSONAL 


I wish I had it in my power to show you 
in any way how deeply I and my friends 
feel indebted to you. I have no wish you 
should give up your incognito unless you 
find it perfectly agreeable to do so; but I 
hope you some day will, or at all events 
that you will point out to me how I can 
make you any return for all your kind- 
nesses. It isnot merely that it would give 
me satisfaction were you to allow me to 
offer you the remuneration we make to our 
ordinary contributors; but the hearty 
good will with which you enter into the 
very spirit of ‘‘Maga’’ lays me under a 


weight of obligation which I cannot repay 

you.—BLacKwoop, WILLIAM, 1820, Let- 

ter to Maginn, William Blackwood and 

His Sons, ed. Oliphant, vol. 1, p. 377. 

Here early to bed lies kind William Maginn, 

Who with genius, wit, learning, life’s tro- 
phies to win, 

Had neither great lord nor rich cit of his kin, 

Nor discretion to set himself up as to tin. 

So his portion soon spent, like the poor heir 
of Lynn, 

He turned author while yet was no beard on 
his chin. 

And whoever was out or whoever was in, 

For your Tories his fine Irish brains he 
would spin, 
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Who received rhyme and prose with a prom- 
ising grin: 

«*Go ahead, you queer fish, and more power 
to your fin!”’ 

But to save from starvation stirred never a 


pin. 

Light for long was his heart, though his 
breeches were thin ; 

But at last he was beat, and sought help from 
the bin 

(All the same to the Doctor, from claret to 


in), 

Which ea swiftly to gacl, with consumption 
within: 

It was much, when the bones rattled loose in 
his skin, 

He got leave to die here, out of Babylon's din. 

Barring drink and the girls, I ne’er heard of 
asin: 

Many worse, better few, than bright broken 
Maginn. 

—LOCKHART, JOHN GIBSON, 1842, On the 

Death of William Maginn. 

His manners, devoid of all affectation, 
simple and unstudied, were singularly 
engaging. No robe of reserve did he 
draw round him, like too many men of 
celebrity, whose silence is perhaps the best 
safeguard of their fame. None of these 
absurd misanthropic monkey airs, which 
almost established the reputation of Byron, 
and certainly veiled the poverty of his 
mind, did he ever display. He maintained 
a certain boyishness of heart and character 
to the very last, and though his knowledge 
of mankind was extensive and accurate, 
he could be as easily deceived, as if he 
were only araw youth. There was a snowy 
candor in his manner, which lent a perfect 
charm to all hesaid and did, and the most 
unlettered person felt as much at ease in 
his company as the most learned.—KEN- 
EALY, EDWARD VAUGHAN Hypkg, 1844, 
William Maginn, Dublin University Maga- 
zine, vol. 23, p. TT. 

In person, Dr. Maginn was rather under 
the middle stature, slight in figure, active 
in motion, and very natural in manners. 
He was gray at the age of 26, and, during 
his last ten years, was almost white—ex- 
hibiting the peculiarity of bright, keen 
eyes, and youthful features with the hoary 
locks of age.—MACKENZIE, R. SHELTON, 
1854, ed., Noctes Ambrosiane, Memoir of 
William Maginn, p. xii. 

To him the gossip of the modern world 
was as familiar as the learning of the 
ancient. From, some organic defect of 
utterance his speech was occasionally 
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hesitating ; yet when his words came forth 
they were full of meaning—always pleas- 
ant, often wise. It cannot, however, be 
denied he was best of a morning,—the 
double excitement of the table and the talk 
was sometimes too much for him.— 
KNIGHT, CHARLES, 1868, Passages of a 
Working Life During Half a Century, 
p. 265. 

What can be therefore more sad than to 
survey, however imperfectly, this profit- 
less and broken career; and know that, 
after all, one so variously and rarely gifted, 
—of learning so profound and extensive, — 
who, in philosophy was pronounced by 
Dr. Moir, ‘‘abler than Coleridge,’’ in 
satire, declared by Macnish ‘‘equal to 
Swift,’’— as a political writer, termed by 
another great authority, ‘‘the greatest in 
the world,’’—as a companion, remembered 
by Charles Knight as ‘‘one of the pleasant- 
est and most improving of his visitors,’’— 
whose intellect, as the “‘Modern Pythago- 
rean’’ wrote ‘‘adorned every theme that it 
touched,’’—who was characterized by his 
biographer, Kenealy, ‘‘as a scholar, per- 
haps the most universal of his time,—far 
more various in his learning than Voltaire, 
far more profound and elegant than John- 
son,’’—of whose ‘‘abilities as a writer and 
a conversationalist, and excellent nature 
as a man,’’ Maclise could not find ‘‘words 
powerful enough to convey his opinion, ’’?— 
whom Richard Oastler, who was his com- 
panion in the Fleet, styled ‘‘the brightest 
star of intellectual light,’’—to whom the 
able editor of the ‘‘Homeric Ballads’’ said 
the ‘‘celebrated eulogy of Parr on Fox so 
perfectly applied that it seemed to have 
been written for him,’’—and who was 
described to Sir Robert Peel by the friend 
who wrote to that illustrious statesman on 
behalf of the dying man, as ‘‘an individual 
of exhalted genius, the most universal 
scholar, perhaps, of the age, and as good, 
and kind, and gentle- hearted a being as ever 
breathed ;’’—should perish in the very 
prime and flower of life; and this, as we 
must infer, from his own imprudences in 
great measure ;—and be indebted to the 
munificence of a stranger for the support 
of his last days, and the means of decent 
burial.—BatEs, WILLIAM, 1874-98, Mac- 
lise Portrait Gallery of Illustrious Liter- 
ary Characters, p. 41. 


A literary Swiss who readily sold him- 
self to any buyer, or to two buyers at the 
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same time—one being Tory, the other 
Whig. . . Maginn came to London 
in 1823 24° with as large a ‘‘stock-in- 
trade’’ of knowledge as was ever brought 
by one man from Ireland to England; yet 
it was profitless and almost fruitless. His 
profound learning, extensive reading, his 
familiarity with ancient and modern lan- 
guages, his ready and brilliant wit, were 
utterly ineffectual in achieving for him in- 
dependence or fame. He had an 
awkward impediment of speech, not quite 
a stutter; and soon after he achieved re- 
pute, his countenance, never very expres- 
sive, and certainly not handsome, assumed 
the terrible character that self-indulgence 
never fails to give. He is an example of 
the men who could fight for the shadow, 
while utterly ignoring the substance of 
honor, and is one of the shames as well as 
one of the glories of Literature. No.doubt 
the fertile source of his misery was drink. 
He was always drunk when he could obtain 
the means of intoxication; consequently 
he seldom put pen to paper in a condition 
of entire sobriety, and sometimes did not 
know what he wrote.—HALL, SAMUEL 
CARTER, 1883, Retrospect of a Long Life, 
pp. 68, 69. 

“The Adjutant ;’’ ‘‘ Ensign ;”’‘*The Mod- 
ern Rabelais ;’’ ‘‘Odoherty ;’’ ‘‘Peter Mac- 
Grawler ;’’ ‘‘The Prince of Pedagogues;’’ 
“‘The Standard Bearer.’’—FREY, ALBERT 
R.; 1888, Sobriquets and Nicknames, 
p. 436. 

Maginn’s biographers, S. C. Hall ex- 


cepted, have dealt kindly with him, but. 


his character is scarcely a more agreeable 
spectacle than his life. His dissipation 
might be forgiven, but it is not so easy to 
overlook the discredit he brought upon the 
profession of letters by his systematic 
want of principle, his insensibility to the 
courtesies and amenities of life, in a word, 
by the extreme debasement of his stand- 
ard in everything but scholarship. Thack- 
eray’s portrait of him as ‘‘Captain Shan- 
don’’ in ‘‘Pendennis’’ is probably the best 
which we possess; the vague encomiums 
of his other friends, Lockhart’s epitaph 
excepted, seem mainly prompted by good 
nature. —GARNETT, RICHARD, 18938, Dizc- 
tionary of National Biography, vol. Xxxv, 
p. 322. 

We are by no means proud of the part 
Maginn took in the Magazine, nor of him- 
self or the connection so speedily formed, 
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and to place him immediately after the 
Great Twin Brethren who formed it is too 
honourablea place. But there was no one 
of the contributors who had for a number 
of years so much to do with ‘‘Maga,’” or 
who wore her colours with more apparent 
devotion: and his history, never written 
at any length or deserving to be so, is full 
of the tragic contrast—so often, alas! to 
be found in the lives of self-ruined men— 
of brilliant and careless youth and a 
maturity miserable and shameful. He was 
turned, indeed, into Captain Shandon, a 
picture insome respects too good for him, 
by Thackeray ; and Lockhart for one had 
a lingering affection for him all through, 
and wrote him a tragico-jesting epitaph. 
But he has never had any justice, as who 
of his kind ever has? He was not a bad 
man: he was full of generous and friendly 
impulses, wit,and sometimes wisdom: but 
so spoilt and hampered by other qualities 
that every promise ended in the mean and 
squalid misery of a nature fallen, fallen, 
fallen from its high estate. Such a man 
cannot have justice from the world, 
scarcely even pity. It is almost immoral 
to be sorry for him, or to remember that 
once he was young and an emblem of all 
that was joyous, delightful, and gay.— 
OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. W., 1897, Wil- 
liam Blackwood and His Sons, vol. 1, p.3863. 
GENERAL 

Originality, the distinctive attribute 
of genius, he possessed in no ordinary 
degree; and whether we examine his criti- 
cisms or his maxims, grave or gay, his 
translations or his songs, his tales or his 
humorous compositions, we shall find that 
to no one preceding writer is he much in- 
debted for his mode of thought and style. 
He resembles Aristophanes, or Lucian, or 
Rabelais, more perhaps than any modern 
author; he has the same keen and delicate 
raillery, the withering sarcasm, the strange 
and humorous incident, the quaint learn- 
ing, the bitter scorn of quackery and im- 
posture, the grave and laughable irony, 
the profound and condensed philosophy of 
this illustrious triad; but the grossness 
and obscenity, the loose and depraved 
sentiments, the utter defiance of modesty 
and decorum, which their ordinary imita- 
tors substitute for wit and wisdom, he 
does not possess in the slightest degree. 
Nothing can be more sly than his satire— 
nothing, when he wishes it, more terrific 
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or more scathing; but it is always clothed 
in the robe of decency, and does not ever 
disgust. Even Swift has not equalled him 
in sarcasm, though in the power of irony 
he may be entitled to more praise, as hav- 
ing preceded Maginn.—KENEALY, ED- 
WARD VAUGHAN Hyp5, 1844, Walliam 
Maginn, Dublin University Magazine, vol. 
23, p. T4. 

Why are not his essays collected? Who 
holds them back from an expectant public? 
He wrote whea our periodical literature 
was in its zenith; yet he bore away the 
palm; and his clear, firm hand might be 
discerned amid a host of inferior writers. 
There was no mistaking that emphatic, 
pure, and stately English of his. No 
modernwriter in periodicals has ever given 
to satire a less repulsive form of personal- 
ity. No private venom seemed to direct 
the powerful pen which spared not Affecta- 
tion and lashed Presumption till she bled 
to death.—THOMSON, KATHERINE, 1854, 
Recollections of Literary Characters, vol. 
I, p. 4. < 

It is, to be sure, enviable praise to be 
associated with so brilliant a name as 
Swift; but, much as we admire the writings 
of the Dean, we must in justice say that 
they are far short of those of Maginn, for 
Swift was morose and cynical and austere, 
Maginn was kind and gentle and child-like. 
Swift’s whole conversation was irony or 
sarcasm; Maginn’s was entirely genial and 
anecdotical, and free from bitterness. — 
Truss, JOHN, 1874, Anecdote Lives of the 
Later Wits and Humourists, vol. u, p. 158. 


One of the most brilliant of the band of 
magazine writers to whom Blackwood first 
afforded a medium—younger than the 
great critics of the reviews, more dashing 
but less serious, who in one way never 
reached the level of Jeffrey, but in another 
surpassed and excelled him. . . . 
Maginn was, if anything, less scrupulous 
than the original coterie of Edinburgh, 
the compilers of the Chaldee Manuscript: 
and he had not only an excellent style, 
but an easy and powerful command of 
classical subjects, than which nothing is 
more effective and telling in periodical 
literature. A bit of brilliant translation, 
an adaptation from Homer, a scrap of 
Horace, lightly turned into contemporary 
use, is everything to the light gallop of a 
slashing article, and confers on the writer 
a position which the world immediately 
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appreciates, and the less learned envy. 
Everybody will remember Captain Shandon, 
in ‘‘Pendennis,’’ peppering his sentences 
with learned extracts from old Burton. 
Maginn, unfortunately, had many features 
like those of Shandon, and like him lived 
a distracted life from luxury to misery, 
through prisons and disreputable hidings, 
and every vicissitude that poverty, and 
levity and bad habits and an unstable mind 
produce.—OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. W., 
1882, Literary History of England, X VIII- 
XIXth Century, vol. WU, pp. 217, 218. 

The man who seldom wrote except in 
company and generally in the midst of 
tumult, who in the middle of a sentence 
would relieve the strain of thought by 
throwing himself back in his chair and 
telling a humorous story, and who then 
would suddenly break off in his talk and 
resume his pen, could not possibly con- 
centrate his powers for the production of 
steady continuous work.—Montacu, R. 
W., 1885, Miscellanies by William Ma- 
ginn, Memoir, p. xvi. 

Nevertheless it is doubtful whether 
Maginn can be regarded as a ‘‘wasted 
genius;’’ for if he had really anything 
serious to say which would have been of 
much interest to humanity at large, surely 
here or there some note of it would have 
been apparent in his current work. But 
we look in vain for anysuchsign. Jokes 
innumerable and excellent, parodies many 
and first-rate, paraphrases from Horace of 
much wit and ingenuity, we find indeed; 
but all these were humorous reflections in 
the current with which he and his fame 
were swept away. His translations show 
more stability ; and if we take his Homeric 
ballads and put them beside his translation 
from Vidocq we must admit an unusually 
wide range of literary sympathy. But 
the light of these is reflected; and though 
it is impossible to deny him originality or 
imagination, both of these required a 
stimulus from some other mind to set them 
in action. It was not when alone with his 
own thoughts, but when he was parodying 
Coleridge or Shelley, that he was in most 
danger of ‘‘dropping into poetry.’’— 
MONKHOUSE, Cosmo, 1886, The Academy, 
vol. 29, p. 86. 

His faculties were undoubtedly extraor- 
dinary ; they were those of anaccomplished 
scholar grafted on a brilliant improvisa- 
tore, the compound constituting a perfectly 
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ideal magazinist. Hxuberant to the verge 
of extravagance, he could provide inex- 
haustible entertainment on any number 
of topics; his humour made the most 
ephemeral trifles interesting for the 
moment, and his learning and critical dis- 
crimination gave weight to hismore serious 
disquisitions. His extreme facility inevit- 
ably prejudiced him as anartist. He has 
left only two works of imagination perfect 
in their respective styles : ‘‘The City of the 
Demons,’’ and ‘‘Bob Burke’s Duel with 
Ensign Brady,’’ perhaps the raciest. Irish 
story ever written. Half a dozen more 
like it would have won hima high reputa- 
tion.—GARNETT, RICHARD, 1893, Diction- 
ary of National Biography, vol. xxxv, 
p. 322. 

All the persons hitherto mentioned in 
this chapter appear by undoubted right 
in any history of English Literature: it 
may cause a little surprise to see that of 
Maginn figuring with them. Yet his 
abilities were scarcely inferior to those of 
any; and he was kept back from sharing 
their fame only by infirmities of character 
and by his succumbing to that fatal 
Bohemianism which, constantly recurring 
among men of letters, exercised its attrac- 
tions with special force in the early days 
of journalism in this century. = 
The collections of Maginn’s work are any- 
thing but exhaustive, and the work itself 
suffers from all the drawbacks, probable 
if not inevitable, of work written in the 
intervals of carouse, at the last moment, 
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for ephemeral purposes. Yet it is instinct 
witha perhaps brighter genius than the 
more accomplished productions of some 
much more famous men. The Homeric 
Ballads, though they have been praised by 
some, are nearly worthless; and the longer 
attempts in fiction are not happy. But 
Maginn’s shorter stories in Blackwood’s, 
especially the inimitable ‘‘Story without a 
Tail,’’ are charming; his more serious 
critical work, especially that on Shake- 
speare, displays a remarkable combination 
of wide reading, critical acumen, and sound 
sense; and his miscellanies in prose and 
verse, especially the latter, are character- 
ised by a mixture of fantastic humour, 
adaptive wit, and rare but real pathos and 
melody, which is the best note of the 
specially Irish mode. It must be said, 
however, that Maginn is chiefly important 
to the literary historian as the captain of 
a band of distinguished persons, and as ina 
way the link between the journalism of the 
first and the journalism of the second third 
of the century.—SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 
1896, History of Nineteenth Century Lit- 
erature, pp. 203, 204. 


Thackeray has immortalised him in 
Captain Shandon; but if he had the weak- 
nesses of that well-known character he had 
certainly all his cleverness and more than 
all his accomplishments. For Maginn’s 
more serious articles show no inconsider- 
able learning; while his best humorous 
articles are simply excellent.—WALKER, 
Hucu, 1897, The Age of Tennyson, p. 70. 


John Banim 
1798-1842 


Born, at Kilkenny, 3 April 1798. Educated at private schools, 1802-10; at Kil- 
kenny Coll., 1810-13. In 1813 to Dublin, to study drawing in Academy of Royal 
Dublin Society. Returned to Kilkenny, 1815. To Dublin 1820, to adopt literary 
career. Contrib. to ‘‘Limerick Evening Post’’ and other periodicals. ‘‘Damon and 
Pythias’’ produced at Covent Garden, 28 May 1821. Married Ellen Ruth, 27 Feb. 
1822. ‘‘O’Hara’’ tales planned with brother Michael, 1822. To London, March 
1822. On staff of ‘‘Literary Register,’’ July 1822 to May 1823. Ill health began, 
1828. Tragedy, ‘‘The Prodigal,’’ accepted for Drury Lane, but not pertormed. 
Took his wife to France, and returned to London early in 1825. ‘‘Tales by the 
0’ Hara Family,’’ written in collaboration with brother, first appeared April 1825. At 
Eastbourne, 1827; at Sevenoaks, 1827-29. To Blackheath, April 1829; to Boulogne, 
Aug. 1829, owing to ill-health. Wrote for magazines and theatre. Attacked by 
cholera, 1832. To Paris, 1833. Lower limbs paralyzed. Moved to London, thence 
to Dublin, 1835. Benefit performance in Dublin Theatre, 21 July 1835. To Kilkenny 
in Sept. 1835. Pension of £190 per annum, 1836. Tragedy ‘‘Sylla’’ (written in 
1827), produced in Dublin, June 1837. Died, 13 Aug. 1842. Works: ‘‘The Celt’s 
Paradise,’’ 1821; ‘‘Damon and Pythias,’’ 1821; ‘‘Letter to the Committee appointed 
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to appropriate a fund for a national testimonial, etc.,’’ 1822; ‘*Revelations of the 
Dead-Alive’’ (anon.), 1824; ‘‘The Fetches’’ and collaboration in ‘‘John Doe,” in 
“Tales by the O’Hara Family’’ (anon.), 1825; ‘‘The Nowlans’’ and collaboration in 
‘‘Peter of the Castle,’’ in ‘Tales by the O’Hara Family,’’ 2nd series (anon.), 1826; 
“The Boyne Water’’ (anon.), 1826; ‘‘The Anglo-Irish of the Nineteenth Century”’ 
(anon.), 1828; ‘“‘The Denounced’’ (anon.), 1830; ‘‘Chaunt of the Cholera,’’ (with M. 
Banim; anon.), 1831; ‘‘The Smuggler’’ (anon.), 1831; ‘‘The Bit 0’ Writin’’ (with M. 
Banim; anon.), 1838. Posthwmous : ‘‘London and its Hecentricities in the year 2023”’ 
(anon.), 1845. Life: by P. J. Murray, 1857.—SuHarp, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A 


Dictionary of English Authors, p. 15. 
PERSONAL 


During the twelve months succeeding 
this day Banim merely existed. The whole 
system seemed shattered. His head ached 
so violently, that in his paroxysms of pain 
his body rocked with an involuntary motion 
so violently that as his head rested upon 
his mother’s breast it required all the 
latter’s strength to curb the violent sway- 
ing of thesufferer. ‘‘Itseemed,”’ he said, 
‘“as if the brain were surging through the 
skull from rear to front and from front to 
rear alternately.’’ Helostall anxiety for 
his profession, or for literature ; no occupa- 
tion could interest him; he could rarely be 
induced to leave the house; and when he 
did go abroad he quickly became wearied ; 
he seldom spoke: and thus his first love 
laid the seeds of that frightful suffering 
which during the greater part of his exist- 
ence rendered him one of the most miser- 
able of men. The three nights of suffer- 
ing and exposure to which at Anne D—’s 
decease he was subjected broke down the 
stamina of life, and left him at twenty 
years of age a victim to spinal disease, 
which but a few years later reduced him 
to a crippled body, whilst gifted with a 
mind active as ever genius possessed ; his 
fate indeed was harder than that of Tanta- 
lus. “‘No day passed without its 
term of suffering. For at two, or at most 
three hours after retiring to bed, he 
might, with the assistance of opiates, for- 
get himself in sleep; he was sure to awake, 
however, after a short repose, screaming 
loud from the torture he suffered in his 
limbs, and along his spine; the attack con- 
tinuing until exhaustion followed, suc- 
ceeded by, not sleep, but lethargy of some 
hours’ continuance. This was not an oc- 
casional visitation, but was renewed night 
after night. It was not during the hours 
of darkness only that he suffered—fre- 
quently the pains came on in the day-time, 
—after he endured them all night long, if 
the weather lowered, or the atmosphere 


pressed heavily, they were present in the 
day: to say nothing of his decrepitude, 
few of his hours were free from agony.” — 
Murray, PATRICK JOSEPH, 1858, The Life 
of John Banim. 
GENERAL 

Theauthor of the ‘‘O’ Hara Tales’’ stands 
pre-eminent among the delineators of Irish 
character, and quite distinct from the 
mere painters of Irish manners. He goes 
to the very heart and soul of the matter. 
He isneither the eulogist nor the vilifier, 
neither the patronizing apologist, nor the 
caricaturist of his countrymen, but their 
true dramatic historian. Fiction such as 
his, is truer than any history because it 
deals not only in facts and their causes, 
but with the springs of motive and action. 
It not only details circumstances, but 
probes into and discovers the living ele- 
ments on which circumstances operate. 
His Irishmen are not strange, unaccount- 
able creatures, buf members of the great 
human family, with a temperament of their 
own, marking a peculiar race, and his Irish 
women are in especial drawn with the 
utmost truth and depth of feeling. He 
knows well the sources of those bitter 
waters which have converted the impul- 
sive, generous, simple-minded, humorous, 
and irascible race with whom he has to 
deal,into lawless ruffians, or unprincipaled 
knaves. He loves to paint the national 
character in its genial state, ardent in love, 
constant in friendship, with a ready tear 
for the mourner, and a ready laugh for the 
reveller, overflowing with gratitude for 
kindness, with open hand and heart, and 
unsuspicious as a child; and reversing the 
picture, to show that same character 
goaded by oppression and contemptuous 
injustice, into a cruel mocking demon in 
human form, or intu some reckless, liber- 
tine, idle, hopeless, tattered rascal. The 
likeness cannot be disputed. The descrip- 
tion carries internal evidence with it. 
Whoever has been in Ireland remembers 
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illustrations of it, and begins to discover 
the how and the why of things which before 
puzzled him.—Horng, RICHARD HENRY, 
1844, A New Spirit of the Age, p. 271. 

Of acertainty the tales of Mr. Banim 
were purely original. They had no pre- 
cursors either in our language or in any 
other, and they produced accordingly the 

sort of impression, more vivid than dur- 
able, which highly-colored and deeply- 
shadowed novelty is sure to make on the 
public mind. But they are also intensely 
national. They reflect Irish scenery, Irish 
character, Irish crime, and Irish virtue, 
with a general truth which, in spite of 
their tendency to melo-dramatic effects, 
will keep them fresh and life-like for many 
a day after the mere fashion of the novel 
of the season shall be past and gone. The 
last of his works, especially, ‘‘Father 
Connell,’’ contains the portrait of a parish 
priest, so exquisitely simple, natural, and 
tender, that in the whole range of fiction 
I know nothing more charming.—Muir- 
FORD, MARY RUSSELL, 1851, Recollections 
of a Literary Life, p. 21. 

Less imaginative and refined than 
Griffin,and wholly wanting in his humour, 
Banim was constituted to see the peasant 
only on his passionate and tragic side— 
only as he existed in storm and tumult, or 
the prostrations of deep distress ; and with 
the special end he had in view—to rouse 
attention to his rustic subject—it cannot 
be doubted that his limitation was an en- 
largement of hispower. It was the source 
of that intensity with which he reproduced 
the terrible struggles and convulsions of 
rural life, and lifted their sad realities up 
to the level of romance.—BERNARD, 
BAYLE, 1874, The Life of Samuel Lover, 
p. 190. 

Banim had little humor, and his descrip- 
tions are often too detailed and elaborate ; 
but, on the other hand, he possessed a 
vivid fancy, patriotic fervor, and great 
intellectual vigor. . . . They are among 
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the most hearty, direct, and graceful 
specimens of epistolary correspondence in 
English literature. There is about them a 
simplicity, easy dash, and pointed brevity 
for which we look in vain among the letters 
of other famous authors.—MuRRAY, JOHN 
O’KANE, 1877-84, Lessons in English Lit- 
erature, p. 3638. 

Although his poems are few, John Banim 
is one of the most national and powerful 
of the Irish poets. —WILLIAMS, ALFRED 
M., 1881, ed., The Poets and Poetry of 
Ireland, p. 259. 

He delineated the national character in 
a striking manner, and his pictures of the 
Irish peasantry will doubtless live for many 
generations. . . . Full justice has been 
done to the realistic powers of Banim, one 
English critic acknowledging that he 
united the truth and circumstantiality of 
Crabbe with the dark and gloomy power of 
Godwin; while in knowledge of Irish char- 
acter, habits, customs, and feeling, he was 
superior even to Miss Edgeworth or Lady 
Morgan. Had Banim possessed the hearty 
humour of a Lover or a Lever, he would 
have been saved from many of his literary 
excesses. Asa delineator of life in the 
higher ranks of society, Banim conspicu- 
ously failed; his strength lay in his vigor- 
ous and characteristic sketches of the Irish 
peasantry, and these in their light and 
shade have something of the breadth and 
the strong effects of Rembrandt.—SmIru, 
GEORGE BARNETT, 1885, Dictionary of 
National Biography, vol. m1, p. 116. 

Where his songs are at all tolerable, 


‘they are full of fire and feeling, and 


written with a quite natural simplicity and 
strength. Such are the pieces here quoted. 
His chief fault is his general disregard of 
metrical laws. . His ‘‘Soggarth 
Aroon’’ is one of the most popular of Irish 
poems, and has found a place in many 
anthologies. —O’ DoNoGHUB, D. J., 1900, 
A Treasury of Irish Poetry, eds. Brooke 
and Rolleston, p. 106. 


William Hone 
1780-1842 
A London publisher, and subsequently an Independent minister in Eastcheap, pub- 


lished several curious works. 
ment,’’ and many political pieces. 
Jack Built,’’ ran through fifty editions. 


Among these were ‘‘The Apocryphal New Testa- 
One of the latter, ‘‘The Political House that 
Hone is generally known, however, by his 


three miscellaneous publications, ‘‘The Every-day Book,’’ ‘‘The Table Book,’’ and 
“«The Year Book.’’—Hart, JouN S., 1872, A Manual of English Literature, p. 503. 
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PERSONAL 


I went again to the King’s Bench, Guild- 
hali. Lord Ellenborough sat to-day. I 
was curious to see how he would succeed 
where Abbott had failed, and whether he 
could gain a verdict on Hone’s second trial 
after a former acquittal. Hone was evi- 
dently less master of himself before Ellen- 
borough than before Abbott, and perhaps 
would have sunk in the conflict, but for 
the aid he received from the former 
acquittal. He pursued exactly the same 
course as before. This charge was for 
publishing a parody on the Litany, and it 
was charged both as an anti-religious and 
a political libel; but the Attorney-General 
did not press the political count. After a 
couple of hours’ flourishing on irrelevant 
matter, Hone renewed his perusal of old 
parodies. On this Lord Mllenborough said 
he should not suffer the giving them in 
evidence. This was said in such a way 
that it at first appeared he would not suffer 
them to be read. However, Hone said, if 
he could not proceed in his own way he 
would sit down, and Lord Ellenborough 
might send him to prison. He then went 
on as before. Several times he was 
stopped by the Chief Justice, but never to 
any purpose. Hone returned to the offen- 
sive topic, and did not quit it till he had 
effected his purpose, and the judge, baffled 
and worn out, yielded to the prisoner.— 
ROBINSON, HENRY CRABB, 1817, Diary, 
Dec. 19; Diary, Reminiscences and Corre- 
spondence, ed, Sadler, vol.1, p. 375. 


We went into a little parlor where the 
funeral party was, and God knows it was 
miserable enough, for the widow and 
children were crying bitterly in one corner, 
and the other mourners (mere people of 
ceremony, who cared no more for the dead 
man than the hearse did) were talking 
quite coolly and carelessly together in 
another; and the contrast was as painful 
and distressing as anything I ever saw. 
There was an independent clergyman pres- 
ent, with his bands on and a Bible under 
his arm, who, as soon as we were seated, 
addressed C[ruikshank] thus, in a loud, 
emphatic voice: ‘‘Mr. C., have you seena 
paragraph respecting our departed friend, 
which has gone the round of the morning 
papers?’’ ‘‘Yes, sir,’’ saysC., ‘‘I have:’’ 
looking very hard at me the while, for he 
had told me with some pride coming down 
that it was his composition. ‘‘Oh!’’ said 
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the clergyman. 


sult to me, who am the servant of the 
Almighty, but an insult to the Almighty, 
whose servant lam.’’ ‘‘How is that, sir?’ 
says C. 
paragraph, ’’ 
Mr. Hone failed in business as a book- 
seller, he was persuaded by me to try the 
pulpit; which is false, incorrect, un- 
christian, in a mannner blasphemous, and 
in all respects contemptible. Let us 
pray.”’ 
breath,I give you my word, he knelt down, 


as we all did, and began a very miserable 
Iwas | 


jumble of an extemporary prayer. 
really penetrated with sorrow for the 
family (he exerted himself zealously for 
them afterward, as the kind-hearted C. 
also did), but when C., upon his knees and 
sobbing for the loss of an old friend, 
whispered me that “‘if that wasn’t a clergy- 
man, and it wasn’t a funeral, he’d have 


punched his head,’’ I felt as if nothing — 


but.convulsions could possibly relieve me. 
—DICKENS, CHARLES, 
Prof. Felton. 

1 knew him well, and respected him for 
warmth of heart, kindness of disposition, 
and strength of head; but he was most im- 
provident and indiscreet in the manage- 
ment of money affairs. Had these been 
placed in the charge of an honest, good 


accountant, William Hone might have lived | 


to be a rich man, and died a happy one. 
—ReEEs, THOMAS, 1853, Reminiscences of 
Interary London, p. 103. 


I have bought books from Hone when || 
he kept the book-seller’s shop; had coffee 
from him when he kept the eating-house; | 
and listened to one of his wearisome ser- | 


mons when he turned preacher. 


Hone was a small and insignificant- looking | 


man: mild, kindly, conciliatory in manner, 
the very opposite of the traditional dema- 
gogue. He must have read a vast deal; 
there is evidence of that in his memorable 
defences as well as in the books he edited 
and bequeathed as valuable legacies to 
posterity. These books contain very little 
indeed to which objection can be urged, 
either on moral, political, or religious 
grounds. It is clear that in later life he 
abjured much, if not all, hostility to those 
personages and institutions against whom 
and which in his earlier career he had 
directed his envenomed attacks. The evil 


“‘Then you will agree | 
with me, Mr. C., that it is not only an in- | 


“It is stated, Mr. C., in that | 
says the minister, ‘“‘that when | 


With which, and in the same 


1842, Letter to 
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he did was almost atoned for by the 
good he accomplished; if the one is 
forgotten let the other be remembered, 
and the verdict of posterity be recorded 
as ‘‘forgiven’’ on the stone that covers 
the dust of a very remarkable, and I be- 
lieve, conscientious man.—HALL, SAMUEL 
| CarTER, 1883, Retrospect of a Long Life, pp. 

320, 321. 


Hone had twelve children, nine of whom, 
together with his widow, survived him. 
The ‘‘Quarterly Review’’ naturally styled 
Hone ‘‘a wretch as contemptible as he is 
wicked,’’ and ‘‘a poor illiterate creature.” 
. . . Hone wasa thoroughly honest and 
conscientious man, and deserves to be re- 
membered for his sacrifices on behalf of the 
freedom of the press and cheap literature. 
There is a portrait of him in stipple by 
Rogers from a drawing by Cruikshank. 
Towards the end of his life (1833) he is 
said to have been ‘‘rather corpulent, 
dressed very plainly; and his lofty fore- 
head, keen eye, grey and scanty locks, and 
very expressive countenance, commanded 
respect.’’ —TrppprR, H. R., 1891, Dic- 
tionary of National Biography, vol. XXVU, 
p. 245. 

GENERAL 
I like you, and your book, ingenuous Hone! 

In whose capacious all-embracing leaves 
The very marrow of tradition ’s shown; 

And ail that history—much that fiction— 

“weaves. 
By every sort of taste your work is graced. 

Vast stores of modern anecdote we find, 
With good old story quaintly interlaced— 

The theme as various as the reader’s mind. 
Rome’s lie-fraught legends you so truly 

paint— 

Yet kindly,—that the half-turn’d Catholic 
Scarcely forbears to smile at his own saint, 

' And cannot curse the candid heretic. 
Rags, relics, witches, ghosts, fiends, crowd 
your page; 

Our father’s mummeries we well-pleased 

behold, 
And, proudly conscious of a purer age, 

Forgive some fopperies in the times of old. 
Verse-honouring Phoebus, Father of bright 

Days, 
Must needs bestow on you both good and 
many, 
Who, building trophies of his Children’s 
praise, 
Run their rich Zodiac through, not miss- 
ing any. 
Dan Phoebus loves your book—trust me, 
friend Hone— 

The title only errs, he bids me say: 
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For while such art, wit, reading, they are 
shown, 
He swears, ’tis not a work of every day. 


—LAMB, CHARLES, 1825, To the Editor 
of the “Hvery-Day Book.” 

By-the-by, I have brought Hone’s 
““Every-day Book’’ and his ‘‘Table Book,’’ 
and am sorry I had not seen them before 
my ‘‘Colloquies’’ were printed, that I 
might have given him a hearty good word 
there. I have not seen any miscellaneous 
books that are so well worth having ; brim- 
ful of curious matter, and with an abund- 
ance of the very best wood-cuts. Poor 
fellow, he outwent the march of intellect; 
and I believe his unwearied and almost un- 
paralleled industry has ended in bank- 
ruptcy. I shall take the first opportunity 
of noticing these books; perhaps it will 
be in Allan Cunningham’s periodical.— 
SOUTHEY, ROBERT, 1880, Letter to Henry 
Taylor, Lifeand Correspondence, ed. Southey, 
ch. Xxxiil. 

His later publications were useful and 
valuable, as calculated to combine amusing 
with good historical, topographical, and 
antiquarianinformation. They were ‘‘The 
Every-Day Book,’’ ‘‘The Year Book,’’ 
“‘The Table Book,’’ and ‘‘Ancient Mys- 
teries.”’ Never, perhaps, was political 
and personal satire, irony, ridicule, bur- 
lesque, caricature, sarcasm, and unflinching 
temerity of language and graphic repre- 
sentation carried to such a pitch as in his 
once-popular pamphlets, which, with the 
exalted and illustrious personages repre- 
sented and ridiculed, are now scarcely to 
be described in the haze of distance. Had 
there not been gross delinquency and bad 
conduct in the parties satirized, and also 
palpable originality and talent in the 
author and the artist, these publications 
would not have attained their surprising 
and unprecedented popularity. — REEs, 
THOMAS, 18538, Reminiscences of Literary 
London, p. 108. 

His ‘‘Every-Day Book’’ (1826), ‘‘Table 

Book’’ (1827-8), and ‘‘ Year Book’’ (1829) 
are full of out-of-the-way information, and 
are still read with pleasure, more espe- 
cially when it is remembered that Lamb 
took part in their preparation. 
Hone at least deserves admiration for 
possessing the courage of his opinions, and 
in the history of Radicalism his name has 
an honourable place. —SANDERS, LLOYD 
C., ed., 1887, Celebrities of the Century, 
PpLoM seo (2. 
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Thomas Hamilton 
1789-1842 
Born at Glasgow, 1789: died at Pisa, Italy, Dec. 7, 1842. A Scottish author, 


brother of Sir William Hamilton (1788-1856). 


He wrote ‘‘Cyril Thornton’’ (1827), 


‘‘Annals of the Peninsular Campaign’’ (1829), ‘‘Men and Manners in America’’ (1888). 
—Smitu, BENJAMIN E., ed., 1894-97, The Century Cyclopedia of Names, p. 477. 


PERSONAL 

Mr. Hamilton exhibited a remarkable 
union of scholarship, high breeding, and 
amiability of disposition. To the habitual 
refinement of taste which an early mastery 
of the classics had produced, his military 
profession and intercourse with society had 
added the ease of the man of the world, 
while they had left unimpaired his warmth 
of feeling and kindliness of heart. Amidst 
the active services of the Peninsular and 
American campaigns, he preserved his 
literary tastes; and, when the close of the 
war restored him to his country, he seemed 
to feel that the peaceful leisure of a 
soldier’s life could not be more appropri- 
ately filled up than by the cultivation of 
literature. The characteristic of his mind 
was rather a happy union and balance of 
qualities than the possession of any one in 
excess; and the result was a peculiar com- 
posure and gracefulness, pervading equally 
his outward deportment and his habits of 
thought.—Moir, GrorGE, 1843, Death 
of Thomas Hamilton, Blackwood’s Maga- 
zine, vol. 58, p. 280. 


GENERAL 

As for Tom Hamilton, the resources of 
his mind, the brilliancy of his wit, and the 
play of his fancy, are quite uncommon. 
“Cyril Thornton’’ is certainly a work of 
great ability, though by no means what I 
should have expected from him.—GRANT, 
ANNE, 1831, Letiers, Jan 17; Memoir and 
Correspondence, ed. Grant, vol. I, p. 218. 

It (‘Men and Manners in America’’ | is 
undoubtedly as we have said, in point of 
literary execution, one of the best that 
have yet appeared upon the United States. 
The style is not deficient in strength or 
spirit, and evinces at times a remarkable 
power of description, as in the passages 
on the Falls of Niagara and the river Miss- 
issippi. On the other hand, it is far from 
being uniformly so pure and correct as 
might be wished,—is often unpardonably 
coarse, and is pervaded throughout by an 
affected pertness and a silly air of preten- 
sion, which are offensive from the begin- 
ning, and finally become by repetition 


completely nauseous. . . Thata spirit 
of unjust depreciation is the one that pre- 
dominates in his work, is—as we shall 
have occasion abundantly to show—very 
certain. — EVERETT, ALEXANDER HILL, 
1834, North American Review, vol. 38, 
pp. 211, 218. 


The only work of fiction which he has 
given to the public certainly indicates high 
powers both of pathetic and graphic de- 
lineation; but the qualities which first and 
most naturally attracted attention, were 
rather his excelling judgment of charac- 
ter, at once just and generous, his fine 
perception and command of wit and quiet 
humour, rarely, if ever, allowed to deviate 
into satire or sarcasm, and the refinement, 
taste, and precision with which he clothed 
his ideas, whether in writing or in con- 
versation. From the boisterous or ex¢ 
travagant he seemed instinctively to re- 
coil, both in society and in taste. ‘ 
The ‘‘ Annals of the Peninsular Campaign’’ 
had the merit of clear narration, united 
with much of the same felicity of style; 
but the size of the work excluded that full 
development and picturesque detail which 
were requisite to give individuality to its 
pictures. His last work was ‘‘Men and 
Manners in America,’”’ of which two Ger- 
man and one French translations have 
already appeared; a work eminently char- 
acterized by a tone of gentlemanly feeling, 
sagacious observation, just views of 
national character and institutions, and 
their reciprocal influence, and by tolerant 
criticism; and which, so far from having 
been superseded by recent works of the 
same class and on the same subject, has 
only risen in public estimation by the com- 
parison.—Moir, GEORGE, 1843, Death of 
Thomas Hamilton, Blackwood’s Magazine 
vol. 58, p. 280. 


It was at Chiefswood that the greater 
part of ‘‘The Life and Manhood of Cyril 
Thornton’’ was written. It appeared in 
1827, and was most favourably received. 
The sketches of college, military, and 
civic life are drawn with great vividness. 
The portraiture, in particular, of former 
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Glasgow manners, is, whether overdrawn 
or not, one of the raciest bits of writing in 
the language.— VEITCH, JOHN, 1869, Mem- 
oir of Sir William Hamilton, p. 129. 


He visited America, and wrote a lively 
ingenious work on the New World, entitled 
“Men and Manners in America,’’ 1833. 
Captain Hamilton was one of the many 
travellers who disliked the peculiar cus- 
toms, the democratic government, and 
social habits of the Americans; and he 
spoke his mind freely, but apparently in a 
spirit of truth and candour.—CHAMBERS, 
ROBERT, 1876, Cyclopedia of English 
Interature, ed. Carruthers. 

Hamilton’s novel ‘‘Cyril Thornton’’ ap- 
peared in 1827. Apart from its consider- 
able merits as a work of fiction, it remains 
a bright and valuable record of the writ- 
er’s times, from his early impressions on 
Scottish university life and Glasgow 
citizens—when as yet he could call Govan 
“a pretty and rural village’’—on to his 
varied military experiences. 2) His 
“*Men and Manners in America’’ appeared 
in 1833. Here his fund of humour and 
his genial satire—characteristics that 
struck Carlyle in his interviews with him 
in 1832-3—found scope, but his fun, if 
occasionally extravagant, was never un- 
fair, nor were his criticisms directed by 
prejudice or charged with  ill-nature. 
The book was popular, and in ten years 
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had been translated once into French and 
twice into German.—BAYNE, THOMAS, 
1890, Dictionary of National Biography, 
vol. XXIV, p. 213. 

No doubt the novel of ‘‘Cyril Thornton’’ 
has in time past owed much of its popu- 
larity to its varied action and frequently 
shifting scene, and if we are to judge it 
now on literary grounds we have no choice 
but to acknowledge that a great portion of 
its interest has perished. Still, there re- 
main a few admirable passages, and in this 
particular instance the lines of cleavage 
between true and false are marked with 
peculiar distinctness. For the book may 
be described asfragments of autobiography 
embedded in a paste of romance. Now 
imagination was by no means Hamilton’s 
strong point; his fancy was neither very 
happy nor very abundant, and when he 
essays character-painting on an important 
scale— as in the case of old David Spreull, 
the conventional eccentric but beneficient 
uncle of the story, and his faithful servant 
Girzy, he is as deficient in anything like 
true insight as he is in lightness of touch. 
But though his fiction is of this heavy 
quality, he could present to admiration 
what he himself had seen and taken part 
in, and from time to time he has thought 
fit to do so, with excellent effect.—Douc- 
LAS, SIR GEORGE, 1897, The Blackwood 
Group (Famous Scots), p. 153. 


Robert Southey 
1774-1843 


1774—Born, August 12th, in Bristol. 


Expelled from Westminster School, for printing an article upon flogging. 
1794—Studies medicine for a short time. 


Oxford University. 


poems, the joint work of himself and Robert Lovell. 
1795—Marries Miss Edith Fricker, privately. Goes 


racy, with Coleridge and others. 
to Lisbon with his uncle. 
lives with his wife in Bristol. 


1788—A scholar at Westminster. 


Publishes ‘‘Joan of Arc.’’ 
1797—Resides in London, in order to study law. 


1792— 
1793—Enters 
Publishes a volume of 
Leaves Oxford. Plans a Pantisoc- 


1796—Returns to England, and 


1800—Goes to Lisbon with his wife. 1801-—Returns to England. Publishes ‘‘Thalaba.’’ 


Becomes private secretary to the Irish Lord Chancellor of the Exchequer. 
Lives at Bristol with his wife. 


Resigns his position as Secretary. 


1802— 
1803—Takes his 


wife to Greta Hall, at Keswick. 1805—Publishes ‘‘Madoc.’’ 1807—Receives a pension 


of two hundred pounds per annum. 
Quarterly Review.”’ 
of ‘‘The History of Brazil.’’ 
of Nelson.’’ 


“‘The Life of Wesley.”’ 
to Parliament, but declines to serve. 
lishes ‘*The Doctor.’ 
offered to him by Sir Robert Peel. 


1814—Publishes ‘‘Roderick.”’ 
sketch, written in Southey’s youth, is published, without his consent. 

1824—Publishes ‘‘The Book of the Church.”’ 
1829—Publishes ‘‘Colloquies.’”’ 
1835—Publishes ‘‘The Life of Cowper.”’ 
Receives an addition of 300/. per annum to his 


1809—Contributes to the first numbers of ‘‘The 
1810—Publishes the ‘‘Curse of Kehama,’’ and the first volume 
1813—Becomes Poet Laureate. 


Publishes ‘‘The Life 
1817—‘‘Wat Tyler,’’ a revolutionary 
1820—Publishes 
1826—Elected 

1834—Pub- 
Declines a baronetcy, 
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pension. 1837—His wife dies. 


1839—Marries Miss Catherine Bowles. 


ROBERT SOUTHEY 


1843—Dies, 


March 21st.—Mason, Epwarp T., 1885, Personal Traits of British Authors, Byron- 


Landor, p. 214. 
PERSONAL 


Literature is now Southey’s trade; he 
is a manufacturer, and his workshop is his 
study,—a very beautiful one certainly, 
but its beauty and the delightful environs, 
as well as his own celebrity, subject him 
to interruptions. His time is his wealth, 
and I shall therefore scrupulously abstain 
from stealing any portion of it.—ROBIN- 
SON, HENRY CRABB, 1816, Diary, Sept. 9; 
Diary, Reminiscences and Correspondence, 
ed. Sadler, vol. 1, p. 340. 

Bob Southey! You’re a poet—Poet-Laureate, 

And representative of all the race, 
Although ’tis true that you turn’d out a 

Tory at 

Last—yours has lately been a common 

case,— 

And now, my Epic Renegade! whatare ye at? 
With all the Lakers, in and out of place? 
—Byron, Lorn, 1819, Don Juan, Dedi- 

cation. ~ 

He is certainly an extraordinary man, 
one of those whose character I find it 
difficult to comprehend, because I hardly 
know how such elements can be brought 
together, such rapidity of mind with such 
patient labour and wearisome exactness, 
so mild a disposition with so much nervous 
excitability, and a poetical talent so ele- 
vated with such an immense mass of 
minute, dull learning. —TIcKNoR, GEORGE, 
1819, Journal; Life, Letters and Journals, 
vol. I, p. 286. 

His figure is rather tall and slim, but 
apparently muscular, and has altogether 
anair of gentility aboutit. He has nothing 
whatever about him of the stiffness or 
awkwardness of a great student; but, on 
the contrary, were he a mere ordinary 
person, I should describe him as a genteel- 
looking man, possessing much natural 
elegance, or even grace. But his head 
and countenance bespeak the poet. His 
hair is black, and bushy, and strong, and 
gives him a bold, free, and even dignified 
look; his face is sharp; his nose high; 
and his eyes, without having that piercing 
look which is often felt to be disagreeable, 
because too searching, inthe eyes of men 
of genius, are, without any exception, the 
most acute and intelligent I ever beheld. 
Yet I believe he is near-sighted; and this 
seems to have given him a habit of ele- 
vating his face when he speaks, as if he 


were looking up, which brings all his fea- 
tures fully before you, and seemed to me 
to impart to his whole demeanour a singu- 
lar charm of sincerity and independence. 
His voice seemed to me at first to be shrill 
and weak, and perhaps it is so, but there 
is in it a kind of musical wildness, which 
I could not help considering to be charac- 
teristic of the author of ‘‘Thalaba;’’ and 
when he chanced to recite a few lines of 
poetry it became quite empassioned.— 
LOCKHART, JOHN GIBSON (PHILIP KEMP- 
FERHAUSEN), 1819, Letters from the Lakes, 
Blackwood’s Magazine, vol. 4, p. 401. 


Sir,—You have done me an unfriendly 
office, without perhaps much considering 
what you were doing. You have givenan 
ill name to my poor lucubrations. In a 
recent paper on Infidelity, you usher in a 
conditional commendation of them with 
an exception; which, preceding the en- 
comium, and taking up nearly the same 
space with it, must impress your readers 
with the notion, that the objectionable 
parts in them are at least equal in quantity 
to the pardonable. The censure is in fact 
the criticism; the praise—a concession 
merely. Exceptions usually follow, to 
qualify praise or blame. But there stands 
your reproof, in the very front of your 
notice, in ugly characters, like some bug- 
bear, to frighten all good Christians from 
purchasing. Through you I become an 
object of suspicion to preceptors of youth, 
and fathers of families. ‘‘A book which 
wants only a sounder religious feeling to 
be as delightful as it is original.’’ With 
no further explanation, what must your 
readers conjecture, but that my little 
volume is some vehicle for heresy or in- 
fidelty? . . . You have never ridiculed, 
I believe, what you thought to be religion, 
but you are always girding at what some 
pious, but perhaps mistaken folks, think 
to be so. For this reason, I am sorry to 
hear that you are engaged upon a life of 
George Fox. . . . You pick up pence by 
showing the hallowed bones, shrine, and 
crucifix; and you take money a second 
time by exposing the trick of them after- 
wards. You carry your verse to Castle 
Angelo for sale ina morning ; and, swifter 
than a peddler can transmute his pack, you 
are at Canterbury with your prose ware 
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before night.—LAMB, CHARLES, 1828, 
Letter to Southey, The Tombs in the Abbey, 
Works, ed. Shepherd, pp. 174, 176, 177. 


Mr. Southey, as we formerly remem- 
ber to have seen him, had a hectic flush 
upon his cheek, a roving fire in his eye, a 
falcon glance, a look at once aspiring and 
dejected—it was the look that had been 
impressed upon his face by the events that 
marked the outset of his life, it was the 
dawn of Liberty that still tinged his cheek, 
asmile betwixt hope and sadness that still 
played upon his quivering lip. . . . 
Mr. Southey is not of the court, courtly. 
Every thing of him and about him is from 
the people. He is not classical, he is not 
legitimate. He is not a man cast in the 
mould of other men’s opinions: he is not 
shaped on any model : he bows to no author- 
ity: he yields only to his own wayward 
peculiarities. He is wild, irregular, 
singular, extreme. He is no formalist, 
not he! All is crude and chaotic, self- 
opinionated, vain. He wants proportion, 
keeping, system, standard rules. He is 
not teres et rotundus. Mr. Southey walks 
with his chin erect through the streets of 
London, and with an umbrella sticking out 
under his arm, in the finest weather. He 
has not sacrificed to the Graces, nor studied 
decorum. With him everything is pro- 
jecting, starting from its place, an episode, 
a digression, a poetic license. He does 
not move in any given orbit, but like a 
falling star, shoots from his sphere. He 
is pragmatical, restless, unfixed, full of 
experiments, beginning everything a-new, 
wiser than his betters, judging for 
himself, dictating to others. He is decid- 
_ edly revolutionary. He may have given 
up the reform of the State: but depend 
upon it, he has some other hobby of the 
same kind. Mr. Southey’s con- 
versation has a little resemblance to a 
common-place book; his habitual deport- 
ment to a piece of clock-work. He isnot 
remarkabie either as a reasoner or an ob- 
server: but he is quick, unaffected, replete 
with anecdotes, various and retentive in 
his reading, and exceedingly happy in his 
play upon words as most scholars are who 
give their minds this sportive turn. We 
have chiefly seen Mr. Southey in company 
where few people appear to advantage, we 
mean inthatof Mr.Coleridge. He has not 
certainly the same range of speculation, 
nor the same flow of sounding words, but 
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he makes up by the detail of knowledge, 
and by a scrupulous correctness of state- 
ment for what he wants in originality of 
thought, or impetuous declamation.— 
HAZLITT, WILLIAM, 1825, The Spirit of the 
Age. 


He is in person above the middle size, 
but slender, with something of the stoop 
and listless air of an habitual student. A 
retiring forehead, shaded in part by thick 
curled hair, already gray; strongly marked 
arching eyebrows; uncommonly full, dark 
eyes, blue I incline to think; a thin but 
very prominent nose; a mouth large and 
eloquent, and a retreating but well- 
defined chin.—GriFFIN, EDMUND Dorr, 
1831, Remains, Compiled by Francis Griffin. 


Now hurried we home, and while taking 

our tea 

We thought—Mr. Southey at Church we 
might see! 

Next morning, the church how we wished to 
be reaching! 

I’m afraid ’twas as much for the poet as 
preaching! 


Howe’er I forgave,—’deed I scarcely did 
know it, 

For really we were ‘‘ cheek-by-jowl ’’ with 
the poet! 

His hair was no colour at all by the way, 

But half of’t was black, slightly scattered 
with grey; 

His eyes were as black as a coal, but in turn- 
ing 

They flashed, ay, as much as that coal does 
in burning! 

His nose in the midst took a small outward 
bend, 

Rather hooked like an eagle’s, and sharp at 
the end; 

But his dark lightning eye made him seem 
half inspired, 

Or like his own Thalaba, vengefully fired. 

We looked, and we gazed, and we stared in 
his face; 

Marched out at a slow-stopping, lingering 
pace ; 

And as towards 
walked, 

Of his face, and his form, and his features 
we talked. 

—RUSKIN, JOHN, 1831, The Iteriad. 


My first interview with Mr. Southey 
was at the Queen’s Head Inn, in Keswick, 
where I had arrived, wearied, one evening, 
on my way to Westmoreland; and not 
liking to intrude on his family circle that 
evening, | sent a note up to Greta Hall, 
requesting him to come down and see me. 


Keswick delighted we 
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He came on the instant, and stayed with 
me about an hour anda half. But I was 
aggrieved as well as an astonished man, 
when I found that he refused all participa- 
tion in my beverage of rum punch. For 
a poet to refuse his glass was to me a 
phenomenon; and I confess I doubted in 
my own mind, and doubt to this day, if 
perfect sobriety and transcendant poetical 
genius can exist together. . . . Before 
we had been ten minutes together my heart 
was knit to Southey, and every hour there- 
after my esteem for him increased. . . . 
Southey certainly is as elegant a writer 
as any in the kingdom. But those who 
would love Southey as well as admire him, 
must see him, as I did, in the bosom, not 
only of one lovely family, but of three, all 
attached to him as a father, and all 
elegantly maintained and educated, it is 
generally said, by his indefatigable pen. 
The whole of Southey’s conversation and 
economy, both at home and afield, left an 
impression of veneration on my mind, 
which no future contingency shall ever 
either extinguish or injure. Both his 
figure and countenance are imposing, and 
deep thought is strongly marked in his 
dark eye; but there is adefect in his eye- 
lids, for these he has no power of raising, 
so that when he looks up he turns up his 
face, being unable to raise his eyes; and 
when he looks towards the top of one of 
his romantic mountains, one would think 
he was looking at the zenith. This pecu- 
liarity is what will most strike every 
stranger in the appearance of the accom- 
plished laureate. He does not at all see 
well at a distance, which made me several 
times disposed to get into a passion with 
him, because he did not admire the scenes 
which I was pointing out.—Hoae, JAMES, 
1832, Autobiography. 


There was . . . an habitual delicacy in 
his conversation, evidencing that cheerful- 
ness and wit might exist without ribaldry, 
grossness, or profanation. He neither 
violated decorum himself, nor tolerated it 
in others. I have been present when a 
trespasser of the looser class has received 
a rebuke, I might say a castigation, well 
deserved, and not readily forgotten. His 
abhorrence also of injustice, or unworthy 
conduct, in its diversified shapes, had all 
the decision of a Roman censor ; while this 
apparent austerity was associated, when 
in the society he liked, with so bland and 
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playful a spirit, that it abolished all con- 
straint, and rendered him one of the most 
agreeable, as well as the most intelligent 
of companions.—CoTTLe, JOSEPH, 1837- 
47, Reminiscences of Coleridge and Southey, 
fi, PPS. 
Ye vales and hills whose beauty hither drew 
The poet’s steps, and fixed him here, on you 
His eyes have closed! And ye, loved books, 
no more 
Shall Southey feed upon your precious lore, 
To works that ne’er shall forfeit their re- 
nown, 
Adding immortal labours of his own— 
Whether he traced historic truth, with zeal 
For the State’s guidance, or the Church’s 
weal, 
Or Fancy, disciplined by studious art, 
Informed his pen, or wisdom of the heart, 
Or judgments sanctioned in the Pattiot’s 
mind ; 
By reverence for the rights of all mankind. 
—WoRDSWORTH, WILLIAM, 18438, Inscrip- 
tion for a Monument in Crosthwairte Church 
in the Vale of Keswick. 


Southey’s house, which lies at a little 
distance from the town of Keswick, on the 
way to Bassenthwaite water, is a plain 
stuccoed tenement, looking as you ap- 
proach it almost like a chapel, from the 
apparent absence of chimneys. Standing 
upon the bridge over the Greta which 
crosses the high-road here, the view all 
round of the mountains, those which lie 
at the back of Southey’s house Skiddaw 
being the chief, and those which lie in 
front, girdling the lake of Derwentwater, 
is grand and complete. From this bridge 
the house lies at the distance of a croft, 
or of three or four hundred yards, on an 
agreeable swell. In front, that is, between 
you and the house, ascends toward it aset of 
homelike crofts, with their cut hedgesand a 
few scattered trees. When Southey went 
there, and I suppose for twenty years 
after, these were occupied as a nursery 
ground, and injured the effect of the im- 
mediate environs of the house extremely. 
Nothing now can be more green and agree- 
able. On the brow of the hill, if it can 
be called so, stand two stuccoed houses; 
the one nearest to the town, and the 
largest, being Southey’s.—Howirr, WIL- 
LIAM, 1847, Homes and Haunts of the Most 
Eminent British Poets, vol. 1, p. 269. 


His domestic affections were warm; his 
domestic temper venerable and sweet; his 
self-denial and benevolence for the sake 
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of the erring and the helpless were a life- 
long protest against the injurious laxity 
which enters into our estimate of the 
morals of genius. He was eminently 
happy in his life-long toils. He loved 
labor for itself, and he loved the subjects 
on which he toiled; and his conscience, 
nice as it was, could not but be satisfied 
and gratified at the spectacle of the aid 
and solace which, by his labors, he was 
able to give beyond his own family, to some 
who had no natural claim on him for sup- 
port. In the spectacle of his social and 
domestic virtues, all remembrance of a 
bitter political and religious spirit may 
well be sunk. He was not a man qualified 
to have opinions, strictly so called. He 
could not sympathise in any views but 
those immediately held by himself; and 
the views which he most quarreled with 
were usually those which had been, no 
long time before, virulently held by him- 
self. —MARTINEAU, HARRIET, 1849, A His- 
tory of the Thirty Years’ Peace, A. D. 
1815-1846, vol. Iv, p. 428. 


His forehead was very broad; his height 
was five feet eleven inches; his complexion 
rather dark, the eyebrows large and 
arched, the eye well shaped and dark 
brown, the mouth somewhat prominent, 
muscular, and very variously expressive, 
the chin small in proportion to the upper 
features of hisface. Healways, while in 
Keswick, wore a cap in his walks and partly 
from habit, partly from the make of his 
head and shoulders, we never thought he 
looked well or like himself in a hat. He 
was of a very spare frame, but of great 
activity, and not showing any evidence of 
a weak constitution. My father’s counte- 


nance, like his character, seems to have 


softened down from a certain wildness of 
expression to a more sober and thought- 
ful cast; and many thought him a hand- 
gomer man in age than in youth; his eye 
retaining always its brilliancy, and . . 

his countenance its play of expression. 
Though he did not continue to let his hair 
hang down onhisshoulders according to the 
whim of his youthful days, yet he always 
wore a greater quantity than is usual; 
and once, on his arrival in town, Chantrey’s 
first greetings to him were accompanied 
with an injunction to go and get his hair 
cut. When I first remember it, it was 
turning from a rich brown to the steel 
shade, whence it rapidly became almost 


snowy white, losing none of its remarkable 
thickness, and clustering in abundant 
curls over his massive brow.—SourTHEY, 
CHARLES CUTHBERT, 1849-50, Life of 
Southey, ch. xxxii. 

Never in the course of my existence 
have I known a man so excellent on so 
many points. What he was asason,is now 
remembered by few; what he was asa 
husband and a father, shows it more 
clearly than the best memory could repre- 
sent it. The purity of his youth, the in- 
tegrity of his manhood, the soundness of 
his judgment, and the tenderness of his 
heart, they alone who have been blest with 
the same qualities can appreciate. And 
who are they? Many with one,some with 
more than one, nobody with all of them in 
the like degree. So there are several who 
possess one quality of his poetry; none 
who possess the whole variety. . . . 
Conscience with Southey stood on the other 
side of Enthusiasm. What he saw, he 
said; what he found, he laid open. —LAn- 
DOR, WALTER SAVAGE, 1850, To the Rev. 
C. Cuthbert Southey, Fraser’s Magazine, 
vol. 42, pp. 647, 649. 

Some people assert that genius is incon- 
sistent with domestic happiness, and yet 
Southey was happy at home and made his 
home happy, he not only loved his wife 
and children though he was a poet, but he 
loved them better because he was a poet. 
He seems to have been without taint of 
worldliness. London with its pomps and 
vanities, learned coteries with their dry 
pedantry, rather scared than attracted 
him. He found his prime glory in his 
genius, and his chief felicity in home 
affections. I like Southey.—BrontsE, 
CHARLOTTE, 1850, Letter to W. S. Wil- 
liams, April 12; Charlotte Bronté and her 
Circle, ed. Shorter, p. 399. 

How great and how good a man he was! 
how fine a specimen of the generosity of 
fabor! Giving so largely, so liberally, so 
unostentatiously, not from the superfluities 
of an abundant fortune, but from the hard- 
won earnings of his indefatigable toil! 
Some people complain of his change of 
politics; and I, for my own particular 
part, wish very heartily that he had been 
content with a very moderate modification 
of opinion. But does not the violent re- 
publicanism of youth often end in the 
violent toryism of age? Does not the 
pendulum, very forcibly set in motion, 
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swing as far one way as it has swung the 
other? Does not the sun rise in the east 
and set in the west? As to his poetry, 
I suspect people of liking it better than 
they say. . Never was aman more 
beloved by all who approached him. Even 
his peculiarities, if he had any, were genial 
and pleasant.—MiTFoRD, MArRy RUSSELL, 
1851, Recollections of a Literary Life. 

His long and valuable works advanced 
slowly, because he always had different 
tasks on hand, and like a thorough-bred 
man of business, could at any time turn 
from one to another; but they advanced 
unremittingly ; they were not scrawled and 
patched up invité Minerva, careless of 
all but the citizen’s only object, to ob- 
tain immediate pelf ; but they were finished 
so as to gain the author’s approbation in 
the first place. Among his minor pecul- 
iarities I cannot but remember how in his 
unequalled calligraphy, he revived the 
accomplishment of monastic scribes in the 
middle ages, and how in divers instances 
he completed a long MS., bound it hand- 
somely, and kept it for years on his shelves, 
before hethought of publication. Laboripsa 
voluptas erat, even without one particle of 
pecuniary gain.—GILLIES, ROBERT PEARCE, 
1854, Memoirs of a Literary Veteran. 


His hair [in 1839] was black, and yet his 
complexion was fair; his eyes I believe to 
be hazel and large; but I will not vouch for 
that fact: his nose aquiline; and he has a 
remarkable habit of looking up into the 
air, as if looking at abstractions. The 
expression of his face was that of a very 
acute and aspiring man. So far, it was 
even noble, as it conveyed a feeling of a 
serene and gentle pride, habitually familiar 
with elevating subjects of contemplation. 
And yet it was impossible that this pride 
could have been offensive to anybody, 
chastened as it was by the most unaffected 
modesty ; and this modesty made evident 
and prominent by the constant expression 
of reverence for the great men of the age 
(when he happened to esteem them such), 
and for all the great patriarchs of our 
literature. The point in which Southey’s 
manner failed the most in conciliating 
regard was in all which related to the ex- 
ternal expressions of friendliness. No 
man could be more sincerely hospitable— 
no man more essentially disposed to give 
up even his time (the possession which he 
most valued) to the service of his friends. 
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But there was an air of reserve and dis- 
tance about him—the reserve of a lofty, 
self-respecting mind, but, perhaps, a little 
too freezing—in his treatment of all per- 
sons who were not among the corps of his 
ancient fireside friends. Still,even towards 
the veriest strangers, it is but justice to 
notice his extreme courtesy in sacrificing 
his literary employments for the day, what- 
ever they might be, to the duty (for such 
he made it) of doing the honours of the 
lake and the adjacent mountains. P 
Were it to his own instant ruin,I am satis- 
fied that he would do justice and fulfil his 
duty under any possible difficulties, and 
through the very strongest temptations to 
do otherwise. For honour the most 
delicate, for integrity the firmest, and for 
generosity within the limits of prudence, 
Southey cannot well have a superior.— 
DE QUINCEY, THOMAS, 1854, Autobiog- 
raphy from 1803 to 1808, Collected Writ- 
ings of Thomas De Quincey, vol. I, pp. 
317, 327. 

In associating with Southey, not only 
was it necessary to salvation to refrain 
from touching his books, but various rites, 
ceremonies, and usages must be rigidly 
observed. At certain appointed hours 
only was he open to conversation; at the 
seasons which had been predestined from 
all eternity for holding intercourse with 
his friends. Every hour of the day had 
its commission—every half-hour was as- 
signed to its own peculiar, undeviating 
function. The indefatigable student gave 
a detailed account of his most painstaking 
life, every moment of which was fully 
employed and strictly pre-arranged, to a 
certain literary Quaker lady. ‘‘I rise at 
five throughout the year; from six till 
eight I read Spanish; then French for one 
hour; Portuguese next, for half an hour, 
—my watch lying on the table; I give two 
hours to poetry; I write prose for two 
hours; I translate so long; I make ex- 
tracts so long,’’ and so of the rest until 
the poor fellow had fairly fagged himself 
into his bedagain. ‘‘And, pray, when dost 
thou think, friend?’’ she asked, dryly, to 
the great discomfiture of the future 
Laureate.—Hocc, THOMAS JEFFERSON, 
1858, The Life of Percy Bysshe Shelley, 
vol. U, p. 27. 


An English worthy, doing his duty for 
fifty noble years of labour, day by day stor- 
ing up learning, day by day working for 
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scant wages, most charitable out of his 
small means, bravely faithful to the calling 
which he had chosen, refusing to turn from 
his path for popular praise or princes’ 
favour; I mean Robert Southey. We have 
left his old political landmarks miles and 
miles behind; we protest against his dog- 
matism; nay, we begin to forget it and 
his politics; but I hope his life will not be 
forgotten, for it is sublime in its simplicity, 
its energy, its honour, its affection! In 
the combat between Time and Thalaba, I 
suspect the former destroyer has con- 
quered; Kehama’s curse frightens very 
few readers now; but Southey’s private 
letters are worth piles of epics, and are 
sure to last among us as long as kind hearts 
like to sympathize with goodness and 
purity and love and upright life. —THAck- 
ERAY, WILLIAM MAKEPEACE, 1861, George 
the Fourth, The Four Georges. 


Southey was a man well up in the fifties ; 
[1885, was sixty-one] hair gray, not yet 
hoary, well setting off his fine clear-brown 
complexion; head and face both smallish ; 
as indeed the figure was while seated ; 
features finely cut; eyes, brow, mouth, 
good in their kind; expressive all, and 
even vehemently so, but betokening rather 
keenness than depth either of intellect or 
character ; a serious, human, honest, but 
sharp almost fierce-looking thin man, with 
very much of the militant in his aspect, — 
in the eyes especially was legible a mixture 
of sorrow and of anger, or of angry con- 
tempt, as if his indignant fight with the 
world had not yet ended in victory, but also 
never should in defeat. Southey 
at last completely rose from his chair to 
shake hands: he had only half-risen and 
‘nodded on my coming in; and all along I 
had counted him a lean little man;. but 
now he shot suddenly aloft into a lean tall 
one; all legs, in shape and stature like a 
pair of tongs, —which peculiarity my sur- 
prise doubtless exaggerated to me, but 
only made it the more notable and enter- 
taining. . . . Had again more than once 
to notice the singular readiness of the 
blushes, —amiable red blush, beautiful like 
a young girl’s, when you touched genially 
the pleasant theme; and serpent-like flash 
of blue or black blush (this far, very far 
the rarer kind, though it did recur, too), 
when you struck upon the opposite. . . . 
Now blushing, under his gray hairs, rosy 
like a maiden of fifteen; now slaty almost, 
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like arattle-snake, or fiery serpent. How 
has he not been torn to pieces long since, 
under such furious pulling this way and 
that? He must have somewhere a great 
deal of methodic virtue in him; Isuppose, 
too, his heart is thoroughly honest, which 
helps considerably !—CaRLYLE, THOMAS, 
1867, Southey, Reminiscences, ed. Norton, 
vol. U, pp. 279, 281, 284. 

A man so lovable,so pure-hearted, sound- 
hearted, manly, tender, and true.—JAcox, 
FRANCIS, 1872, Literary Society, Aspects 
of Authorship, p. 159. 

I never met any literary man who so 
thoroughly answered my expectations as 
Southey. His face is at once shrewd, 
thoughtful, and quick, if not irritable, in 
its expression; a singular deficiency of 
space in its lower portion, but no deficiency 
of feature or expression; his manner cold, 
but still ; in conversation, bland and gentle, 
and not nearly so dogmatic as his writings 
would lead one to imagine.—CHORLEY, 
HENRY FOTHERGILL, 1873, Autobiography, 
Memoirs and Letters, vol. 1, p. 277. 

He wrought in his place day after day, 
season after season. Hesubmitted to the 
good laws of use and wont. He grew 
stronger, calmer, more full-fraught with 
stores of knowledge, richer in treasure of 
the heart. Time laid its hand upon him 
gently and unfalteringly: the bounding 
step became less light and swift; the 
ringing voice lapsed into sadder fits of 
silence; the raven hair changed to a snowy 
white; only still the indefatigable eye ran 
down the long folio columns, and the in- 
defatigable hand still held the pen—until 
all true life had ceased. . . . What makes 
the life of Southey eminent and singular, 
is its unity of purpose,its persistent devo- 
tion to a chosen object, its simplicity, 
purity, loyalty, fortitude, kindliness, truth. 
—DownrEn, Epwarp, 1880, Southey (Lng- 
lish Men of Letters), p. 80. 

IT knew Southey only in London, meeting 
him more than once at the house of Allan 
Cunningham. Iwish I had known more of 
him, for in my heart and mind he holds a 
place higher than is held by any other 
great man with whom I have been ac- 
quainted. Tome, he is the beau-ideal of 
the Man of Letters; a glory to his calling 
to whom all succeeding authors by pro- 
fession may point back with pride. Not 
only was his life one of diligent and fruit- 
ful labor; it was marked by almost every 
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manly virtue that may combine to crowna 
king of men. If we look at his public 
career we find it distinguished throughout 
by industry, energy, rigid integrity, and 
noble pride—the pride of a Sidney of the 
pen, whose aim before all things was to 
keep his honor stainless. We turn to his 
private life, and all we learn of it shows 
to us Southey as a devoted husband, a 
judicious and affectionate father, a warm 
and faithful friend. Though he had to 
struggle, nearly all his own life through 
with poverty, he was ever ready to hold 
out a helping hand to those whose strug- 
gles for fame were just beginning, or as 
in the case of Chatterton’s sister, to tender 
generous and effectual aid to the unfortu- 
nate relatives they had left. . . . My 
remembrance of himis that of a form, not 
tall but stately—a countenance full of 
power, yet also of gentleness; and eyes 
whose keen and penetrating glance had 
justly caused them to be likened to the 
hawk’s, but that on occasion could beam 
and soften with the kindliest and tenderest 
emotion. His head was perhaps the noblest 
and handsomest among English writers of 
his time. —HALL, SAMUEL CARTER, 1888, 
Retrospect of a Long Life, pp. 321, 322. 

His guerdon of praise must be without 
suspicion of blame where his life and char- 
acter stand for judgment. His personal 
purity was indeed the purity of Marcus 
Cato, who was virtuous by the necessity 
of a happy nature which could not be 
otherwise.—CAINE, HALL, 1883, Cobwebs 
of Criticism, p. 52. 

In his conversation Southey was per- 
fectly easy and unpretending, never shun- 
ning to speak his real sentiments of men, 
or of principles, either of a public or a 
private nature. And though very caustic 
sometimes, and even severe in his remarks, 
yet generally far more inclining to the 
good-natured in his opinions and in his 
discourse.—BRAY, ANNA Euiza, 1883, 
Autobiography, ed. Kempe, p. 309. 

In the autumn of 1828 I went to the 
Lake country and paid a visit to Southey. 
He was then about fifty yearsof age. He 
was the first of our great men with whom 
I had come face to face. Afterwards I 
became acquainted with most of his 
eminent contemporaries, and of my own— 
with Wordsworth, Coleridge, Scott, Moore, 
Campbell, Tennyson, and Browning,among 
poets; among historians, with Hallam, 
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Macaulay, Froude, Carlyle, and Lecky; 
among statesmen, with all, I think, that 
were conspicuous except Canning, Broug- 
ham, and Disraeli; and I have found none 
who combined with intellectual pre-emin- 
ence so much of what was personally at- 
tractive.—TAYLOR, SiR Henry, 1885, 
Autobiography, vol. 1, p. 46. 


Southey was probably one of the most 
representative of literary men. His feel- 
ings in his library are those of all book- 
lovers, although he could express these 
feelings in language which few of them 
have at command.—WHEATLEY, HENRY 
B., 1886, How to Form a Library, p. 54. 


“‘The Ballad-Monger,’’ ‘‘The Bard of the 
Bay,’’ ‘‘The Blackbird,’’ ‘‘My Epic Rene- 
gade,’’ ‘‘The First Man of Letters in 
Kurope,”’ ‘Illustrious Conqueror of Com- 
mon-Sense,’’ ‘‘Mouthy,’’ ‘‘The Poet of 
Greta Hall,’’ ‘‘Turncoat.’’— FREY, AL- 
BERT R., 1888, Sobriquets and Nicknames, 
p. 466. 


Such was this knightly, this true 
brotherly and fatherly man—this gentle- 
man, head and shoulders above the literati 
of his day in pure unselfishness, unworldli- 
ness, and simple-minded honesty ; such this 
true defender of the sanctities of house 
and home; this pattern father, husband, 
and friend; this exemplar of unostenta- 
tious piety ; this high-souled, pure-hearted, 
patient man; this genial host. Such was 
this lofty scholar, this humble, child-like 
doer of each day’s work to the full reach 
of his power ; this encyclopedia of learn- 
ing; this grave thinker; this poet of his 
time. —RAWNSLEY, H. D., 1894, Literary 
yarn of the English Lakes, vol. 1, 
p. 59. 

He did not write very rapidly; and he 
corrected, both in MS. and in proof, with 
the utmost sedulity. Of the nearly 14,000 
books which he possessed at his death, it 
is safe to say that all had been methodi- 
cally read, and most read many times; 
while his almost medieval diligence did 
not hesitate at working through a set of 
folios to obtain the information or the 
corrections necessary for a single article. 
—SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1896, A History 
of Nineteenth Century Literature, p. 66. 


It is a curious fact that Southey holds 
no place in the hearts of present lovers of 
poetry, yet in his lifetime no one was more 
honoured than he. It may be that his 


ROBERT SOUTHEY 


personality, rather than his poems, at- 
tracted the admiration of his contempo- 
raries. Now no one knows him. Who in the 
present generation has read ‘‘Thalaba,’’ 
that’ ‘‘wild and wondrous song,’’ or the 
“Curse of Kehama,’’ as wild, as strange, 
as fascinating? Why were these poems 


' the delight of the age which saw their 


birth, and are yet forgotten now? Tome, 
who in my childhood lived upon them, this 
must ever remain a mystery. Let me try 
to picture Southey as he sat in my mother’s 
drawing-room. I do not remember that 
his features were particularly striking, and 
he was not tall, or of the stately presence 
which characterised his brother, Dr. H. H. 
Southey. Buthiseyes! A dark and liquid 
brown, so full of love, when he was silent 
and calm, that you thought perchance 
nothing but love was there; but when he 
spoke the liquid brown was fire, yet fire 
made of roses, and the beam that darted 
from his eyes seemed to reach far into the 
room. Again I say, would that I could 
remember the words he spoke; but I was 
a child, and a very young one.—AGNEW, 
MARY COURTENAY, 1896, Lions in the 
Twenties, Temple Bar, vol. 107, p. 114. 


The change in Southey’s political and 
religious opinions which made the republi- 
can of 1793 a tory, the author of ‘‘Wat 
Tyler’’ a poet laureate, and the independ- 
ent thinker whom Coleridge had just 
managed to convert from deism to unita- 
rianism a champion of the established 
church, inevitably exposed Southey to at- 
tack from the advocates of the opinions 
he had forsaken. There can be no ques- 
tion of Southey’s perfect sincerity. The 
evolution of his views did not differ materi- 
ally from that traceable in the cases of 
Wordsworth and Coleridge. But the im- 
mediate advantage to the convert was more 
visible and tangible, and Southey provoked 
retaliation by the uncharitable tone he 
habitually adopted in controversy with 
those whose sentiments had formerly been 
his own. Every question presented itself 
to him on the ethical side. But constitu- 
tionally he was a bigot; an opinion for him 
must be either moral or immoral; those 
which he did not himself share inevita- 
bly fell into the latter class, and their 
propagators appeared to him enemies of 
society. At the same time his reactionary 
tendencies were not unqualified. He could 
occasionally express liberal sentiments. — 
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GARNETT, RICHARD, 1898, Dictionary of 
National Biography, vol. Lin, p. 287. 


POEMS 


Ishould say that the predominant quali- 
ties of his poetry were picturesqueness, 
sweetness of sentiment, and purity of 
diction. He is now my favorite. 
His miscellaneous poems are full of various 
excellence. —STory, JOSEPH, 1799, Life 
and Letters, vol. 1, p. 80. 


Southey never treads in the beaten 
track; his thoughts, while they are those 
of nature, carry that cast of originality 
which is the stamp and testimony of 
genius. To this faculty of bold 
discrimination I attribute many of Mr. 
Southey’s peculiarities as a poet. He 
never seems to enquire how other men 
would treat a subject, or what may happen 
to be the usage of the times; but, filled 
with that strong sense of fitness, which is 
the result of bold and unshackled thought, 
he fearlessly pursues that course which 
his own sense of propriety points out.— 
—WuitTr, Henry Kirk, 1806, Melan- 
choly Hours, Remains, vol. u, pp. 287, 288. 
O Southey! Southey! cease thy varied song! 
A bard may chant too often and too long: 

As thou art strong in verse, in mercy, spare! 

A fourth, alas! were more than we could 
bear, 

But if, in spite of all the world can say, 

Thou still wilt verseward plod thy weary 
way; 

If still in Berkeley ballads most uncivil, 

Thou wilt devote old women to the devil, 

The babe unborn thy dread intent may rue; 

‘““God help thee’ Southey, and thy readers 


too. 
—Byron, Lorp, 1809, English Bards and 
Scotch Reviewers. 

How Southey has fallen! A Pegasus 
like his turned into a cream-coloured horse 
for State occasions: it is quite melancholy. 
—Moorsg, THomas, 1814, Correspondence 
of Leigh Hunt, vol. 1, p. 94. 

His Laureate odes are utterly and in- 
tolerably bad, and, if he had never written 
anything else, must have ranked him below 
Colley Cibber in genius, and above him 
in conceit and presumption.—JEFFREY, 
FRANCIS LORD, 1816, The Lay of the Lau- 
reate, Edinburgh Review, vol. 26, p. 449. 

Of Mr. Southey’s larger epics, I have 
but a faint recollection at this distant 
time, but all that I remember of them is 
mechanical and extravagant, heavy and 
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superficial. His affected, disjointed style 
is well imitated in the Rejected Addresses. 
The difference between him and Sir Richard 
Blackmore seems to be that the one is 
heavy and the other light, the one solemn 
and the other pragmatical, the one phleg- 
matic and the other flippant ; and that there 
is no Gay in the present time to give a 
Catalogue Raisonné of the performances 
of the living undertaker of epics. —HAz- 
LITT, WILLIAM, 1818, Lectures on the Eng- 
lish Poets, Lecture viii. 

The poetry of Mr. Southey occupies not 
fewer than 14 volumes in crown octavo; 
and it embraces subjects of almost every 
description. ‘‘Thalaba’’ has long been, 
and wil] long continue to be, very 
generally known and admired. It was 
abundantly popular at the period of its 
publication. The ‘‘Curse of Kehama’’ is 
perhaps the greatest effort of the author’s 
genius; but his ‘‘Roderic,’’ or the ‘‘Last 
of the Goths,’’ is that which seems to have 
received his most careful elaboration and 
finishing. It is a grand poem. ‘‘Madoc,”’ 
though full of wild imagery, and with 
verse of occasionally uncouth structure, is 
not destitute of some of the most brilliant 
touches of the poet.—DispIN, THOMAS 
FROGNALL, 1824, The Library Companion, 
p. 737, note. 

His poems, taken in the mass, stand far 
higher than his prose works. The Laureate 
Odes, indeed, among which the ‘‘ Vision of 
Judgment’’ must be classed, are, for the 
most part, worse than Pye’s and as bad as 
Cibber’s; nor do we think him generally 
happy in short pieces. But his longer 
poems, though full of faults, are neverthe- 
less very extraordinary productions. We 
doubt greatly whether they will be read 
fifty years hence; but that, if they are 
read, they will be admired, we have no 
doubt whatever.— MACAULAY, THOMAS 
BABINGTON, 1830, Southey’s Colloquies on 
Society, Edinburgh Review; Critical and 
Miscellaneous Essays. 

Southey, among our living Poets, stands 
aloof and “‘alone in his glory ;” for he alone 
of them all has adventured to illustrate, 
in Poems of magnitude, the different char- 
acters, customs, and manners of nations. 
“Joan of Arc’’ is an English and French 
story; ‘‘Thalaba,’’ Arabian; ‘‘Kehama,’’ 
Indian; ‘‘Madoc,’’ Welsh and American; 
and ‘‘Roderick,’’ Spanish and Moorish; nor 
would it be easy to say (setting aside the 
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first, which was a very youthful work) in | 
which of these noble Poems Mr. Southey has | 
most successfully performed an achieve- | 
ment entirely beyond the power of any but 
the highest genius. . Of all his) 
chief Poems the conception and the execu- | 
tion are original; in much faulty and im- || 
perfect both; but bearing throughout the | | 
impress of original power, and breaibing | 
amoral charm,in the midst of the wildest, 
and some times even extravagant, imagin- | 
ings, that shall preserve them forever from | ' 
oblivion, embalming them in the spirit | 
of delight and of love.—WILSON, JOHN, | 
1831-42, An Hour’s Talk About Poetry, | 
Recreations of Christopher North. | 
Rare architect of many a wondrous tale 
Which, till Helvellyn’s head lie prostrate, | 
shall remain! 

—LANDOR, WALTER SAVAGE, 1883, To 
Southey, Works, vol. vil. 


There is a plain, searching, but not | 
vulgar truth in his eclogues, which places 
them by the side of Crabbe’s most forcible | 
and finished cabinet pictures,—a quaint- 
ness, a credulity, and a humour in his | 
ballads, especially in those of witchcraft , 
and monkery, which belong to one steeped | 
in the spirit of ancient tradition. Again, | 
in his more elaborate works, how rich is | 
their diction, and how superior in its rich- | 
ness to the cumbrous and false pomp of | 
some of his predecessors, who have at- 
tempted the epic. —CHORLEY, HENRY 
FOTHERGILL, 1838, Authors of England, 
Dp. 25. 

Southey,—who, with all his rich and 
varied accomplishments, has comparatively 
but a small portion of Wordsworth’s 
genius, and whose ‘‘wild and wondrous 
lays’’ are the very antithesis to Words- 
worth’s intense musings on humanity and 
new consecrations of familiar things.— 
TALFOURD, THOMAS Noon, 1842, Critical 
and Miscellaneous Writings. 

Keen as an eagle whose flight towards the 
dim empyréan 

Fearless of toil or fatigue ever royally wends! 

Vast in the cloud-coloured robes of the balm- 
breathing Orient 

Lo! the grand Epic advances, unfolding the 
humanest truth. 

—MEREDITH, GEORGE, 1851, Works, vol. 

31, p. 139. 


Southey shone in the paths of gentle | 
meditation and philosophic reflection ; but 
his chief strength lay in description, where | 
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he had few equals. It was there that he 
revelled and rioted in the exuberant en- 
ergy of his spirit,—a devoted worshipper 
of nature. Akenside describes a landscape 
as it affects the fancy; Cowper as it im- 
presses the feelings; Southey daguerreo- 
types the landscape itself. Coleridge 
descants on the waving of aleaf; Southey, 
on its colour and configuration. Words- 
worth delights in outflowing sentiment; 
Southey in picturesque outline. His 
capacious mind may be likened to avarie- 
gated continent, one region of which is 
damp with fogs, rough with rocks, barren 
and unprofitable; the other bright with 
glorious sunshine, valleys of rich luxuri- 
ance, and forests of perpetual verdure.— 
Morr, D. M., 1851-52, Sketches of the Poet- 
ical Literature of the Past Half-Century. 

Southey’s ‘‘Madoe,’’ ‘Don Roderick, ”’ 
and the ‘‘Curse of Kehama’’ are splendid 
metrical histories, but they do not con- 
tain the traits which speak at once to 
all mankind: they are addressed to the 
learned and studious, and these are 
a mere fragment of the human race. 
Admired, accordingly, by the well-in- 
formed, they are already comparatively 
unknown to the great body of readers; and 
the author’s poetical fame rests chiefly on 
“Thalaba,’’ in which his brilliant imagina- 
tion revelled without control, save that 
of high moral feeling, in the waterless 
deserts and palm-shaded fountains and 
patriarchal life of the Happy Arabia.— 
ALISON, Str ARCHIBALD, 1853-59, History 
of Europe, 1815-1852, vol. I, ch. v. 

He went to it too mechanically, and 
with too much nonchalance; and the con- 
sequence was a vast many words to little 
matter. Nor had he the least music in 
him at all. The consequence of which 
was, that he wrote prose out into lyrical 
wild shapes, and took the appearance of 
it for verse. Yet there was otherwise a 
poetical nature distributed through the 
mass, idly despising the concentration that 
would have been the salvation of it.— 
Hunt, LeicH, 1855, Correspondence, vol. 
a Den LKG: 

I am not sure whetherit might not be 
put as a test of the existence or otherwise 
of a pure love of the art in any man that 
he should like or dislike these achieve- 
ments of Southey ; and if Ariosto is able to 
retain his readers, it appears hardly credit- 
able to the public taste of our time that 
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Southey should entirely lose his. It is at 
least certain that for many subtle and 
pleasing varieties of rhythm, for splendor 
of invention, for passion and incident sus- 
tained often at the highest level, and for 
all that raises and satisfies wonder and 
fancy, there will be found in ‘‘Thalaba,’’ 
“‘Kehama,’’ and ‘‘Roderick’’ passages of. 
unrivalled excellence (‘‘perfect,’’ even 
Byron thought) ; and these may here ex- 
cuse, if they do not wholly justify, the 
hopes that once centred in them, and to 
which exalted expression is given in the 
correspondence of the friends.—ForstTER, 
JOHN, 1869, Walter Savage Landor, 
pa i2o: 


Southey divides with Scott the honor of 
writing the first long narrative poems in 
our language which can be read without 
occasional weariness. —BRYANT, WILLIAM 
CULLEN, 1870, A New Library of Poetry 
and Song, Introduction, vol. 1, p. xliii. 


Southey, like Drayton, has left little 
work vividly penetrated with the spirit of 
poetry, in comparison with his many pages 
of skilful and industrious manufacture.— 
PALGRAVE, FRANCIS TURNER, 1875, ed., 
The Children’s Treasury of English Song, 
p. 290, note. 


Southey never freed himself absolutely 
from the shackles prescribed for poets of 
“sense’’ and ‘‘wit.’’ His vital impulse 
never burst forth unmanageably into 
spiritual landscapes hitherto untrodden. 
No ungovernable flash of natural magic 
ever came uppermost in his soul to pester 
his genius with dread of trespassing on the 
realm of arbitraryreason. He was never 
troubled to weave into the woof of his 
rational art, the weft of some irrational 
emotion. All that came to him, came 
tranquilly ; all that he could see he could 
command; and no unsatisfied yearning 
after unattainable things ever threatened 
to drive him beyond limits of sanity. 
Moreover, his poetry dealt with lofty or 
obscure, noble, dubious, or distant subjects, 
not with homely ones.—CAINE, HALL, 
1883, Cobwebs of Criticism, p. 32. 

Southey’s patriotic rubbish was no 
better, and not much worse, than his verse 
at large.—STEDMAN, EDMUND CLARENCE, 
1887, Twelve Years of British Song, The 
Century, vol. 34, p. 902. 


No one has described the invigorating 
and soothing power of books more happily 
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than Southey; and, with two or three ex- 
ceptions, there is, perhaps, no man of let- 
ters of this century whose name is worthier 
of esteem. Yet the reader who acknowl- 
edges this allegiance may confess at the 
same time that a measured feeling of ad- 
miration is the utmost he can give to 
Southey’s poetry. His epics are not among 
the books he reads upon sleepless - nights ; 
neither will he take them with him ona 
voyage. . . . Poetry made Southey 
happy, and he thought that it would make 
him immortal. The happiness was enjoyed 
to the full, but the ten volumes of his verse 
have not as yet received the recognition 
which their author anticipated. We are 
interested in learning that William Taylor, 
of Norwich, called ‘‘Madoc’’ the best Eng- 
lish poem that had left the press since 
“‘“Paradise Lost ;’’ that Walter Scott read 
it through four times; thatit kept Fox up 
until after midnight; that Landor said of 
“‘Roderick,’’ ‘‘there is no poem in exist- 
ence that I shall read so often;’’ and that 
even Byron pronounced it ‘‘the first poem 
of the time.’’ And in our day we hear 
with curiosity how Dean Stanley upheld 
against all comers the poetical merits of 
‘‘Thalaba’’ and ‘‘Kehama.’’ People read 
these criticisms and opinions, but they do 
not read the poems; and, as a poet, 
Southey is chiefly known to the present 
generation by his fantastic ballads and by 
a few personal lyrics which, like the ‘‘ Holly 
Tree’? and the stanzas written in his 
library, touch all hearts.—DENNIS, JOHN, 
1887, Robert Southey, Introduction, pp. 
9, 10. 

Southey’s larger poems, “Thalaba,” “The 
Curse of Kehama,’’ and especially ‘‘Rod- 
erick,’’ seemed to me then the great epics 
of the age. I amnot at all certain that I 
gave them too high a place in my admira- 
tion, and as I write I cannot remember any 
English epic that [ have been able to read 
through since I read ‘‘Roderick,’’ not even 
“‘Festus”’ or “‘Orion.’’—JESSopP, AUGUS- 
TUS, 1888, Books That Have Helped Me, 
p. 62. 

His disciple and latest unflinching ad- 
mirer, Sir Henry Taylor, has told us that 
Southey ‘took no pleasure in poetic pas- 
sion’’—a melancholy admission. We could 
have guessed as much from his voluminous 
and vigorous writing, from which imagina- 
tion is conspicuously absent, though elo- 
quence, vehemence, fluency, and even fancy 
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are abundant.—Gossz, EDMUND, 1897, 
A Short History of Modern English Liter- 
ature, p. 286. 
JOAN OF ARC 
1796 


With ‘‘Joan of Arc’’ I have been de- 
lighted, amazed; I had not presumed to 
expect anything of such excellence from 
Southey. Why the poem is alone sufficient 
to redeem the character of the age we live 
in from the imputation of degenerating 
in Poetry. —LAMB, CHARLES, 1796, Letter 
to Coleridge, Final Memorials, ed. Talfourd. 


Robert Southey, author of many ingen- 
ious pieces of poetry of great promise, if 
the young gentlemen would recollect what 
old Chaucer says of poetry, 

“Tis every déle 
A rock of ice and not of steel.’’ 

He gave the publick a long quarto volume 
of epick verses, ‘‘Joan of Arc,’’ written, 
he says in the preface, in stz weeks. Had 
he meant to write well, he should have 
kept it at least six years.—I mention this, 
for I have been much pleased with many 
of the young gentleman’s little copies of 
verses. I wishalso that he would review 
some of his principles MATHIAS, THOMAS 
JAMES, 1798, The Pursuits of Literature, 
Eighth ed. p. 352. 


Mr. Southey’s ‘‘Joan of Arc,’’ though 
incorrect, and written with inexcusable 
rapidity,reflects great credit on his genius 
and abilities; the sentiments are noble and 
generous, and burn with an enthusiastic 
ardour for liberty; the characters, espe- 
cially that of his Heroine, are well sup- 
ported, and his visionary scenes are rich 
with bold and energetic imagery. His 
fable, however, I can not but consider 
peculiarly unfortunate, as directly militat- 
ing against national pride and opinion. 

The versification of this poem is in 
many parts very beautiful, and would 
have been altogether so, had the author 
condescended to bestow more time on its 
elaboration.—DRAKE, NATHAN, 1798- 
1820, Literary Hours, vol. 1, p. 107. 


I looked over the first five books of the 
first quarto edition of ‘‘Joan of Arc’’ 
yesterday, at Hood’s request, in order to 
mark the lines written by me. I was 
really astonished, first, at the schoolboy 
wretched allegoric machinery, — second, 
at the transmogrification ,of the fa- 
natic virago, into a modern novel-pawing 
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proselyte of ‘‘The Age of Reason,’’ a Tom 
Paine in Petticoats, but so lovely ?— 

“On her ruby cheek hung pity’s crystal 

gem,”’ 

third, at the utter want of all rhythm in 
the verse, the monotony and dead plumb 
down of the pauses, and of the absence of 
all bone, muscle, and sinew, in the single 
lines.—COLERIDGE, SAMUEL TAYLOR, 1814, 
Letter, July. 

“‘Joan of Arc,’’ as it was first in the 
order of time, so was never to be properly 
regarded as anything more than a splen- 
did promise, and has not been reared into 
any thing higher by all the careful emenda- 
tion of its author in his riper years.— 
WARE, JR., HENRY, 1839, Southey’s Poet- 
ical Works, North American Review, vol. 
48, p. 368. 

“Joan of Arc’’ was an achievement of 
strenuous ambition. Crude and feeble as 
many of its pages are, the poem has in it 
the glow and ardor of the time.—Dow- 
DEN, EDWARD, 1897, The French Revolu- 
tion and English Literature, p. 165. 

THALABA THE DESTROYER 
1801 

The first thing that strikes the reader 
of ‘‘Thalaba’’ is the singular structure of 
the versification, which is a jumble of all 
the measures that are known in English 
poetry (and a few more), without rhyme, 
and without any sort of regularity in their 
arrangement. Blank odes have been known 
in this country about as long as English 
sapphics and dactylics; and both have been 
considered, we believe, as a species of 
monsters, or exotics, that were not very 
likely to propagate, or thrive, in so unpro- 
pitiousa climate. Mr. Southey, however, 


has made a vigorous effort for their 


naturalization, and generous!y endangered 
his own reputation in their behalf. The 
melancholy fate of his English sapphics, 
we believe, is but too generally known; 
and we can scarcely predict a more favour- 
able issue to the present experiment.— 
JEFFREY, FRANCIS Lorp, 1802, Southey’s 
Thalaba, Edinburgh Review, vol. 1, p. 72. 
‘‘Thalaba’”’ was the first fruits of one of 
Southey’s earliest ambitions, for he tells 
us himself that even in his schooldays he 
had formed the design of writing a great 
poem on each of the more important 
mythologies. ‘‘Thalaba’’ is based upon 
the Mahometan and is written in an irregu- 
lar form of blank verse. Southey 


describes it as ‘‘the Arabesque ornament 
of an Arabian tale,’’ and as such it is per- 
haps the fitting garb of an Oriental fiction 
—a lawless measure for a lawless song. 
The poem recounts the adventures and 
triumphs of an Arabian hero at war with 
the powers of evil, but though often char- 
acterized by beauty of expression and 
grandeur of scene, lacks the human interest 
which attaches only to the record of the 
thoughts, feelings, and actions of men and 
women moving within the limits of natural 
law, and the sphere of human sympathy. 
—MiILes, ALFRED H., 1892, The Poets 
and the Poetry of the Century, Southey to 


Shelley, p. 4. 
oaF MADOC 


1805 

It is well calculated to confirm our 
admiration of Mr. Southey’s genius and 
capacity, and our dislike of those heresies 
by which so much of their merit is ob- 
scured.—JEFFREY, FRANCIS LORD, 1805, 
Southey’s Madoc, Edinburgh Review, vol. 
fds AS 

Tea and chess with Mrs. Barbauld. Read 
on my way to her house Chapters VIII. to 
XIV. of Southey’s ‘‘Madoc.’’ Exceedingly 
pleased with the touching painting in this 
poem. It has not the splendid glare of 
“‘Kehama,”’ but there is a uniform glow of 
pure and beautiful morality and interest- 
ing description, which renders the work 
very pleasing. Surely none but a pedant 
can effect or be seduced to think slight- 
ingly of this poem. At all events, the 
sensibility which feels such beauties is 
more desirable than the acuteness which 
could suggest severe cirticism.—RoBIN- 
son, HENRY CRABB, 1811, Diary, March 
12; Diary, Reminiscences and Correspond- 
ence, ed. Sadler, vol. 1, p. 207. 

On returning from a vist to the Lakes, 
I told Porson that Southey had said to me, 
““My ‘Madoc’ has brought me in a mere 
trifle; but that poem will be a valuable 
possession to my family.’’ Porson an- 
swered, ‘‘ ‘Madoc’ will be read—when 
Homer and Virgil are forgotten’’ (a bon- 
mot which reached Lord Byron, and which 
his lordship spoilt).—MALTBY, WILLIAM, 
1854, Porsoniana. 

‘‘Madoc’’ stands somewhat away from 
the line of Southey’s other narrative 
poems. Though, as Scott objected, the 
personages in ‘‘Madoc’’ are too nearly 
abstract types, Southey’s ethical spirit 
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dominates this poem less than any of the 
others. The narrative flows on more 
simply. The New-World portion tells a 
story full of picturesque incident, with 
the same skill and grace that belong to 
Southey’s best prose writings. . 
Those, however, who opened the bulky 
quarto were few: the tale was out of rela- 
tion with the time; it interpreted no need, 
no aspiration, no passion of the dawn of 
the present century. And the mind of the 
time was not enough disengaged to concern 
itself deeply with the supposed adventures 
of a Welsh prince of the twelfth century 
among the natives of America. —DOWDEN, 
EDWARD, 1880, Southey (English Men of 
Letters), p. 190. 


Southey went to Wales on purpose to 
make himself sure of the scenery, and 
accumulated as much learning in his notes 
as would not have misbecome the most 
authentic and dignified history. We can 
but say alas! whenallis done. Howis it 
that the effect does not follow? Here 
there is everything but one thing, the 
altar laid, the sacrifice extended, the 
faggots ready as in that famous offering 
prepared by the priests of Baal; but the 
divine spark is wanting, and no touch from 
heaven sets it alight.—OLIPHANT, MAR- 
GARET O. W., 1882, Literary History of 
England, XVII-XIX Century, vol. 1, 

maO2: 
E THE CURSE OF KEHAMA 
1810 

The subject. you have chosen is magnifi- 
cent. There is more genius in the con- 
ception of this design than in the execu- 
tion of any recent poem, however perfect. 
Shall I avow to you that in general I am 
most delighted with those passages which 
are in rhyme, and that when I come into 
the blank verse again my ear repines? 

é You have begun a poem which 
will be coeval with our language. March 
on: conciliate first, then conquer. The 
ears of thousands may be captivated, — 
the mind and imagination of but few.— 
LANDOR, WALTER SAVAGE, 1808, Letter 
to Southey, May 8; Life of Landor by 
Forster, bk. i. 

Spent part of the evening with Charles 
Lamb (unwell) and his sister. He had 
just read the ‘‘Curse of Kehama,’’ which 
he said he liked better than any of 
Southey’s long poems. The descriptions 
he thought beautiful, particularly the 
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finding of Kailyal by Ereenia. He liked 
the opening, and part of the description 
of hell; but, after all, he was not made 
happier by reading the poem. There is 
too much trick in it. The three statutes 
and the vacant space for Kehama resemble 
a pantomime scene; and the love is ill 
managed. On the whole, however, Charles 
Lamb thinks the poem infinitely superior 
to ‘‘Thalaba.’’— RoBINSON, HENRY CRABB, 
1811, Diary, Jan. 8; Diary, Reminiscen- 
ces and Correspondence, ed. Sadler, vol. 1, 
p. 204 

The general diction of the work is ad- 
mirably strong,and various, and free; and, 
in going through it, we have repeatedly 
exulted in the capabilities of the English 
language. The author seems to have in a 
great measure grown out of that affected 
simplicity of expression, of which he has 
generally been accused. The versification, 
as to measure and rhyme, is a complete 
defiance of all rule and all example; the 
lines-are of any length, from four syllables 
to fourteen; there are sometimes rhymes 
and sometimes none; and they have no 
settled order of recurrence. This is ob- 
jectionable, chiefly, as it allows the poet 
to riot away in a wild wantonness of 
amplification, and at the very same time 
imposes on him the petty care of having 
the lines so printed as to put the letter- 
press in the form of a well-adjusted 
picture.—FosTErR, JOHN, 1811, Southey’s 
Curse of Kehama, Critical Essays, ed. Ry- 
land, vol. 1, P 494, 

“‘Kehama’’ is a loose sprawling, figure, 
such as we see cut out of wood or paper, 
and pulled or jerked with wire or thread, to 
make sudden and surprising motions, with- 
out meaning, grace, or nature in them.— 
HAZuitt, WILLIAM, 1818, Lectures on the 
English Poets, Lecture viii. 

“Kehama,’’ the only great poem in 
which the poet no longer disdains the 
almost indispensable aid to poetry in our 
modern and loosely quantified tongue, is 
much better than any of the others. The 
Curse itself is about as good as it can be, 
and many other passages are not far below 
it; but to the general taste the piece 
suffers from the remote character of the 
subject, which is not generally and humanly 
interesting, and from the mass of tedious 
detail.—SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, , 1896, A 
ey of Nineteenth Century Literature, 
p 
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RODERICK 
1814 

I have read ‘‘Roderick’’ over and over 
again, and am more and more convinced 
that it is the noblest epic poem of the age. 
I have had some correspondence, and a 
good deal of conversation, with Mr. Jeffrey 
about it, though he does not agree with 
me inevery particular. He says, it is too 
long, and wants elasticity and will not, he 
fears, be generally read, though much may 
be said in its favor.—Hoac, JAMES, 1814, 
Letter to Southey. 


This is the best, we think, and the most 
powerful of all Mr. Southey’s poems. It 
abounds with lofty sentiments, and mag- 
nificent imagery; and contains more rich 
and comprehensive descriptions—more 
beautiful pictures of pure affection—and 
more impressive representations of mental 
agony and exaltation than we have often 
met with in the compass of a single 
volume. . . . The author is a poet 
undoubtedly; but not of the highest order. 
There is rather more of rhetoric than of in- 
spiration about him—and we have oftener 
to admire his taste and industry in borrow- 
ing and adorning, than the boldness or 
felicity of his inventions. He has indis- 
putably a great gift of amplifying and ex- 
alting; but uses it, we must say, rather un- 
mercifully. He is never plain, concise, or 
unaffectedly simple, and is so much bent 
upon making the most of every thing, that 
he is perpetually overdoing. . . . This 
want of relief and variety is sufficiently 
painful of itself in a work of such length; 
but its worst effect is, that it gives an air 
of falsetto and pretension to the whole 
strain of the composition, and makes us 


* suspect the author of imposture and affec- 


tation, even when he has good enough 
cause for his agonies and raptures. —JEF- 
FREY, FRANCIS LORD, 1815-44, Southey’s 
Roderick, Contributions to the Edinburgh 
Review, vol. i, p. 133. 


In ‘‘Kehama’’ he has exhibited virtue 
struggling against the most dreadful in- 
flictions with heavenly fortitude, and made 
manifest to us the angel-guards who love 
to wait on innocence and goodness. But 
in ‘‘Roderic’’ the design has even a higher 
scope, is more difficult of execution; and, 
so far as I know, unique. The tempta- 
tions which beset a single sou] have been a 
frequent subject, and one sure of sympathy 
if treated with any power. Breathlessly 
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we watch the conflict, with heartfelt 
anguish mourn defeat, or with heart-ex- 
panding triumph hail a conquest. But, 
where there has been defeat, to lead us 
back with the fallen one through the thorny 
and desolate paths of repentance to puri- 
fication, to win not only our pity, but our 
sympathy, for one crushed and degraded 
by his own sin; and finally, through his 
faithful though secret efforts to redeem 
the past, secure to him, justly blighted and 
world-forsaken as he is, not only our sor- 
rowing love, but our respect ;—this Southey 
alone has done, perhaps alone could do.— 
OssOLI, MARGARET FULLER, 1850? Art, 
Literature and the Drama, p. 96. 


The hero of this poem is no far-off 
shadowy creature; he is a man, with a 
man’s passions, and thoughts, and weak- 
ness, who treads the common path, and is 
kin to ourselves by his failures. And in 
point of technique also, ‘‘Roderick” may be 
taken as representing Southey’s maturer 
powers. His faculty of simple, vivid de- 
scription is here at its highest, though, 
like most of his predecessors and contem- 
poraries, he only looked upon Nature from 
the outside; and the dramatic quality is 
here more strongly developed than in his 
other work.—THOMPSON, SIDNEY R., 1888, 
ed., Selected Poems of Robert Southey (Can- 
terbury Poets), Introduction, p. xli. 

The blank verse of Southey’s ‘‘Rod- 
erick, the Last of the Goths’’ has great 
merit as narrative verse, and is worthy of 
careful study. The variations on the 
theme-metre, and the resultant pause 
melody, show not only great metrical skill, 
but a moulding spirit whichis quite a law 
to itself, and beyond mere skill.—Corson, 
Hiram, 1892, A Primer of English Verse, 
p. 222, 

‘‘Roderick’’ was the last of his great 
poems, and is in many respects the best. — 
Mites, ALFRED H., 1892, The Poets and 
the Poetry of the Century, Southey to Shel- 


ley, p. 5. 
pees WAT TYLER 


1817 

The poem ‘‘ Wat Tyler,” appeared to him 
to be the most seditious book that was 
ever written; its author did not stop short 
of exhorting to general anarchy ; he vilified 
kings, priests, and nobles, and was for 
universal suffrage and perfect equality. 
The Spencean plan could not be compared 
with it: that miserable and ridiculous 
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performance did not attempt to employ 
any arguments; but the author of ‘‘Wat 
Tyler’? constantly appealed to the pas- 
sions, and in a style which the author, at 
that time, he supposed, conceived to be 
eloquence. Why, then, had not those who 
thought it necessary to suspend the 
Habeas Corpus Act taken notice of this 
poem? Why had not they discovered the 
author of that seditious publication, and 
visited him with the penalties of the law? 
The work was not published secretly, it 
was not handed about in the darkness of 
night, but openly and publicly sold in the 
face of day. It was at this time to be 
purchased at almost every bookseller’s 
shop in London: it was now exposed for 
sale in a bookseller’s shop in Pall-Mall, 
who styled himself bookseller to one or 
two of the royal families. He borrowed 
the copy from which he had just read the 
extract from an honourable friend of his, 
who bought it in the usual way ; and, there- 
fore, he supposed there could be no dif- 
ficulty in finding out the party that 
wrote it.—SmiruH, WILLIAM, 1817, Speech 
in the House of Commons; March 14; 
Hansard’s Parliamentary Debates, vol. 35, 
p LOOM 


As to ‘‘Wat Tyler.’’ Now, sir, though 
you are not acquainted with the full his- 
tory of this notable production, yet you 
could not have been ignorant that the 
author whom you attacked at such unfair 
advantage was the aggrieved, and not the 
offending, person. You knew that this 
poem had been written very many years 
ago, in his early youth. You knew that 
a copy of it had been surreptitiously ob- 
tained and made public by some skulking 
scoundrel, who had found booksellers not 
more honorable than himself to undertake 
the publication. You knew that it was 
published without the writer’s knowledge, 
for the avowed purpose of insulting him, 
and with the hope of injuring him, if pos- 
sible. You knew that the transaction 
bore upon its face every character of base- 
ness and malignity. You knew that it 
must have been effected either by robbery 
or by breach of trust. These things, Mr. 
William Smith, you knew! and, knowing 
them as you did, I verily believe, that if it 
were possible to revoke what is irrevoc- 
able, you would at this moment be far 
more desirous of blotting from remem- 
brance the disgraceful speech, which 
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stands upon record in your name, than [ 
should be of canceling the boyish compo- 
sition which gave occasion to it. ‘“Wat 
Tyler’’ is full of errors, but they are the 
errors of youth and ignorance; they bear 
no indication of an ungenerous spirit or 
of a malevolent heart.—SoUTHEY, ROBERT, 
1817, A Letter to William Smith, M. P. 


It obtained a far greater notoriety, 
through incidental circumstances, than its 
intrinsic merit or demerit could warrant; 
and posterity will wonder at the extreme 
acrimony exhibited in the writings of the 
parties, who waged a warfare of petty 
personal annoyance and spite, on account 
of so ordinary a performance.— WARE, 
HENRY, JR., 1839, Southey’s Poetical 
Works, North American Review, vol. 48, 
p. 354. 


Many years after this was written, and, 
as Southey fondly hoped, forgotten, he 
being at the time a pensioned supporter 
of the Government, he was startled by 
reading an advertisement of ‘‘ Wat Tyler,”’ 
by Robert Southey, ‘‘a Dramatic Poem, 
with a preface suitable to recent circum- 
stances, London, W. Hone,’’ and shortly 
afterwards he received a copy of the 
drama, addressed to Robert Southey, Poet 
Laureate, and Renegade. By the advice of 
his friends, Southey applied for an injunc- 
tion to restrain the publication; Lord 
Eldon refused to grant this protection, on 
the plea that ‘‘a person cannot recover 
damages upon a work which in its nature 
is calculated to do injury to the public.’’ 
This decision was not only extremely 
annoying to Southey, but greatly increased 
the notoriety of the reprint of the drama, 
of which no less than 60,000 copies were 
sold in a very short time, and it is even 
now much more frequently met with than 
any of his other poems. Southey’s politi- 
cal opponents did not let the matter rest 
here, for both Lord Brougham and Mr. 
William Smith, member for Norwich, drew 
attention in the House to Southey’s incon- 
sistent writings, contrasting ‘‘Wat Tyler”’ 
with his later Conservative articles in 
“The Quarterly Review,’’ and inquiring. 
why the Government had taken no steps 
to prosecute the author of that treason- 
able play. These proceedings reflected 
little credit on either party.—-HAmMILTon, 
WALTER, 1879, Robert Southey, The Poets 
Laureate of England, being a History of 
the Office of Poet Laureate, p. 224. 
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A VISION OF JUDGMENT 
1821 
We are too happy to be done with him, 
to think of adding a word more.—JEF- 
FREY, FRANCIS LORD, 1821, Laureate Hex- 
ameters, Edinburgh Review, vol. 35, p. 436. 


It hath been wisely said, that ‘‘One fool 
makes many,’’ and it hath been poetically 
observed 
“That fools rush in where angels fear to 

tread.”’ 

If Mr. Southey had not rushed in where he 
had no business, and where he never was 
before, and never will be again, the fol- 
lowing poem would not have been written. 
It is not impossible that it may be as good 
as his own, seeing that it cannot, by any 
species of stupidity, natural or acquired, 
be worse. The gross flattery, the dull im- 
pudence, the renegado intolerance, and 
impious cant, of the poem by the author of 
“Wat Tyler,’’ are something so stupen- 
dous as to form the sublime of himself— 
containing the quintessence of his own at- 
tributes.—BYRon, LorD, 1824, The Vision 
of Judgment, Preface. 

Byron’s satire has given that poem an 
immortality which it would never other- 
wise have gained. But Southey’s poem 
is more profane than even Byron’s. 
Southey really ventured on anticipating 
the judgment of heaven; Byron only in- 
tended to sneer at Southey’s gross pre- 
sumption.—WALPOLE, SPENCER, 1878, A 
History of England from the Conclusion of 
the Great War in 1815, vol. 1, p. 355. 

In this most impious work, he fearlessly 
condemns or rewards political personages 
at the day of judgment, according as their 
opinions coincide or not with his own, in 


’ amanner so little short of blasphemy, as 


to disgust his best friends and create 
greater activity amongst his foes. —HAm- 
ILTON, WALTER, 1879, The Poets Laureate 
of England, p. 227. 

It is always to be regretted that in his 
anxiety to do his whole duty, to fulfill all 
the obligations of his office, Southey should 
have written ‘‘The Vision of Judgment.”’ 
The error wasalso partly due to a wish to 
strike out a new path in a somewhat dreary 
field, to write something different from the 
tiresome odes of his predecessors, to be 
original at the expense of good taste.— 
HowLAND, FRANCES LOUISE (KENYON 
West), 1895, The Laureates of England, 
p. 154. 


LIFE OF NELSON 
1813 

His prose is perfect. Of his poetry 
there are various opinions. There is, per- 
haps, too much of it for the present gen- 
eration; posterity will probably select. 
He has passages equal to any thing. At 
present he has a party, but no public,— 
except for his prose writings. The ‘‘Life 
of Nelson’’ is beautiful.—Byron, Lorb, 
1813, Journal, Nov. 22; Moore’s Life of 
Lord Byron. 

But though in general we prefer Mr. 
Southey’s poetry to his prose, we must 
make one exception. The ‘‘Life of Nel- 
son’’ is, beyond all doubt, the most per- 
fect and the most delightful of his works. 
The fact is, as his poems most abundantly 
prove, that he is by no means so skilful in 
designing as filling up. It was therefore 
an advantage to him to be furnished with 
an outline of characters and events, and 
to have no other task to perform than that 
of touching the cold sketch into life. No 
writer, perhaps, ever lived, whose talents 
so precisely qualified him to write the his- 
tory of the great naval warrior.—MAcAU- 
LAY, THOMAS BABINGTON, 1830, Southey’s 
Colloquies on Society, Edinburgh Review ; 
Critical and Miscellaneous Essays. 

The little ‘‘Life of Nelson,’’ written to 
furnish young seamen witha simple narra- 
tive of the exploits of England’s greatest 
naval hero, has perhaps never been equalled 
for the perfection of its style.—SHaw, 
Tuomas B., 1847, Outlines of English 
Literature, p. 342. 

The ‘‘Life of Nelson’’ is a model of un- 
affected, direct narrative, allowing the 
facts to speak for themselves through the 
clearest possible medium of expression ; 
and yet this most popular of Southey’s 
books, far from being the offspring of any 
strong personal sympathy or perception, 
was so entirely a literary job, that he says 
it was thrust upon him, and that he moved 
among the sea-terms like a cat among 
crockery.—TUCKERMAN, HENRY T., 1857, 
Essays, Biographical and Critical, p. 73. 

That Southey should live mainly by a 
book which was merely a publisher’s com- 
mission, and not by the works which he 
and his contemporaries deemed immortal, 
is one of the ironies of literature — 
SHORTER, CLEMENT K., 1897, Victorian 
Literature, Sixty Years of Books and Book- 
men, p. 6. 
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LIFE OF JOHN WESLEY 
1820 

Few persons could have been found, we 
think, better qualified for the undertaking 
than Mr. Southey has shown himself to be. 
—HeEBER, REGINALD, 1820, Southey’s Life 
of Wesley, Quarterly Review, vol. 24, p. 9. 

The ‘‘Life of Wesley’’ will probably 
live. Defective as it is, it contains the 
only popular account of a most remarkable 
moral revolution, and of a man whose elo- 
quence and logical acuteness might have 
rendered him eminent in literature, whose 
genius for government was not inferior to 
that of Richelieu, and who, whatever his 
errors may have been, devoted all his 
powers, in defiance of obloquy and de- 
rision, to what he sincerely considered as 
the highest good of his species. —MACAU- 
LAY, THOMAS BABINGTON, 1830, Southey’s 
Colloquies on Society, Edinburgh Review ; 
Critical and Miscellaneous Essays. 


To this work, and to the Life of R. 
Baxter, l-was used to resort whenever sick- 
ness and langour made me feel the want 
of an old friend of whose company I could 
never be tired. How many and many an 
hour of self-oblivion do I owe to this Life 
of Wesley! and how often have I argued 
with it, questioned, remonstrated, been 
peevish, and asked pardon—then again 
listened, and cried, Right! Excellent! and 
in yet heavier hours entreated it, as it 
were, to continue talking to me, —for that 
I heard and listened, and was soothed, 
though I could makeno reply! Ah! that 
Robert Southey had fulfilled his intention 
of writing a history of the Monastic Or- 
ders,—or would become the Biographer 
at least of Loyola, Xavier, Dominic, and 
the other remarkable Founders. —CoLE- 
RIDGE, SAMUEL TAYLOR, 1834? Southey’s 
Infe of John Wesley, vol. 1, note. 


It is unnecessary to say that Southey’s 
work possesses all the merit, and has at- 
tained to all the popularity, which befits 
an elaborate effort of one of the most bril- 
liant of English prose-writers. If the 
author had no special qualifications for his 
task, and no unpublished sources of in- 
formation at his command, his work may 
nevertheless claim to rival Boswell’s 
“‘Johnson’’ as one of the most entertain- 
ing books in the language. Where Southey 
describes a scene or a person his descrip- 
tion may generally be relied on as trust- 
worthy as well as picturesque. Where he 
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ventures to analyse motives or to draw 
conclusions, his want of fitness for his task 
becomes very apparent. He diligently 
compiled for the general reader a ‘‘Life 
of Wesley,’’ as he did a ‘‘Life of Nelson.’’ 
But the founder of a religious system is 
not so easily portrayed as a victorious ad- 
miral. Southey’s theory of Methodism was 
hastily formed, on few and superficial 
data. Starting with the idea that Wesley, 
with all his virtues, was an enthusiast, rash, 
impetuous, credulous, with an ambition to 
forma great religious sect, Southey allowed 
this inadequate and erroneous idea to 
tinge the narrative,and to reduce its per- 
manent value. Thus he laid himself open 
to the free and friendly rebukes adminis- 
tered by Coleridge, and printed in the 
notes which appear in the later editions 
of the book; and he laid himself open to 
the still sharper criticism of a less dis- 
tinguished reader, who summed up his 
opinion of the laureate’s fitness for his task 
in the significant words, ‘‘Thou hast 
nothing to draw with, and the well is 
deep.’’—URLIN, R. DENNY, 1869, John 
Wesley’s Place in Church History, p. 3. 


Few more delightful books exist in the 
language, and none more honest, than his 
“Life of Wesley.’’ This ‘‘darling book,’’ 
the favorite of his library, was more often 
in his hands, Coleridge wrote, than any 
other, and he added that it would not be 
uninteresting to the author to know that 
to this work, and to the ‘‘Life of Baxter,’’ 
he was used to resort whenever sickness 
or langour made him feel the want of an 
old friend.—DENNIS, JOHN, 1887, Robert 
Southey, Introduction, p. 18. 


HISTORY OF THE PENINSULAR WAR 
1823-32 

Talked of Southey: the little reliance 
that is to be placed upon him as a historian; 
his base persecution of the memory of Sir 
J. Moore.—Moorg, Tuomas, 1824, Diary, 
Nov. 23; Memoirs, ed. Russell, vol. tv, 
Dp. 259. 


It is very good, indeed—honest English 
principle in every line; but there are many 
prejudices, and there is a tendency to 
augment a work already too long, by say- 
ing all that can be said of the history of 
ancient times appertaining to every place 
mentioned.—Scort, Sir WALTER, 1826, 
Diary, Oct. 19; Lockhart’s Life of Scott, 
ch. \xxii. 
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The ‘‘History of the Peninsular War’’ 
is already dead: indeed the second volume 
was deadborn. The glorv of producing an 
imperishable record of tnat great conflict 
seems to be reserved for Colonel Napier. 
—MACAULAY, THOMAS BABINGTON, 1880, 
Southey’s Colloquies on Society, Edinburgh 
Review ; Critical and Miscellaneous Essays. 

It tells an epic story, illustrious with 
heroic incident and character. From the 
commencement of the contest, Southey 
had entertained the hope and intention of 
recording its events; but he delayed in 
order to become possessed of the gradually 
accumulating material. The hero of the 


epic is Wellington.—DOoWwDEN, EDWARD, ' 


1897, The French Revolution and English 
Literature, p. 2338. 


THE DOCTOR 
1834-37 

The wit and humor of ‘‘The Doctor’’ 
have seldom been equalled. We cannot 
think Southey wrote it, but have no idea 
who did.—Por, EDGAR ALLAN, 18386, 
Marginalia, Works, ed. Stedman and Wood- 
berry, vol. Vu, p. 270. 

“‘The Doctor, ’’ of which the first volume 
was published anonymously in 1833, and 
the last some years after his death, the 
whole pleasantness of Southey’s character 
with his best sense of life breathes through 
his love of books.—Mor LEY, HENRY, 1881, 
Of English Literature in the Reign of Vic- 
toria with a Glance at the Past, p. 145. 

A book showing vast accumulation of 
out-of-the-way bits of learning—full of 
quibs, and conceits, and oddities; there 
are traces of Sterne in it and of Rabelais; 
but there is little trenchant humor of its 
own. It isa literary jungle; and all its 
wit sparkles like marsh fire-flies that lead 
no whither. You may wonder at its erudi- 
tion; wonder at its spurts of meditative 
wisdom ; wonder at its touches of scholastic 
cleverness, and its want of any effective 
coherence, but you wonder more at its 
waste of power.—MITCHELL, DONALD G., 
1897, English Lands Letters and Kings, 
The Later Georges to Victoria, p. 20. 


LIFE OF COWPER 
1836 
I have just read Southey’s ‘‘Life of 
Cowper ;’’ that is to say, the first volume. 
It is not a book to be read by every man 
at the fall of the leaf. It isa fearful book. 
Have you read it? Southey hits hard at 
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Newton in the dark; which will give 
offence to many people; but I perfectly 
agree withhim. At thesame time I think 
that Newton was a man of great power. 
Did you ever read his life by himself? 
Pray do, if you have not. His journal to 
his wife, written at sea, contains some of 
the most beautiful things I ever read: 
fine feeling in very fine English.—Fi1z- 
GERALD, EDWARD, 1835, Letters, vol. 1, 
p. 34. 

His sketches of literary history in the 
““Life of Cowper’’ are characteristic. The 
writer’s range is wide, his judgment sound, 
his enjoyment of almost everything literary 
is lively ; as critic he is kindly yet equit- 
able. But the highest criticism is not 
his. Southey’s vision was not sufficiently 
penetrative; he culls beauties, but he 
cannot pluck out the heart of a mystery. 
—DOowbeENn, EDWARD, 1880, Southey (Eng- 
lish Men of Letters), p. 195. 

Southey’s “Life” is horribly long-winded 
and stuffed out ; still, like Homer’s ‘‘Iliad,”’ 
it remains the best.—BIRRELL, AUGUS- 
TINE, 1892, Res Judicate, p. 91. 

One chapter of that work is given up to 
a sketch of English poetry from the time 
of Chaucer downward. It is made interest- 
ing by its style, its partialities, dislikes, 
prejudices, and especially by the general 
wrath exhibited in it towards French 
authors and France. The criticism con- 
tained in it will frequently startle the 
reader. It is the statements of fact, 
however, that will confound him. They 
will not confound him so much because 
they are erroneous, as that Southey should 
have been ignorant that they were errone- 
ous. He tells us, quite as a matter of 
course, that Davenant was a poet of higher 
grade than Dryden; that alliterative verse 
became obsolete almost as soon as ‘‘ Piers 
Ploughman’s Visions’’ had been composed 
init; that Chaucer adopted the seven-lines 
stanza of ‘‘Troilus and Cressida’’ from the 
Provencal poets; that in the composi- 
tion of the ten-syllable couplet he had been 
shown the way by Richard Rolle, the her- 
mit of Hampole; that Ben Jonson was one 
of the two.authors by whom the so-called 
metaphysical style of poetry was brought 
into vogue, Donne being the other; that 
the well-known line in Dryden’s charac- 
terization of Settle’s poetry, that : 

“Tf it rhymed and rattled, all was well,’’ 
was written of Blackmore; and that 
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‘‘Blair’s Grave’’ was the only poem that 
had been composed in imitation of Young’s 
“Night Thoughts,’’ both works having 
been contemporaneous in appearance. 
These are not all the novel facts that can 
be found in this one chapter; but these 
will do. After reading it one feels a cer- 
tain respect for Southey’s courage in 
censuring Dryden for his carelessness and 
inaccuracy whenever he touched upon the 
history of his art. The charge was true; 
but under the circumstances his were 
hardly the lips from which it could appro- 
priately come. —LouNSBURY, THOMAS R., 
1892, Studies in Chaucer, vol. 1, p 388. 
GENERAL 

The story [‘‘Chronicle of the Cid’’] is 
something between a history and a ro- 
mance; and Mr. Southey has not attempted 
to distinguish what is true from what is 
fabulous; the Spanish literature evidently 
supplied no means for doing this, nor would 
it have been worth while, had it been 
practicable, as the fabulous parts are prob- 
ably quite as amusing as the true, and 
gives as striking a picture of the times. 
In this view, the work is very interesting. 
Weare transported into an age and country 
where the gentlemen go out to work in 
the morning, with their steeds and lances, 
as regularly as the farmers with their team 
and plough, and indeed, a good deal more 
so. The Cid surpasses all his contempo- 
raries for diligence and success in such 
laudable occupation. His course of enter- 
prise is so rapid, so uniformly successful, 
and so much of a piece in other respects, 
that in some parts of the book the mind 
is quite tired of following him. In many 
other parts, however, the narrative is 
eminently striking, especially in describing 
some of the single combats, and most of 
all, in the long account of an extraordi- 
nary court of justice, held on two young 
princes or noblemen, who had abused their 
wives, the daughters of the Cid. Nothing 
in the whole library of romantic history 
can exceed this narrative. —FosTErR, JOHN, 
1809, Southey’s Chronicle of the Cid, Crit- 
tal Essays, ed. Ryland, vol. 1, p. 284. 

Mr. Southey is a most unblushing char- 
acter; and his political lucubrations are 
very notable. —CARLYLE, THOMAS, 1817, 
Leiter to R. Mitchell, July 5; Early Letters, 
ed. Norton, p. 53. 

Reflect but on the variety and extent of 
his acquirements! He stands second to 
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no man, either as a historian or as a bibliog- 
rapher; and when I regard him as a 
popular essayist (for the articles of his 
composition in the reviews are, for the 
greater part, essays on subjects of deep 
or curious interest rather than criticisms 
on particular works)—I look in vain for 
any writer, who has conveyed so much in- 
formation, from so many and recondite 
sources, with so many just and original 
reflections, in a style so lively and poignant, 
yet so uniformly classical and perspicuous ; 
no one, in short, who has combined so much 
wisdom with so much wit, so much truth 
and knowledge with so much life and fancy. 
His prose is always intelligible,and always 
entertaining. In poetry he has attempted 
almost every species of composition known 
before, and he has added new ones; and 
if we except the highest lyric—(in which 
how few, how very few, even of the greatest 
minds have been fortunate)—he has at- 
tempted every species successfully. . . . 
It is Southey’s almost unexampled felicity, 
to possess the best gifts of talent and 
genius free from all their characteristic 
defects. . . . As son, brother, husband, 
father, master, friend, he moves with firm 
yet light steps, alike unostentatious and 
alikeexemplary. Asawriter, he has uni- 
formly made his talents subservient to the 
best interests of humanity, of public virtue, 
and domestic piety; his cause has ever 
been the cause of pure religion and of 
liberty, of national independence and of 
national illumination.—CoLERIDGE, SAM- 
vars Bee 1817, Biographia Literaria, 
ch. iii. 

While he himself is anomalous, incalcu- 
lable, eccentric, from youth to age (the 
“‘Wat Tyler’’ and the ‘‘Vision of Judg- 
ment’’ are the Alpha and Omega of his 
disjointed career) full of sallies of humour, 
of ebullitions of spleen, making jets-deaux, 
cascades, fountains, and water-works of 
his idle opinions, he would shut up the wits 
of others in leaden cisterns, to stagnate 
and corrupt, or bury them under ground— 

‘Far from the sun and summer gale!” 
He would suppress the freedom of wit and 
humour, of which he has set the example, 
and claim a privilege for playing antics. 
—HAzuitt, WILLIAM, 1825, The Spirit of 
the Age, p. 115 


: We find, we confess, so great a charm 
in Mr. Southey’s style, that, even when 
he writes nonsense, we generally read it 
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with pleasure, except indeed where he tries 
to be droll. A more insufferable jester 
never existed. Hevery often attempts to be 
humorous, and yet we do not remember a 
single occasion on which he has succeeded 
further than to be quaintly and flippantly 
dull. In one of his works, he tells us that 
Bishop Sprat was very properly so called, 
inasmuch as he was a very small poet. 
And in the book now before us, he cannot 
quote Francis Bugg without a remark on 
his unsavory name. A man might talk 
folly like this by his own fireside; but 
that any human being, after having made 
such a joke, should write it down, and copy 
it out, and transmit it to the printer, and 
correct the proof-sheets, and send it forth 
into the world, is enough to make us 
ashamed of our species.—MACAULAY, 
THOMAS BABINGTON, 1830,+ Southey’s Col- 
loquies on Society, Edinburgh Review ; 
Critical and Miscellaneous Essays. 


But the most various, scholastic, and 
accomplished of such of our literary con- 
temporaries as have written works as well 
as articles, and prose as well as poetry— 
is,incontestably, Mr. Southey. The ‘‘Life 
of Nelson’’ is acknowledged to be the 
best biography of theday. ‘‘The Life of 
Wesley’’ and ‘‘The Book of the Church,”’ 
however adulterated by certain preposses- 
sions and prejudices, are, as mere com- 
positions, characterized by an equal sim- 
plicity and richness of style,—an equal 
dignity and an equal ease. No writer 
blends more happily the academical graces 
of the style of the last century with the 
popular vigor of that which distinguishes 
the present. The great charm of 
that simple power which is so peculiarly 
Southeian. Southey’s rich taste 
and antique stateliness of mind.—LyTTon, 
Epwarp BuLWER LorD, 18383, England 
and the English. 

In vigour and variety of genius Robert 
Southey has few equals. He ranks in 
poetry with the foremost; in criticism 
none can be named more sensible and 
accurate; in biography he is without 
rivals; while in history he occupies the 
first rank and ison the right hand.—Cun- 
NINGHAM, ALLAN, 1833, Biographical and 
Oritical History of the Literature of the 
Last Fifty Years. 

As it stands, it is a piece of mere task- 
work, executed by a practised and skilful 
artist, no doubt, but with that economy of 


labour and thought which may be generally 
expected to characterise such undertak- 
ings. . . . Hehas evidently contented 
himself [‘‘Life of Raleigh’’?] with the 
materials nearest at hand, and made no 
attempt whatever either to correct or to 
amplify the existing stock of information 
by any researches amongst unpublished 
documents.—NAPIER, MacveEy, 1840, Hd- 
inburgh Review, vol. 71, p. 5. 

A name long dear to the public, as it 
will be to posterity; an author, the ac- 
curacy of whose knowledge does not yield 
to its extent.—DISRAELI, Isaac, 1841, 
Cedmon and Milton, Amenities of Litera- 
ture, note. 

He wasa dogmatist of the most provok- 
ing kind,—cool, calm, bitter, and uncom- 
promising; and he delighted to dogmatize 
on subjects which his mind was unfitted 
to treat. Nothing could shake his ego- 
tism. As a prose writer Southey 
was more successful than as a_ poet. 
His prose style is of such inimitable 
grace, clearness and fluency, that it 
would make nonsense agreeable. His 
poetry indicates a lack of shaping im- 
agination, and is diffusely elegant in ex- 
pression. He often gives twenty lines to 
a comparison, which Shelley or Words- 
worth would have compressed into an 
epithet. In narrative skill, and construc- 
tive power, he excels both; and is himself 
excelled only by Scott. to i ASG 
poet, he sems to us to fall below Scott, 
Shelley, Wordsworth, Coleridge, Byron, 
and to belong to the second class of con- 
temporary poets. In imagination and true 
poetic feeling, we should hesitate to place 
him on an equality with Campbell, Barry 
Cornwall, Tennyson, and Keats, although 
in general capacity and acquirements, and 
especially in force of individual character, 
he is their superior. It requires no pro- 
phetic gift to predict that most of his 
verse is destined to die.—WHIPPLE, ED- 
WIN P., 1845, English Poets of the Nine- 
teenth Century, American Review, July ; 
Essays and Reviews. 

Perhaps the raciest English writer of 
his day.—MILLER, HuGH, 1852, Essays, 
p. 457. 

The mental habits of Robert Southey, 
which about a year ago were so extensively 
praised in the public Journals, are the type 
of literary existence, just as the praise 
bestowed on them shows the admiration 
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excited by them among literary people. 
He wrote poetry (as if anybody could) 
before breakfast; he read during break- 
fast. He wrote history until dinner; he 
corrected proof sheets between dinner and 
tea; he wrote an essay for the Quarterly 
afterwards; and after supper, by way of 
relaxation, composed ‘‘The Doctor’’—a 
lengthy, and elaborate jest. Now, what 
can any one think of such a life ?—except 
how clearly it shows that the habits best 
fitted for communicating information, 
formed with the best care, and daily regu- 
lated by the best motives, are exactly the 
habits which are likely to afford a man 
the least information to communicate. 
Southey had no events, no experiences. 
His wife kept house and allowed him 
pocket-money, just as if he had been a 
German professor devoted to accents, 
tobacco, and the dates of Horace’s amours. 
And it is pitiable to think that so meri- 
torious a life was only made endurable by 
a painful delusion. He thought that day 
by.day, and hour by hour,he was accumu- 
lating stores for the instruction and enter- 
tainment of along posterity. His epics 
were to be in the hands of all men, and his 
history of Brazil the ‘‘Herodotus of the 
South American Republics ;’’ as if his epics 
were not already dead, and as if the people 
who now cheat at Valparaiso care a real 
who it was that cheated those before them. 
Yet it was only by a conviction like this 
that an industrious and caligraphic man 
(for such was Robert Southey),who might 
have earned money as a clerk, worked all 
his days for half a clerk’s wages, at’ oc- 
cupation much duller and more laborious. 
—BAGEHOT, WALTER, 1853, Shakespeare ; 
Works, ed. Morgan, vol. 1, p. 266. 

Few better or more blameless men have 
ever lived; but he seems to lack color, 
passion, warmth, or something that should 
enable me to bring him into close relation 
with myself.—HAWTHORNE, NATHANIEL, 
1855, English Note-Books, vol. 1, p. 229. 

If we were to name, in a single term, 
the quality for which Southey is eminent, 
we should call him a verbal architect. 
sf For pure narrative, where the 
object is to give the reader unalloyed 
facts, and leave his own reflection and 
fancy to shape and color them, no English 
author has surpassed Southey. —TUCKER- 
MAN, HENRY T., 1857, Essays, Biograph- 
ical and Critical, p. 74. 


ROBERT SOUTHEY 


In the first rank, Southey, a clever man, 
who, after several mistakes in his youth, 
became the professed defender of aristoc- 
racy and cant, an indefatigable reader, 
an inexhaustible writer, crammed with 
erudition, gifted in imagination, famed 
like Victor Hugo for the freshness of his 
innovations, the combative tone of his 
prefaces, the splendours of his picturesque 
curiosity, having spanned the universe and 
all history with his poetic shows, and em- 
braced, in the endless web of his verse, 
Joan of Arc, Wat Tyler, Roderick the 
Goth, Madoc, Thalaba, Kehama, Celtic, and 
Mexican traditions, Arabic and Indian 
legends, successively Catholic, Mussulman, 
Brahman, but only in verse; in fine, a pru- 
dent and licensed Protestant.—TaIng, H. 
A., 1871, History of English Literature, 
tr. Van Laun, vol. 1, bk. iv, ch. 1, p. 250. 

_There is not, perhaps, any single work 
of Southey’s the loss of which would be 
felt by us as a capital misfortune. But 
the more we consider his total work, its 
mass, its variety, its high excellence, the 
more we come to regard it as a memor- 
able, an extraordinary achievement.— 
DowvEN, Epwarb, 1880, Southey (Eng- 
lish Men of Letters), p. 1. 

There have been few English men of 
letters the difference between whose con- 
temporary and posthumous fame is so 
great as it is in thecase of Southey. He 
was not, indeed, idolized by his time, and 
his works have not, to be sure, fallen into 
complete oblivion, though they avoid that 
fate by the narrowest of margins, we 
suspect. Macaulay said of them that he 
had great doubts whether they would be 
read ‘‘fifty years hence,’’ but none at all 
that, if read, they would be admired; but 
the truth is that they are not read now 
because it has been discovered that they 
are not upon the whole admirable.— 
BROWNELL, W. C., 1880, Dowden’s Southey, 
The Nation, vol. 80, p. 158. 

There were greater poets in his genera- 
tion, and there were men of a deeper and 
more far-reaching philosophic faculty; 
but take him for all in all, —his ardent and 
genial piety, his moral strength, the 
magnitude and variety of his powers, the 
field which he covered in literature, and 
the beauty of his life,—it may be said of 
him, justly, and with no straining of the 
truth, that of all Ais contemporaries he 
was the greatest Man.—Tayuior, Sir 
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HENRY, 1880, The English Poets, ed. Ward, 
vol. Iv, p. 164. 


The pure and altogether admirable 
Southey.—LowELL, JAMES RUSSELL, 1883, 
Fielding ; Prose Works, Riverside ed., vol. 
VI. p. 60. 


I love all Southey, and all that he does; 
and love that Correspondence of his with 
Caroline Bowles. —FITZGERALD, EDWARD, 
1883, Letters, May; Letters to Fanny 
Kemble, ed. Wright, p. 251. 


The second to come was a comely man, 
right manly in his going; and when the 
true-men were brought to speak of him 
there was quarrelling in their companies, 
for he had kinsmen in both their camps, 
and loath were they to do battle with him. 
But those that knew him not dealt him 
many back-handed blows, and for every 
stroke he received he gave two others, and 
inch by inch he fought his way upward 
with his face kept steadfastly to the true- 
men and his back to the summit. And 
though the guard cut away both coif and 
laurel in the strife, yet because his kins- 
men fought not against him but against 
their fellows to his behoof, therefore he 
prevailed and won the heights.—CaINE, 
HALL, 1888, The Fable of the Critics, 
Cobwebs of Criticism, p. Vii. 

His prose style is the most uniformly 
good of any English writer who has writ- 
ten on anything like the same scale and 
with anything like the same variety of sub- 
ject and class of work.—SaINTSBURY, 
GEORGE, 1886, Specimens of English Prose 
Style, p. 294. 

Southey, like Dryden, is one of the 
manliest of writers. He is totally devoid 
of affectation; he has no mannerism, and 
expresses himself simply because he thinks 
clearly. His prose-writings, no 
doubt, exhibit the weakness, as well as 
strength, of hisnature. He acknowledges 
that he could not stand severe thought. 
There are subjects about which he knew 
little and wrote feebly ; there are opinions 
scattered through his volumes at which 
we are forced tosmile. When he prophe- 
sies he fails, just as Cobden fails, and as 
Mr. Bright fails; and when he touches on 
spiritual experiences that arouse no cor- 
responding emotion in his own heart, there 
is an evident want of sympathy and 
breadth.—DeEnnis, JOHN, 1887, Robert 
Southey, Introduction, pp. 16, 17. 


Southey interested, but I cannot say 
that he in any way influenced me.—Far- 
RAR, FREDERIC WILLIAM, 1887, Books 
which Have Influenced Me, p. 83. 


Southey’s biographies mark the begin- 
nings, and fix the character, of nineteenth- 
century prose. Less formal in structure 
and less rhetorical in vocabulary than the 
prose of the preceding era, it has gained 
in simplicity and directness, in artistic 
compression and reserve. Southey’s prose 
had none of the qualities which impress us 
in the prose of Gibbon, or which enchant 
and almost intoxicate us in that of Burke; 
but we feel, all the same, that neither 
Burke nor Gibbon could have turned their 
instrument of language to the purposes of 
a short biography with such mastery as 
Southey in the ‘‘Life of Nelson’’ displays 
in the use of his. Above all, we feel that 
a race of beings among whom mortal will 
always be more common than immortal 
writers have been supplied with an incom- 
parably more useful model for imitation 
in the prose of Southey than in that of 
Gibbon or of Burke.—TRAILL, HENRY 
Durr, 1896, Social England, vol.v, p.588. 

Poetical criticism, whether of his own 
writings or of those of others, was one of 
Southey’s weakest points. But while 
egregiously deceived as to the absolute 
worth of his epics, he obeyed a happy in- 
stinct in selecting epic as his principal 
field in poetry. The gifts which he pos- 
sessed—ornate description, stately diction, 
invention on a large scale—required an 
ample canvas for their display. Although 
the concise humour and simplicity of his 
lines on ‘‘The Battle of Blenheim’’ ensure 
it a place among the best known short 
poems in the language, there are not half 
a dozen of his lyrical pieces, some of his 
racy ballads excepted, that have any claim 
to poetic distinction. The ‘‘English Kc- 
logues,’’ however, have an important place 
in literature as prototypes of Tennyson’s 
more finished performances, but are hardly 
poetry. Asa writer of prose Southey is 
entitled to very high praise, although, as De 
Quincey justly points out, the universally 
commended elegance and perspicuity of his 
style do not make him a fine writer. But 
within his own limits he is a model of lucid, 
masculine English—‘‘sinewy and flexible, 
easy and melodious.” —GARNETT, RICHARD, 
1898, Dictionary of National Biography, 
vol. LI, p. 289. 
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Washington Allston 
1779-1843 


Washington Allston, A. R. A. Born in South Carolina. Graduated at Harvard 
College, 1800. Entered the schools of the Royal Academy in London soon after. His 
first work of importance, ‘‘The Dead Man Revived,’’ gained a prize of two hundred 
guineas from the British Institute, and was purchased by the Philadelphia Academy 
of Fine Arts. This'was followed by ‘‘St. Peter liberated by the Angel,’’ ‘‘Uriland the 
Sun,’ “‘Jacob’s Dream,’’ and several smaller pictures, which are in private galleries 
in England. They were generally exhibited at the Royal Academy in London, of which 
he was an associate. In 1818 he opened a studio in Boston, and spent the remainder 
of his life in his native country. Among the better known of Allston’s works are, 
“‘Jeremiah,’’ (in Yale College) and ‘‘The Witch of Endor;’’ ‘‘Miriam,’’ owned by the 
late David Sears of Boston; ‘‘Rosalie,’? owned by Nathan Appleton; ‘‘Belshazzar’s 
Feast,’’ in the Boston Atheneum ; ‘‘ Madonna ;’’ ‘‘Spanish Girl,’’ and ‘‘Spalatro’s Vision 
of the Bloody Hand,’’ painted in Cambridge, Mass., in 1832, for H. 8. Ball, of Charles- 
ton, S. C., and sold in the collection of John Taylor Johnston, in 1876, for $3,900. It 
has been made familiar and popular by means of the engraving. It was at the Cen- 
tennial Exhibition of 1876, as was also a landscape of Allston’s belonging to the estate 
of Mrs. S. A. Eliot; ‘‘Rosalie ;’’ ‘‘Isaac of York’’ (property of the Boston Athenzeum) ; 
and ‘‘The Head of a Jew.’? In 1831 he published ‘‘The Sy!phs of the Season,’’ a poem, 
and a little later, ‘‘The Paint King’’ and ‘‘The Two Painters.”’ His romance of 
‘‘Monaldi,’’ which followed these, attracted some attention in the literary world, and 
has been dramatized. Among Allston’s portraits are Benjamin West, in the Boston 
Atheneum, and Coleridge, the poet, in the National Portrait Gallery, of England.— 


CLEMENT AND Hutton, 1879-84, Artists of the Nineteenth Century, p. 10. 


PERSONAL 


Allston has a mild manner, a soft voice, 
and a sentimental air with him,—not at 
all Yankeeish; but his conversation does 
not indicate the talent displayed in his 
paintings. — RoBiInson, HENRY CRABB, 
1818, Diary, Apr. 30; Diary, Reminis- 
cences and Correspondence, ed. Sadler, vol. 
I, p. 385. 

Nothing new in Boston, except an old 
painting by Allston, just brought to light 
and for show. A beautiful fancy-sketch ; 
two girls,—one from Titian, the other his 
own dreamerie. They talk of getting up 
an exhibition of all his paintings, for his 
benefit. He needs it. O ye gods! how 
hard a fate! This old painting, which he 
loved and cherished as a child of his youth, 
and valued at fifteen hundred dollars, he 
has been obliged to part with for five 
hundred.—LONGFELLOW, HENRY WADs- 
worTH, 1839, To Samuel Ward, March 
11; Life, ed. Samuel Longfellow, vol. 1, 
p. 326. 

His MS., notwithstanding an exceed- 
ingly simple and boyish air, is one which 
we particularly admire. It is forcible, 
picturesque, and legible, without ornament 
of any description. Each letter is formed 
with a thorough distinctness and individu- 
ality. Such a MS. indicates caution and 


precision, most unquestionably; but we 
say of it as we say of Mr. Peabody’s (a 
very different MS. ), that no man of original 
genius ever did or could habitually indite 
it under any circumstances whatever.— 
Por, EDGAR ALLAN, 1842, A Chapter on 
Autography, Works, ed. Stoddard, vol. Vv, 
p. 423. 


No picture is more pleasing to my heart 
and fancy than to see Mr. Allston, seated 
at his parlor fire in the evening, after a 
day spent in his studio, his eyes resting 
meditatively upon the fire, his beautiful 
countenance marked with taste and 
thought, the smoke from his cigar going 
up in little clouds and mingling among the 
gray curls of his hair, and then rising, to 
etherealize the whole, with the social glass 
of wine on the table which he has placed 
before his visitor,—the whole is painted 
with warm colors in my mind.—DaAna, 
RicHARD HENRY, 1843, Journal, April 
22 B ae of Dana, by C. F. Adams, vol. 1, 
peal 

As we contemplate the life and works 
of Allston, we are inexpressibly grateful 
that he lived. His example is one of our 
best possessions. And yet, while rejoicing 
that he has done much, we seem to hear a 
whisper that he might have done more. 
His productions suggest a higher genius 
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than they display; and we are disposed 
sometimes to praise the master rather than 
the work. Like a beloved character in 
English literature, Sir James Mackintosh, 
he finally closed a career of beautiful, but 
fragmentary labors, leaving much undone 
which all had hoped he would do. The 
great painting which haunted so many 
years of his life, and which his friends and 
country awaited with anxious interest, re- 
mained unfinished at last. His Virgilian 
sensibility and modesty would doubtless 
have ordered its destruction, had death ar- 
rested him lesssuddenly. Titian died, leav- 
ing incomplete, like Allston, an important 
picture, on which his hand was busy down 
to the time of his death. A pious and 
distinguished pupil, the younger Palma, 
teok up the labor of his master, and, on 
its completion, placed it in the church for 
which it was destined, with this inscrip- 
tion: ‘‘That which Titian left unfinished 
Palma reverently completed and dedicated 
to God.’’ Where is the Palma who can 
complete what our Titian has left un- 
finished ?—SUMNER, CHARLES, 1846, The 
Scholar, The Jurist, The Artist, The Phi- 
lanthropist ; Works, vol. 1, p. 288. 

Once in a winter, or possibly oftener, 
his evening hearth was brightened by the 
presence of Washington Allston. He 
loved this friend for his lofty purity of 
character,as much as he admired his grand 
genius; and the courtesy with which each 
recognized the other’s greatness was most 
noble. Mr. Allston was prompt to seek 
his friend’s judgment of a new picture, so 
much did he confide in his simple instincts 
of beauty and truthfulness of taste. And 
by the hour would Dr. Channing listen, 
rapt and silent, with childlike animation 
on his spiritual countenance, whilst the 
painter poured forth his golden floods of 

high idealism, devout sentiment, criticism, 
anecdote, description. He joyfully made 
the sacrifice of wasted days following such 
wakefulness, for the artist’s best hour for 
talk was midnight.—CHANNING, WILLIAM 
Henry, 1848, Memoir of William Ellery 
Channing, vol. 1, p. 468. 

He took particular pleasure in works of 
devout Christian speculation, without, 
however, neglecting a due proportion of 
strietly devotional literature. These he 
varied by a constant recurrence of the 
great epic and dramatic masters and 
occasional reading of the earlier and the 
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living novelists, tales of wild romance and 
lighter fiction, voyage and travels, biog- 
raphies and letters. Nor was he without a 
strong interest in the current politics of 
his own country and of England, as to 
which his principles were highly conserva- 
tive.—DaNA, RICHARD HENRY, JR., 1850, 
ed., Lectures on Art and Poems, Preface, 
p. Vii. 

To the eye of the multitude his life 
glided away in secluded contentment, yet 
a prevailing idea was the star of his being 
—the idea of beauty. For the high, the 
lovely, the perfect, he strove all his days. 
He sought them in the scenes of nature, 
in the masterpieces of literature and art, 
in habits of life, in social relations, and 
in love. Without pretense, without ela- 
tion, in all meekness, his youthful enthu- 
siasm chastened by suffering, he lived 
above the world. Gentleness he deemed 
true wisdom, renunciation of all the trap- 
pings of lifeaduty. He was calm, patient, 
occasionally sad, but for the most part 
happy in the free exercise and guardian- 
ship of his varied powers. —TUCKERMAN, 
Henry T., 1852, A Sketch of American 
Interature. 


So refined was his whole appearance, so 
fastidiously neat his apparel, —but with a 
neatness that seemed less the result of 
care and plan than a something as proper 
to the man as whiteness to the lily, —that 
you would have at once classed him with 
those individuals, rarer than great captains 
and almost as rare as: great poets, whom 
Nature sends into the world to fill the 
arduous office of Gentleman. . . A 
nimbus of hair, fine as an infant’s, "and 
early white, showing refinement of organ- 
ization and the predominance of the spirit- 
ual over the physical, undulated and floated 
around a face that seemed like pale flame, 
and over which the flitting shades of ex- 
pression chased each other, fugitive and 
gleaming as waves upon afield of rye. It 
was a countenance that, without any 
beauty of feature, was very beautiful. I 
have said that it looked like pale flame, and 
can find no other words for the impression 
it gave. Here was a man all soul, his body 
seeming a lamp of finest clay, whose service 
was to feed with magic oils, rare and 
fragrant, that wavering fire which hovered 
over it. You, who are an adept in such mat- 
ters, would have detected in the eyes that 
artist-look which seems to see pictures 
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ever in the air, and which, if it fall 
on you, makes you feel as if all the world 
were a gallery, and yourself the rather in- 
different Portrait of a Gentleman hung 
therein. —LOWELL, JAMES RUSSELL, 1854- 
90, Cambridge Thirty Years Ago; Prose 
Works, Riverside ed., vol. 1, pp. 72, 73. 

I first became acquainted with Washing- 
ton Allston, early in the spring of 1805. 
He had just arrived from France, I from 
Sicily and Naples. I was then not quite 
twenty-two years of age—he a little older. 
There was something, to me, inexpressibly 
engaging in the appearance and manners of 
Allston. Ido not think I have ever been 
more completely captivated on a first ac- 
quaintance. He wasof alight and graceful 
form, with large blue eyes and black silken 
hair, waving and curling round a pale ex- 
pressive countenance. Kverything about 
him bespoke the man of intellect and re- 
finement. His conversation was copious, 
animated, and highly graphic; warmed by 
a genial sensibility and benevolence, and 
enlivened at times by a chaste and gentle 
humor . . aman whose memory | hold 
in reverence and affection, as one of the 
purest, noblest, and most intellectual 
beings that ever honored me with his 
friendship.—IRVING, WASHINGTON, 1855, 
Letter in Duyckinck’s Cyclopedia of Amer- 
ican Literature, vol. u, pp. 18, 20. 


ART 


The admirable works exhibiting now by 
Allston; whose great picture, with his 
Hebe, landscape, and sea-piece, would of 
themselves suffice to elucidate the funda- 
mental doctrines of colour, ideal form, and 
grouping; assist the reasoner in the same 
way as the diagrams aid the geometrician, 
but far more and more vividly.—CoLE- 
RIDGE, SAMUEL TAYLOR, 1814, On the 
Principles of Sound Criticism; Miscella- 
nies, Austhetic and Literary, ed. Ashe, p. 9. 


What painter (excepting perhaps Raf- 
faelle) ever came near his own conception 
or that of any other man?—LOWELL, 
JAMES RuSSELL, 18389, To G. B. Loring, 
April 29; Letters, ed. Norton, vol. 1, p. 38. 


The calm and meditative cast of these 
pictures, the ideal beauty that shone 
through rather than in them, and the har- 
mony of colouring were as unlike anything 
else I saw, as the “Vicar of Wakefield” to 
Cooper’s novels. I seemed to recognise 
in painting that self-possessed elegance, 
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that transparent depth, which I most ad- 
mire in literature; I thought with delight 
that such a man as this had been able to 
grow up in our bustling, reasonable com- 
munity, that he had kept his foot upon the 
ground, yet never lost sight of the rose- 
clouds of beauty floating above him. Isaw, 
too, that he had not been troubled, but 
possessed his own soul with the blandest 
patience ; and I hoped, I scarce knew what ; 
probably the mot d’enigme for which we are 
all looking. How the poetical mind can 
live and work in peace and good faith! 
how it may unfold to its due perfection in 
an unpoetical society !—OssoLI, MARGARET 
FULLER, 1839, A Record of Impressions 
Produced by the Exhibition of Mr. Aliston’s 
Pictures ; Art, Literature and the Drama, 
p. 285. 


Our country has the right to claim, then, 
at least one great name upon the list 
of living artists. On him descended those 
nameless influences, which, in all countries 
and ages, have from time to time fallen 
upon such as Heaven has chosen to de- 
lineate and adorn in various modes the 
images that fill the worlds of reality and 
of dreams. In the midst of the trials and 
fatigues of common life, from which none 
of us, and least of all the artist, escape, 
he has been laboring for us and for our 
children, to combine the scattered beauties 
of nature, to reproduce in more permanent 
form the shapes that alternately are 
moulded and melted away among the clouds 
of imagination, to call back in renewed 
existence the creations of the past. And 
it is not mere natural genius to which we 
owe our admiration and gratitude, but 
genius improved by patient study, refined 
by still seclusion, warmed by good affec- 
tions, and therefore diffusing itself in 
images as finished, as pure, as full of gentle 
feelings; even as one planet is reflected 
with the same light from the bosom of 
many waters.—HOLMES, OLIVER WENDELL, 
1840, The Allston Exhibition, North Ameri- 
can Review, vol. 50, p. 380. 


All the pictures to which I have just 
referred, and many others, to which I shall 
presently turn your attention, are examples 
of that peculiar charm, in art, styled by 
the critics, repose. There is hardly a work 
from the hand of Allston which is not, 
either in the whole, or in some consider- 
able part, an instance in point. The word 
Repose alone, perhaps, with sufficient 
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accuracy, describes the state of mind, and 
the outward aspect of nature intended by 
it.— WARE, WILLIAM, 1842, Lecture on 
Alliston, p. 894. 

Allston’s style was extremely varied, 
as were the subjects he treated. His was 
no formal manner, operating with the 
regularity, fecundity, and swiftness of a 
machine. Who would assign to the same 
hand the landscapes at Boston and the 
“Desert,’’ purchased by Mr. Labouchere? 
When I reflect upon the character of his 
works and the immense labor bestowed 
upon them, I am surprised that this age, 
so prone to regard art as a handmaid of 
luxury, should have employed him as it 
did. When I remember the astonishing 
rapidity of his execution, the ease with 
which his hand and eye mirrored the beauty 
before him, when I remember that his will 
alone stood between his poverty and the 
most prolific outpouring of production, 
with all the renown and emolument that 
accompany it, then I form a clear idea of 
the character of his genius. His was truly 
a great and a noble example. Was such 
ever thrown away? Surelynever. More 
even than his works do | believe that he will 
live in the awakened minds of American 
art, and who shall say where the republic 
will carry the achievements of painting 
with him for her first-born poet-painter. 
—GREENOUGH, HoRATIO, 1844, Letter to 
R. H. Dana, Jr., June 11. 

It seemed to me that in him America had 
lost her third great man. What Washington 
was as a statesman, Channing as a moral- 
ist, that was Allston as an artist.—JAME- 
son, ANNA BROWNELL, 1844-46, Washing- 


_ton Allston, Memoirs and Essays, p. 126. 


It was Allston who first awakened what 
little sensibility I may possess to the 
beauties of colour. He first directed my 
attention to the Venetian school, particu- 
larly to the works of Paul Veronese, and 
taught me to see, through the accumulated 
dirt of ages, the exquisite charm that lay 
beneath. Yet, foralong time, I took the 
merit of the Venetians on trust, and, if 
left to myself, should have preferred works 
which I now feel to be comparatively 
worthless. I remember when the picture 
of ‘‘The Ages,’ by Titian, was first pointed 
out to me by Allston as an exquisite work, 
I thought he was laughing at me. It is 
but fair to myself, however, to say, that 
from the first I was delighted with the 


Raffaelles in the same collection (the 
Bridgwater).—LESLIE, CHARLES ROBERT, 
1860, Autobiographical Recollections, ed. 
Taylor, p. 22. 

The method of this artist was to sup- 
press all the coarser beauties which make 
up the substance of common pictures. He 
was the least ad captandum of workers. 
He avoided bright eyes, curls, and con- 
tours, glancing lights, strong contrasts, 
and colors too crude for harmony. He 
reduced his beauty to her elements, so that 
an inner beauty might play through her 
features. Like the Catholic discipline 
which pales the face of the novice with 
vigils, seclusion, and fasting, and thus 
makes room and clears the way for the 
movements of the spirit, so in these figures 
every vulgar grace is suppressed. No 
classic contours, no languishing attitudes, 
no asking for admiration,—but a severe 
and chaste restraint, a modest sweetness, 
a slumbering intellectual atmosphere, a 
graceful self-possession, eyes sosincere and 
pure that heaven’s light shines through 
them, and, beyond all,a hovering spiritual 
life that makes each form a presence.— 
CLARKE, SARAH, 1865, Our First Great 
Painter and His Works, Atlantic Monthly, 
vol. 15, p. 181. 

With the name of this great painter, 
painting reached its acme of excellence 
among us. In genius, character, life, and 
feeling, he emulated the Italian masters, 
partook of their spirit, and caught the 
mellow richness of their tints. ; 
From an Alpine landscape luminous with 
frosty atmosphere and sky-piercing moun- 
tains to moonbeams flickering on a quiet 
stream, from grand scriptural to delicate 
fancy figures, from rugged and solemn 
Jewish heads to the most ideal female con- 
ceptions, from ‘‘ Jeremiah’’ to ‘‘Beatrice,”’ 
and from ‘‘Miriam’’ to ‘‘Rosalie,’’ every 
phrase of mellow and transparent—almost 
magnetic color, graceful contours, deep 
expression, rich contrasts of tints—the 
mature, satisfying, versatile triumph of 
pictorial art, as we have known and loved 
it in the Old World, then and there, justi- 
fied the name of ‘‘American Titian’’ be- 
stowed on Allston at Rome.— TUCKERMAN, 
Henry T., 1867, Book of the Artists, p. 9. 

The versatility of Allston in painting 
at will historical compositions, portraits, 
ideal heads, landscapes, marines, and genre 
pictures was accompanied with a minute 
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and delicate finish bestowed on all alike. 
It was a matter of wonder, when his 
pictures were collected in Boston, how so 
much work could have been crowded into 
one short life, and that a crippled one. The 
grand figures of his prophets and kings 
were not more carefully and minutely 
painted than the accessories of still-life, 
—the vases, jewels, and back-grounds. 
But this versatility was fatal to the 
master’s pre-eminence in American art, for 
life is not long enough for the noblest 
mind and deftest hand to attain illustrious 
excellence in so many departments of en- 
deavor. He should have confined himself 
to small ideal subjects, with which he had 
full sympathy. Allston’s love for sublim- 
ity was hardly less than his devotion to 
beauty, though it was not so often dis- 
played in his art. In expression, 
or the power of portraying emotions and 
dispositions, Allston found another of his 
noble characteristics, though he withheld 
a display of this gift in a majority of his 
pictures, preferring to paint calm and pas- 
sionless faces, full of tender and thought- 
ful beauty, and giving free scope to the 
imagination. Dignity is paramount, a 
grand abstraction, a passive majesty.— 
Sweetser, M. F., 1878, Allston (Artisé- 
Biographies), pp. 178, 179. 


He is one of our great men. Pure in 
his life as a child, modest in his character, 
and of a delicacy and refinement of imagi- 
nation in his art that entitles him to take 
rank with the great masters. When I 
remember the place in which he worked, 
the difficulties which he had to encounter, 
the absence of all stimulus save that which 
he found within himself, his prosaic sur- 
roundings, the want of models and means 
for hig art, and in every way the restric- 
tions of his position, the works that he 
produced were almost marvelous; but 
genius makes its own place,and time breaks 
the difficulties of circumstance. é 
He filled my mind with his own enthusiasm 
and taught me the dignity of art, the 
sincere devotion it demanded. The earn- 
est study, the consecration of the whole 
mind and heart it required. And he led 
me into its precincts as a high-priest leads 
the trembling neophyte to the altar. I 
can never be grateful enough to him for 
the high standard which he set before me, 
as before all who came into his presence. 
—StTory, WILLIAM WETMORE, 1880, Letter 
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to Committee on Allston Celebration, Boston, 
November 1. 


Some of those who mark in much of 
Allston’s work the gap which divides in- 
tentions from accomplishments, and mark 
also the non-pictorial, ‘‘literary’’ charac- 
ter of these intentions, are led to think 
that he should not have tried to paint at 
all—that he was meant to be an artist in 
words, and not in lines and colours. But 
the volume of poems he has left does not 
in the least confirm such theories. Within 
certain narrow limits he was successful in 
his pictures, while he never even approched 
success inverse. His prose writing, how- 
ever, is very interesting; and if space 
sufficed I should like to show how fine and 
keen and sane a critical instinct he pos- 
sessed. And yet, if a pathetic 
fact for himself, it was a fortunate fact 
for us that his ideals and ambitions—these 
being but the translation of his whole 
nature—were so much loftier than his 
gifts and opportunities. If his pictures 
can have no notable influence upon Ameri- 
can art, his life and character had an 
immense and happy influence upon the 
reverence for, and appreciation of, art in 
America. What we needed fifty years 
ago was not so much great artists asa 
great prophet and apostle and servant of 
art. Wemay wish, if we will, that Allston 
had left us finer works and more volumi- 
nous critical writings; but after all, the 
best service he could have done us was to 
work in the spirit he did and to be the man 
he was. Ido not think I underestimate 
the value of his painting when I say that 
he was by no means the potent artist our 
fathers thought him. But Iam sureI could 
not over-estimate the value of his life, of 
his example, of himself—a strong and 
needed and gracious influence while he 
lived, and to-day a helpful, an inspiring 
tradition.—VAN RENSSELAER, M.G.,1889, 
Washington Allston, Magazine of Art, vol. 
12S pasl50: 

His outline drawings, which have been 
much admired, are round and unaccented, 
and show little sense of structure. His 
composition oftenseems mechanical rather 
than organic. The ‘‘Dead Man Revived’’ 
seems pieced together, and has no unity of 
arrangement. His costumes are in a 
curious, hybrid, pseudo-classic taste, and 
his prettily feminine angels, with their 
hair dressed in the fashion of Lawrence’s 
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portraits, are strangely in contrast with 
the heavy-muscled prophets and apostles 
after Michael Angelo and Raphael, which 
have sometimes an undeniable dignity. 
“Handling’’ he avowedly despised, and his 
technical methods were of the elaborate 
kind common when artists still believed 
in ‘‘the secret of Titian,’’ and the old art 
of ‘‘painting in oils’? had not succumbed 
in the struggle with modern demands. 

Allston must, on the whole, be 
classed, as one of the failures in art.— 
Cox, Kenyon, 1893, Washington Allston, 
The Nation, vol. 56, p. 33. 


GENERAL 
Though we have not allowed to Mr. 
Allston a mastery over the more intense 
passions, yet he seems filled with the milder 
feeling and to have nothing pass through 
the imagination untouched bythem. All 
that the world contains is, with him, a 
sentiment, and quickens the feelings and 
thoughts. Indeed,it seems to be peculiarly 
the character of his, and almost all good 
modern poetry, to make all that surrounds 
us within doors, and in our_daily affairs 
abroad, administer good to our hearts and 
minds, so that, if it does not make poets 
of us all, it will cause us to be wider and 
more accurate thinkers, as well as better 
men. Besides this character, the poems 
before us, in many parts, run up into the 
wild, and visionary, and magnificent, and 
the eye brightens and enlarges, and the 
spirits are lifted, as we enter into them. 
All, however, is of the same joyous tem- 
perament; for if the scene, viewed alone, 
would be dark and awing, you find it in the 
midst of satire and humour, and their 
lights are observed, playing and sparkling 
over it, as in ‘‘The Paint King,’’ and ‘‘The 
Two Painters.’’—DANA, RICHARD HENRY, 
1817, Sylphs of the Seasons, North Amer- 
ican Review, vol. 5, p. 371. 
He who, returning 
Rich in praise to his native shores, hath left 
a remembrance 
Long to be honoured and loved on the banks 
of Thames and of Tiber: 
So may America, prizing in time the worth 
she possesses, 


Give to that hand free scope, and boast here- 
after of Allston. 


—SouTHEY, ROBERT, 1821, A Vision of 
Judgment. 

“‘The Two Painters,’’ an admirable sat- 
ire, intended to ridicule the attempts to 
reach perfection in one excellency in the 
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art of painting, to the neglect of every 
other, proves equally his descriptive 
powers. These poems, and the ‘‘Paint 
King,’’ a singularly wild, imaginative 
story, evidence, also, his creative genius. 
They are all original, in their fable, style, 
and cast of thought; and all have the 
purest and most cheerful influences upon 
the mind.—GRISWOLD, Rurus W., 1842, 
The Poets and Poetry of America, p. 41. 


No man ever possessed a more exquisite 
appreciation of the Beautiful, than Wash- 
ington Allston, one of the most gifted of 
painters, and yet no man ever kept the 
Beautiful in more severe subordination to 
the Good and True, in the productions of 
both his pencil and pen. That apprecia- 
tion made him shrink from frequent efforts 
in the higher department of his art, for he 
felt the impuissance of his hand in the de- 
lineations of the glorious visions of his 
genius.—LOSssING, BENSON J., 1855-86, 
Eminent Americans, p. 262. 

His poems, though few in number, are 
exquisite in finish, and in the fancies 
and thoughts which they embody. They 
are delicate, subtle, and philosophical. 
Thought and feeling are united in them, 
and the meditative eye 

which hath kept watch 

o’er man’s mortality 
broods over all.—DuyYckINcK, EveErT A. 
AND GEORGE L., 1855-65-75, Cyclopedia 
of American Literature, ed. Simons, vol. 
MIs Dep lidte 

Comparatively little known as a writer 
to the present generation of Americans, 
there is yet muchin his prose and poetical 
productions to please the fancy and to 
elevate and refine the taste.—DESHLER, 
CHARLES D., 1879, Afternoons With the 
Poets, p. 275. 

As a poet, however, he is now but little 
known. As a prose writer, his lectures 
on art, and especially his romance of 
“‘Monaldi,’’ show that he could paint with 
the pen as well as with the brush. It is 
difficult to understand why ‘‘Monaldi’’ has 
not obtained a permanent place in our 
literature. There is in one discription of 
a picture representing the visible struggle 
of a soul in the toils of sin which in inten- 
sity of conception and passion exceeds any 
picture he ever painted.—WHIPPLE, Ep- 
WIN Percy, 1886, American Literature 
and Other Papers, ed. Whittier, p. 41. 

He wrote a romance, ‘‘Monaldi,’’ which 
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had many excellences, but not the quality 
of impressiveness; unless we except the 
description of a picture of a soul strug- 
gling in the toils of sin, which is more 
effective than any of Allston’s actual 
pictures. . . Finally, he produced 
some sonnets which are placid and pale- 
hued records of personal feeling, and whose 
chief merit is the negative one of being 
free from vulgarity. But though the 
definite information to be had about 
Allston arouses a certain intellectual impa- 
tience, it would be wrong to dismiss him as 
a vapid and featureless pretender. —HAw- 
THORNE, JULIAN, AND LEMMON, LEONARD, 
1891, American Lnterature, pp. 116, 117. 


His appearance was indeed impressive. 
No one could see him without feeling some- 
thing of hischaracter. To those who have 
seen him, it is not surprising that the 
genial poet of Boston needed no one to 
designate Allston. There was in him a 
remarkable symmetry of endowment. As 
an artist he seemed to possess every gift 
requisite to produce the best effects in 
every department. Asa poet he had the 
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same fulness of natural qualities. 

Allston was not deficient in strength or in 
the adventuring boldness of genius. 
Beauty did not check,if we may so express 
it, the effrontery of his imagination, or 
smoothe the rugged strength of his 
thought. Symmetry was ever present, 
but never to weaken his work. His ex- 
quisite adjustment of all elements in the 
production of effects, his love of sym- 
metry, with harmony, distinguished him to 
aremarkable degree. The gentle stood not 
alone, or as over-balancing the grand.— 
FLAGG, JARED B., 1892, The Life and Let- 
ters of Washington Allston, pp. 395, 398. 


While his poems have many beauties, it 
is chiefly as an influence that he is remem- 
bered in literature. Compared with many 
of his contemporaries, his production was 
small indeed, yet it should not be forgot- 
ten that, in introducing America to the 
culture of Europe, Allston did a service 
to our literature second only to that 
rendered by Longfellow.—PATTEE, FRED 
Lewis, 1896, A History of American Lit- 
erature, p. 167. 


John Foster 
1770-1848 


Born at Wadswot'th Lane, near Halifax, 17 Sept. 1770. At Baptist Coll., 
Sept. 1791 to May 1792. Baptist preacher at Newcastle, 1792. 
Returned to England, 1794. To Dublin again, 1795. 
Feb. 1796. Baptist minister at Chichester, 1797. To Battersea, 1799. 
at Sheppard’s Barton, near Frome, 1804-06. 


Downend, Bristol, 1800-04; 


Bristol, 
In Dublin, 1793--94. 
Returned to Wadsworth Lane, 
Minister at 
Contrib. 


to ‘‘Eclectic Review,” 1806-89. Married Maria Snooke, May 1808; settled at Bourton, 


Gloucestershire. 
Gloucestershire, 1821. 


Downend Baptist Chapel burial-ground. 
year) ; ‘‘Discourse on Missions,’’ 1818; 


tributions . 


respondence, ”’ 
of English Authors, p. 102. 


PERSONAL 


His disposition was unresentful. He felt 
warmly, and even indignantly, when taking 
the part which he deemed incumbent upon 
him ina righteous cause—in defending the 
injured; in resisting what he deemed un- 
just; and exposing what to his eye was 
dishonourable ;—but he thus felt and acted 
for others. In what had relation simply 
to himself, he felt it beneath him to cherish 


Minister at Downend again, 1817-21. 
Lectured in Broadmead Chapel, Bristol, 1822-28. 
1832. Contrib. to ‘‘Morning Chronicle,’’ 1834-35. Died, 15 Oct. 1848. 

Works: 
“On the Evils of Popular Ignorance,’’ 1820; 
“Introductory Observations on Dr. Marshman’s Statement,” 1828. Posthumous: 
. tothe‘Eclectic Review’ ’’ (2 vols.), 1844. He edited: Doddridge’s 
“Rise and Progress of Religion,’’ 1825; Hall’s‘‘ Works,’’ 1832. Life: 
by J. E. Ryland, 1846. —Suarp, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary 


Removed to Stapylton, 
Wife died, 
Buried in 
““Hissays,’’ 1805, (2nd end. same 


“Con- 


**Life and Cor- 


an unforgiving, revengeful temper. He 
excited strong attachment, but he encoun- 
tered little personal enmity, for it was not 
his habit to indulge it himself. At the 
same time, he was ready to act as a media- 
tor, and was glad to heal differences, taking 
sometimes an active part in the exercise 
of Christian charity.—Crisp, THomas S., 
1843, Sermon on the Death of Rev. John 
Foster, Oct. 22. 
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The sermons of Foster were of a cast 
quite distinct from what is commonly 
called oratery, and, indeed, from what 
many seem to account the highest style of 
eloquence, namely, a flow of facile thoughts 
through the smooth channels of uniformly 
elevated polished diction, graced by the 
utmost appliances of voice and gesture. 
But they possessed for me, and for not a 
few hearers, qualities and attractions much 
preferable to these. The basis of impor- 
tant thoughts was as much original or un- 
derived from other minds, as, perhaps, 
that of any reading man’s reflections in 
our age of books could be; still more so 
the mode and aspect in which they were 
presented. That unambitious and homely 
sort of loftiness, which displayed neither 
phrase nor speaker, but things, —while the 
brief word and simple tone brought out 
the sublime conception ‘‘in its clearness ;’’ 
that fund of varied associations and images 
by which he really illustrated, not painted 
or gilded his truths; the graphic master- 
strokes, the frequent hints of profound 
suggestion for after-meditation, the cogent 
though calm expostulations and appeals, 
the shrewd turns of half-latent irony 
against irreligion and folly, in which, with- 
out any descent from seriousness and even 
solemnity, the speaker moved a smile by 
his unconscious approaches to the edge of 
wit, yet effectually quelled it by the un- 
broken gravity of his tone and purpose, — 
all these characteristics had for me an at- 
tractive power and value, both by novelty 
and instructiveness, far above the qualities 
of an oratory, or eloquence more fashioned 
on received rules and models. SHEPPARD, 
JOHN, 1844, The Life and Correspondence 
of John Foster, ed. Ryland, vol. u, p. 306. 


At the latest glimpse that we can get 
of the distinguished author we 
find him an infirm, retired octogenarian, 
long, gaunt, and ghastly, careless and 
slovenly in dress, with a countenance 
deeply furrowed by a life of intense 
thought, and indicating great mental vigor 
and rigid inflexibility of character. He 
was revered and cherished as the last of 
a constellation of luminaries, that had for 
half a century or more shed lustre on the 
previously obscure and overshadowed de- 
nomination of Particular or Calvinistic 
Baptists. —PEABODY, ANDREW P., 1846, 
John Foster’s Essays, North American Re- 
view, vol. 62, p. 141. 
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GENERAL 


We take our leave of this work with 
sincere reluctance. For the length to 
which we have extended our review, the 
subject must beourapology. It has fared 
with us as with a traveller who passes 
through an enchanting country, where he 
meets with so many beautiful views and 
so many striking objects which he is loath 
to quit, that he loiters till the shades of 
evening insensibly fall uponhim. We are 
far, however, from recommending these 
volumes as faultless. Mr. F’s work is 
rather an example of the power of genius 
than a specimen of finished composition: 
it lies open in many points to the cen- 
sure of those minor critics, who, by the 
observation of a few technical rules, 
may easily avoid its faults, without reach- 
ing one of its beauties. The author has 
paid too little attention to the construc- 
tion of his sentences. They are for the 
most part too long, sometimes involved 
in perplexity, and often loaded with re- 
dundances. They have too much of the 
looseness of an harangue, and too little of 
the compact elegance of regular composi- 
tion. An occasional obscurity pervades 
some parts of the work. The mind of the 
writer seems at times to struggle with 
conceptions too mighty for his grasp, and 
to present confused masses, rather than 
distinct delineations of thought. This, 
however, is to be imputed to the origi- 
nality, not the weakness, of his powers. 
The scale on which he thinks is so vast, 
and the excursions of his imagination are 
so extended, that they frequently carry 
him into the most unbeaten track, and 
among objects where aray of light glances 
in an angle only, without diffusing itself 
over the whole.—HALL, RoBERT, 1805, 
Review of Foster’s Essays, Miscellaneous 
Works and Remains, p. 446. 

Mr. Foster’s ‘‘Essays’’ are full of in- 
genuity and original remark. The style 
of them is at once terse and elegant.— 
DIBDIN, THOMAS FROGNALL, 1824, Library 
Companion. 

He has been prevented from preaching 
by a complaint affecting the throat; but, 
judging from the quality of his celebrated 
““Higsays,’’ he could never have figured as 
a truly splendid rhetorician; for the im- 
agery and ornamental parts of his “Essays” 
have evidently not grown up in the loom, 
and concurrently with the texture of the 
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thoughts, but have been separately added 
afterwards, as so much embroidery or 
fringe. —DrE QUINCEY, THoMAS, 1828-59, 
Rhetoric, Works, ed. Masson, vol. Kop: 110. 


Foster was a Calvinist of the old school 
as to his theological opinions; and his 
opinions were all theological. He took 
cognizance, indeed, of a wide diversity of 
subjects, but viewed them only in their 
religious aspects and relations. His 
general knowledge was great, and his learn- 
ing accurate and profound; but every 
thing, ancient and modern, sacred and pro- 
fane, was tried by the unelastic standard 
of his own creed. Of course, 
the moral tone of all his writings is pure 
and lofty. His ethics are eminently 
Christian as to their positive side ; but they 
lack the breadth and catholicity of the 
Christian standard. They omit all the 
esthetic aspects of virtue. They give but 
narrow scope and reluctant tolerance to 
those innocent amenities of domestic and 
social life; of literature and art, which 
grow in the most luxuriant beauty under 
true Christian culture. His morality 
would be represented by a rigid code, 
formed of precise precepts, stated and 
defined with logical accuracy, and brist- 
ling all over with stern penalties, rather 
than by a pervading, plastic spirit of devo- 
tion and humanity, multiform in its mani- 
festations, and blending with all that is 
graceful and beautiful in nature and in life. 
—Prapopy, A. P., 1846, Foster’s Essays, 
North American Review, vol. 62, p. 148. 


We have in his works the collected 
thoughts of a powerful mind that has lived 
“collaterally or aside’’ to the world— 
that never flattered a popular prejudice— 
that never bent to a popular idol—that 
never deserted in the darkest hour the 
cause of liberty—that never swore to 
the Shibboleth of a party —or, at least, 
never kept its vow, and conspicuous, a 
mighty and mysterious fragment, the 
Stonehenge of modern moralists. Shall 
we inscribe immortality upon the shape- 
less yet sublime structure? He who 
reared it seems, from the elevation he has 
now reached, to answer No. What is the 
thing you call immortality to me, who 
have cleft that deep shadow and entered on 
this greater and brighter state of being? 
—GILFILLAN, GEORGE, 1847, Life and 
Correspondence of John Foster, Tait’s Edin- 
burgh Magazine, vol. 14, p. 10. 


JOHN FOSTER 


Perhaps the most successful essayist of 
his time was the Rev. John Foster, last of 
Bristol. His ‘‘Essays’’ passed through 
eighteen editions during his life; and they 
are still spreading. There is no great 
precision in the thoughts; but the tone of 
morality is pure, and the views are original 
and broad, while the style is eminently in- 
teresting. The volume was one which met 
the wants of the time; and if some of the 
matter is vague, and the views narrow, 
they were a welcome escape from the 
shallow prosings which they superseded. 
—MARTINEAU, HARRIET, 1849, A His- 
tory of the Thirty Years’ Peace, A. D. 
1815-46, vol. Iv, p. 426. 

The miscellaneous production of his pen 
hold high rank among the most brilliant 
English classics. All his writings are 
noted for remarkable comprehensiveness, 
the interest, strength,and great originality 
and majesty of conception. His eloquence 
consisted, not in pompous phrases or bril- 
liant explosions, but the pure force of 
sense, adorned with the sweetest imagery, 
and an admirable neatness and compact- 
ness of style.—FisH, HENRY C., 1856, 
History and Repository of Pulpit Eloquence, 
vol. 1, p. 411. 

He cultivated originality both in thought 
and in expression. His command of lan- 
guage and illustration is copious, but his 
style has a want of flow, an air of labour. 
He repeats an idea »gain and again, but 
the successive repetitions do not, like the 
varied expression of Chalmers, make the 
meaning more and more luminous; they 
often burden rather than illuminate the 
general reader, and they strike the critic 
as a laboured exercise in the accumulation 
of synonyms and _ similitudes.—MurnT0, 
WiLuiAM, 1872-80, Manual of English 
Prose Literature, p. 510. 

Mr. Foster’s essays are excellent models 
of vigorous thought and expression, unit- 
ing metaphysical nicety and acuteness with 
practical sagacity and common-sense.— 
CHAMBERS, ROBERT, 1876, Cyclopedia of 
English Literature, ed. Carruthers. 

Foster is a distinct variety among the 
professors of literature. He is the im- 
personation of a somewhat gloomy Dis- 
senter, shut up by circumstances in a small 
circle, sitting among his little group of in- 
tellectual persons with a heartfelt sense 
of aggrieved superiority, and contempla- 
ting most things in heaven and earth as 


FOSTER— WEBSTER 427 


subjects to be discussed by letter or by 
word of mouth. His essays had, at one 
time a wide reputation, and they have 
always been of the kind of literature ap- 
preciated by persons of thoughtful minds 
without much education, to whom the 
gravity of steady intellectual investiga- 
tions, not of too scientific an order, is new 
and delightful. Anessay ‘‘On decision of 


Character’’ does not seem likely to be very 
original, but yet there is the originality of 
a mind not too much cultivated or too much 
pervaded by other men’s thinkings in the 
conscientious examination of his subject, 
which Foster gives.—OLIPHANT, MARGA- 
RET O. W., 1882, Literary History of 
England, XVII-XIX Century, vol. u, 
p. 288. 


Noah Webster 
1758-1843 

Born at Hartford, Conn., Oct. 16, 1758: died at New Haven, Conn., May 28, 1848. 
An American lexicographer and author. He entered Yale in 1774; served in the 
Revolutionary War in 1777; graduated at Yale in 1778; and was admitted to the bar 
in1781. He taught in various places, and in 1788 settled in New York as a journalist. 
In 1798 he removed to New Haven, and in 1812 to Amherst, Massachusetts, where he 
took part in the founding of the college and was the first president of its board of 
trustees. Hereturned to New Havenin1822. He published ‘‘A Grammatical Institute 
of the English Language’’ (1783-85; comprising spelling-book, grammar, and reader), 
“Dissertations on the English Language” (1789), ‘‘A Compendious Dictionary of the 
English Language’ (1806), and ‘‘A Grammar of the English Language’’ (1807). He 
is best known from his large ‘‘American Dictionary of the English Language’’ (1828: 
2d ed. 1841). Among his other works are ‘‘Rights of Neutrals’? (1802), ‘‘Collection 
of Papers on Political, Literary, and Moral Subjects’’ (1848), and a brief history of 


_ hima pretty wife. 


the United States (1823).—Smirx, BENJAMIN E., 


dia of Names, p. 1058. 
PERSONAL 


Feb. 18,—At evening rode to Wethers- 
field [from Hartford, where he was then 
living] with the ladies, who reminded us 
of the mile-stones and bridges. ‘ 
Feb. 19, P. M.—Rode to East Windsor : g 
had a clergyman with us, who sang an ex- 
cellent song. Mile-stones and bridges 
almost totally neglected. — WEBSTER, 
Noau, 1784, Diary, Life by Scudder, p. 11. 

Webster has returned, and brought with 
I wish him success, but 
I doubt, in the present decay of business in 
our profession [the law], whether his pro- 
fits will enable him to keep up the style 
he sets out with. I fear he will breakfast 
upon Institutes, dine upon Dissertations, 
and go to bed supperless.—TRUMBULL, 
JOHN, 1789, Letter to Oliver Wolcott. 

I have never been a hard student, unless 
a few years may be excepted; but I have 
been a steady, persevering student. I 
have rarely used lamp or candle light, ex- 
cept once, when reading law, and then I 
paid for my imprudence, for I injured my 
eyes. My practice has usually been to rise 
about half an hour before the sun, and 
make use of all the light of that luminary. 
But I have never or rarely been ina hurry. 


ed., 1894-97, The Century Cyclope- 


When I first undertook the business of sup- 
porting General Washington’s administra- 
tion, I laboured too hard in writing or 
translating from the French papers for my 
paper, or incomposing pamphlets. Intwo 
instances I was so exhausted that I ex- 
pected to die, for I could not perceive any 
pulsation in the radial artery; but I re- 
covered. While engaged in composing my 
“Dictionary, ’’ I was often so much excited 
by discoveries I made, that my pulse, whose 
ordinary action is scarcely 60 beats to 
the minute, was accelerated to 80 or 85. 
My exercise has not been violent nor 
regular. While Iwas in Amherst I culti- 
vated a little land, and used to work at 
making hay, and formerly I worked in my 
garden, which I cannot now do. Until 
within a few years, I used to make my fires 
in the morning, but I never or rarely walked 
before breakfast. My exercise is now 
limited to walking about the city to pur- 
chase supplies for my family. ets all 
began to use spectacles when fifty years 
of age, or a little more, and that was the 
time when I began to study and prepare 
materials for my ‘‘Dictionary.’’ I had 
had the subject in contemplation some 
years before, and had made memorandums 


428 


on the margin of Johnson’s ‘‘Dictionary,’”’ 
but I did not set myself to the work till 
I wore spectacles. When I finished my 
copy I was sitting at my table in Cam- 
bridge, England, January, 1825. When I 
arrived at the last word, I was seized with 
a tremor that made it difficult to proceed. 
I, however, summoned up strength to finish 
the work, and then walking about the room 
I soon recovered.—WEBSTER, NOAH, 1836, 
Letter to Dr. Thomas Miner, Nov. 21. 


To men of the present generation, Dr. 
Webster is known chiefly as a learned phi- 
lologist ; and the natural inference would 
be, that he spent his whole life among his 
books, and chiefly in devotion to a single 
class of studies. The fact, however, was 
far otherwise. Though he was always a 
close student,—reading, thinking, and 
writing at every period of his life,—he 
never withdrew himself from the active 
employments of society. After his first 
removal to New Haven, he was for a num- 
ber of years one of the aldermen of the 
city, and judge of one of the state courts. 
He also frequently represented that town 
in the legislature of the state. During 
his residence at Amherst, he was called, 
in repeated instances, to discharge similar 
duties, and spent a part of several winters 
at Boston as a member of the General 
Court. In the discharge of his 
duties, Dr. Webster was watchful, con- 
sistent, and firm. Though immersed in 
study, he kept in his hands the entire con- 
trol of his family arrangements, down to 
the minutest particulars. Hverything was 
reduced to exact system ; all moved onwith 
perfect regularity and order, for method 
was the presiding principle of his life. 
In the government of his children there 
was but onerule, and that was instantane- 
ous and entire obedience. This was in- 
sisted upon as right,—as, in the nature 
of things, due by a child to a parent. He 
did not rest his claim on any explanations, 
or on showing that the thing required was 
reasonable or beneficial. In his 
religious feelings, Dr. Webster was re- 
markably equable and cheerful. He had 
a very strong sense of the providence of 
God, as extending to the minutest con- 
cerns of tife. In this he found a source 
of continual support and consolation, under 
the severe labors and numerous trials 
which he had to endure. To the same 
divine hand he habitually referred all his 
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enjoyments; and it was known to his 
family that he rarely, if ever, took the 
slightest refreshment, of any kind, even 
between meals, without a momentary 
pause, and a silent tribute to God as the 
giver. He made the Scriptures his daily 
study.—GoopDRICH, CHAUNCEY A., 1847, 
Memoir of Noah Webster. 

It ig not vanity which upholds a man 
working silently year after year at a task 
ridiculed by his neighbors and denounced 
by his enemies. Webster had something 
better to sustain him than an idle self-con- 
ceit. He had the reserve of a high pur- 
pose, and an aim which had been growing 
more clearly understood by himself, so 
that he could afford to disregard the judg- 
ments of others. There was in the out- 
ward circumstance of his life something 
which testifies to the sincerity and worth 
of his purpose. He had withdrawn him- 
self into the wilderness that he might free 
himself from encumbrances in his work, 
and with his love of society this was no 
light thing to do. His family went with 
him reluctantly; but when did not an 
enthusiast drag with him to his own light 
sacrifice the unwilling attendants of his 
life !—ScupDER, Horace E., 1881, Noah 
Webster (American Men of Letters), p. 238. 

SPELLING BOOK 

Noah Webster, who wrote the earliest 
American spelling-book, was the first 
author whose writings I ever read; and 
what a work it was to my young imagina- 
tion! In its externals, as well as its in- 
ternals, it is before me now precisely as it 
was nearly half a century ago. The nar- 
row yellow-white leathern back, with not 
quite all the hairs tanned out of it in some 
copies; the palish-blue cover; the thick, 
whitish paper, whose smell I inhale as 
freshly at this moment as when it first per- 
vaded my young nostrils—all are ‘‘ present 
with me.” And its contents! How palpable 
are their first impressions upon the mind! 
—from the pregnant moral inculcations in 
one syllable, onward to the reading-lessons 
in wider and taller words, which, in certain 
parts, sometimes bothered ‘‘us boys’’ not 
a little: yet not much, either, after en- 
countering the spelling-lessons that pre- 
ceded them, which enabled me generally 
to conquer the most formidable of them; 
especially after I had ‘‘gone up to the 
head’’ in spelling them in the longest class 
in the old log school-house. The moral and 
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patriotic inculcations of those one-syllable 
lessons are familiar to tens of thousands 
of readers at this moment, who perhaps 
have not looked into the good old book 
for the last thirty years; and yet of which 
more than one million of copies have been 
sold every twelve months !—C.ark, LEWIS 
GAYLORD, 1870, Noah Webster, Lippin- 
cott’s Magazine, vol. 5, p. 448. 

The final success of the little book has 
been quite beyond definite computation, 
but a few figures will show something of 
the course it hasrun. In 1814, 1815, the 
sales averaged 286,000 copies a year; in 
1828 the sales were estimated to be 350,- 
000 copies. In 1847 the statement was 
made that about twenty-four million copies 
of the book had been published up to that 
time, and that the sale was then averaging 
a million of copies a year. It was also 
then said, that during the twenty years in 
which he was employed in compiling his 
“American Dictionary,’’ the entire sup- 
port of his family was derived from the 
profits of this work, at a premium for 
copyright of five mills a copy. The sales 
for eight years following the Civil War, 
namely 1866-1873, aggregated 8, 196,028. 
—ScuppER, Horace H., 1881, Noah Web- 
ster (American Men of Letters), p.'70. 

But what pleasant memories remain 
with those who long ago studied Webster’s 
‘‘Spelling-Book !’’ The very pages in their 
precise form are pictured for us on in- 
delible tablets. It was a great triumph 
when the young student got to ‘‘baker,’’ 
for it was the first step away from mono- 
syllables. But it seemed like along road 
to him before he would get to ‘‘immateri- 
ality’’ and ‘‘incomprehensibility.’’ How 
or when he was to doit seemed incompre- 
hensible enough then. Those who, in 
beginning to read, discovered that ‘‘She 
fed the old hen,’’ ‘‘Anncan hem my cap,”’ 
‘<Fire will burn wood and coal,’’ ‘‘A tiger 
wil] kill and eat a man,’’ and other similar 
facts, little thought that in all their after 
life nothing they might learn would ever 
seem so touching and significant. On this 
little book, by whose aid we have since 
read the historians, novelists, and poets, 
and been inducted into fields of various 
learning, there rests now a gleam and fas- 
cination that no poet or novelist can give, 
or ever gave. It seems like that light 
that never was on sea or land. It is the 
twilight halo tinting the first far boundary 
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of youth ; and restores now a little glimpse, 
almost, of a pre-existent world.—BEn- 
TON, JOEL, 1883, The Webster Spelling- 
Book, Magazine of American History, vol. 
10, p. 306. 

Webster’s ‘‘Speller’’ (dating from 
1783), which supplanted ‘‘The New Eng- 
land Primer,’’ is almost literature by 
reason of its admirable fables. —BRONSON, 
Water C., 1900, A Short History of 
American Literature, p. 79, note. 


AMERICAN DICTIONARY 
1828-41 

Called with Mr. Gibbs on the celebrated 
Noah Webster, and passed three-quarters 
of an hour in his study. He is now ab- 
sorbed in the project of publishing his 
great ‘‘Dictionary,’’— showed me _ his 
manuscript, andexplained his plan. There 
can be no doubt of Mr. Webster’s very 
profound researches into the origin and 
structure of the English language, and 
particularly in tracing the analogy of lan- 
guages. He isan enthusiast, and so must 
any man be who will make progress in any 
pursuit. . For the learned I am 
fully convinced that Mr. Webster’s ‘‘Dic- 
tionary’’ will have great value, although 
it may contain objectionable points and 
peculiarities, which a mind of another cast 
would not have admitted. The preface 
will be the most difficult part for him to 
execute. In all his publications he has 
manifested a singular want of judgment 
in estimating the comparative value of his 
own attainments, and in setting forth what 
he deems the most important discoveries 
which he has made. His friends in New 
Haven are aware of this foible, and they 
are resolved to counteract it in the present 
instance as far as the nature of the case 
will admit. The author does not 
contemplate publishing it at present, per- 
haps never, as he says he was assured in 
Europe that such a work would not pay 
for the printing. Iam glad to have seen 
Noah Webster, for I respect him for his 
great attainments, and for the noble, un- 
tiring zeal with which he has devoted a 
whole life to the investigation of an im- 
portant though neglected subject. The 
example isworthy of all praise. Let those 
who condemn, first do as much, and do it 
better.—SPARKS, JARED, 1826, Journal of 
a Southern Tour, June 29; Life and Writ- 
ings, ed. Adams, vol. 1, pp. 500, 501, 502. 

About thirty-five years ago, I began to 
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think of attempting the compilation of a 
Dictionary. I was induced to this under- 
taking, not more by the suggestion of 
friends, than by my own experience of the 
want of sucha work while reading modern 
books of science. Inthis pursuit I found 
almost’ insuperable difficulties, from the 
want of a dictionary for explaining many 
new words which recent discoveries in the 
physical sciences had introduced into use. 
To remedy this defect in part, I published 
my “Compendious Dictionary” in 1806, and 
soon after made preparations for under- 
taking a larger work. I had not 
pursued this course more than three or 
four years before I discovered that I had to 
unlearn a great deal that I had spent years 
in learning, and that it was necessary for 
me to go back to the first rudiments of a 
branch of erudition which I had before cul- 
tivated, as I had supposed, with success. 
I spent ten years in this comparison of 
radical words, and in forming a ‘‘Synopsis 
of the principal Words in twenty Lan- 
guages, arranged in Classes under their 
primary Elements or Letters.’’ The result 
has been to open what are to me new views 
of language, and to unfold what appear to 
be the genuine principles on which these 
languages are constructed. After com- 
pleting this ‘‘Synopsis,’’ I proceeded to 
correct what’ I had written of the ‘‘Dic- 
tionary,’’ and to complete the remaining 
part of the work. But before I had 
finished it, I determined on a voyage to 
Kurope, with the view of obtaining some 
books and some assistance which I wanted, 
of learning the real state of the pronuncia- 
tion of our Janguage in England, as well 
as the general state of philology in that 
country, and of attempting to bring about 
some agreement or coincidence of opin- 
ions in regard to unsettled points in 
pronunciation and grammatical construc- 
tion. In some of these objects, I failed; 
in others, my designs were answered. 
: - To that great and benevolent 
Being, who, during the preparation of 
this work, has sustained a feeble constitu- 
tion amidst obstacles and toils, disap- 
pointments, infirmities and depression, — 
who has borne me and my manuscripts 
in safety across the Atlantic, and given 
me strength and resolution to bring the 
work to a close,—I would present the 
tribute of my most grateful acknowledg- 
ments. And if the talent which he 
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intrusted to my care has not been put to i 


most profitable use in his service, I hope 
that it has not been ‘‘kept laid up in a 
napkin,’’ and that any misapplication of it 
may be graciously forgiven.—WEBSTER, 
Noau, 1828, American Dictionary of the 
English Language, Preface, pp. XV, Xvi. 

I imagine that Webster’s dictionary will 
never be current. The plan of citing 
names, instead of passages, is unsatisfac- 
tory and unfair.— ALEXANDER, JAMES W.., 
1829, Letter, July 15; Forty Years’ Famil- 
iar Letters, vol. 1, p. 182. 


The appearance of this dictionary, con- 


sidering the circumstances under which it 
was begun, the amount of time and labor 
bestowed upon its composition, and the 
value of the improvements actually made, 
is an event upon which we may well con- 
gratulate the public. The proper effect 
of the author’s labors in the cause of the 
language of his country, will not fail, 
sooner or later, to be produced. It will 
be seen in the better understanding of 
authors, who will ever be the boast of the 
English tongue; it will be seen in the more 
correct use of words, in the check which 
will be put on useless innovations, in the 
cleared distinction generally marked be- 
tween new words which are necessary, and 
those which are merely the offspring of 
caprice, and we will add, in the increased 
respect, we hope, with which the author 
will be viewed, for his talents, learning, 
and persevering industry. Our 
criticisms on this work do not affect its 
substantial merits; these are manifest, and 
in despite of all attempts to conceal or 
decry them, they will be ultimately seen 
and acknowledged in their real number and 
value. No new English dic- 
tionary will hereafter serve, either at home 
or abroad, for popular use, which does not 
contain many of the additions and correc- 
tions of this.—KincsLey, J. L., 1829, 
Webster’s Dictionary, North American 
Review, vol. 28, p. 478. 

One is ashamed to linger on cases so 
mild as those,—coming, as one does, in 
the order of atrocity, to Elphinston, to 
Noah Webster,a Yankee, —. Noah 
would naturally have reduced us all to an 
antediluvian simplicity. Shem, Ham and 
Japhet probably separated in consequence 
of perverse varieties in spelling,—so that 
orthographical unity might seem to him 
one condition for preventing national 
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schisms.—DE QuINcEY, THoMmaAs, 1847-60, 
Orthographic Mutineers, Works, ed. Mas- 
son, vol. XI, p. 441. 


He was regarded with suspicion, and fre- 
quently openly opposed : for his well known 
views as a reformer of the language laid 
him particularly open to attack; since 
speech being common property, every one 
was bound more or less to question his pro- 
ceedings. Though the dictionary bearing 
Webster’s name is now in very general 
use, it has secured this result by the number 
of its words, and particularly the extent 
of its scientific terms and the accuracy of 
their definitions, in spite of the peculiar 
Websterisms of orthography. His mis- 
take, as the compiler of a dictionary, at 
the outset was, in seeking to amend the 
language, while his duty was simply to 
record the use of words bythe best authors. 
In the attempt to impose new conditions, 
and with his American innovations, he 
placed himself beyond the recognition of 
the highest authorities of the language in 
the universities of England and the col- 
leges of America.—DUYCKINCK, EVvERT 
A. AND GeEORGE L., 1855-65-75, Cyclo- 
pedia of American Literature, ed. Simons. 

His ‘‘ Dictionary” is rapidly approaching 
the position of highest authority, espe- 
cially among men of purest taste and most 
comprehensive knowledge.—LossING, BEN- 
SONJ., 1855-86, Hminent Americans, p.225. 


In the beauty, conciseness, and accuracy 
of its definitions, and in the department 
of etymology, it is superior to all other 
English dictionaries. The learning and 
ability with which he prosecuted the ab- 
struse and difficult etymological investiga- 
tions were generally acknowledged, both at 
home and abroad, and have laid the founda- 
tion of a wide-spread and enduring 
reputation. — CLEVELAND, CHARLES D., 
1859, A Compendium of American Liter- 
ature, p. 140. 
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He worked alone, and his solitariness 
was not wholly due to his idiosyncrasies. 
It was in part the penalty paid by astudent 
of the time. The resolution and self- 
reliance of an American were his, and so 
was the individuality. That such enter- 
prises are not nowconducted single-handed 
is owing not to a lack of courage but to 
the greater complexity of life, the more 
constant sense of interdependence, the ex- 
istence of greater solidarity in intellectual 
pursuits. Webster was unable to believe 
that a company of scholars could ever be 
formed who should carry forward a revis- 
ion of the Bible, and therefore, he made 
the attempt himself. Individual criticism 
has been abundant ever since, but no one, 
however learned or popular, has ever been 
able to impress his work upon the com- 
munity. The most carefully organized 
body of scholars submits the results of ten 
years’ conference to the votes of the world. 
The history of Webster’s Dictionary is 
parallel with the growth of national life 
out of individualism.—ScupDER, HORACE 
E., 1881, Noah Webster (American Men 
of Letters), p. 293. 


GENERAL 


It may be said that the name of NoAH 
WessTER, from the wide circulation of 
some of his works, is known familiarly to 
a greater number of the inhabitants of the 
United States, than the name, probably 
of any other individual except the FATHER 
OF HIS COUNTRY. Whatever influence he 
thus acquired was used at all times to pro- 
mote the best interests of his fellowmen. 
His books, though read by millions, have 
made no man worse. To multitudes they 
have been of lasting benefit, not only by 
the course of early training they have fur- 
nished, but by those precepts of wisdom 
and virtue with which almost every page 
is stored.—GoopRICH, CHAUNCEY A., 
1847, Memoir of Noah Webster. 


Henry Ware, Jr. 
1794-1843 
A Unitarian clergyman of Massachusetts, pastor of the Second Church in Boston, 


1817-80, and Parkman professor at Harvard University, 1830-42. 


“The Vision of 


Liberty,’’ an ode; ‘‘Hints on Extemporaneous Speaking ;’’ ‘“‘Discourses on the Offices 
and Character of Christ ;’’ ‘‘Sermons on Small Sins;’’ ‘‘On the Formation of Christian 
Character,”’ which has been very widely read; “‘Life of the Savior;’’ Lives of 
Priestley and Noah Worcester.—ADAms, Oscar Fay, 1897, A Dictionary of American 


Authors, p. 406. 
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PERSONAL 


Mr. Ware’s character is an excellent 
one, and I doubt not will abide severe 
scrutiny. He is so modest and unpretend- 
ing, his talents so respectable and his ap- 
plication so steady, that he must command 
every one’s respect.—SEDGWICK, CATHA- 
RINE M., 1823, To Mrs. Pomeroy, Jan. 10; 
Life and Letters, ed. Dewey, p. 158. 

The most noticeable characteristic of his 
intellect seems to have been that general 
equality of the different faculties, —that 
jast proportion and balance of power 
among them, —which constitutes the most 
useful and available mind. It was the in- 
tellect of this description, sanctified, as it 
were, by the moral elements of his char- 
acter, which gave him his strong hold on 
the love and confidence of men. Perhaps 
the most important of these elements was 
a perfect and entire sympathy with, and 
love of, mankind, under all circumstances 
and conditions, with all degrees of cultiva- 
tion, and with every variety of moral 
character. He could not there- 
fore be called, in the commonsense of the 
words, a hard student or an accomplished 
scholar, though he studied a great deal 
and read a great many books, and read 
them, so far as his objects in life were con- 
cerned, to great advantage. . He 
was very happy, during all the earlier por- 
tion of his life, in the possession of a cer- 
tain tranquility of spirit, which prevented 
him from being disturbed in his occupa- 
tions by the little, common interruptions, 
which are so annoying to most students. 
—WARE, JOHN, 1846, Memoir of the Life 
of Henry Ware, Jr., pp. 462, 466. 

It was my good fortune to be in the 
Theological School two or three years, 
while it most fully enjoyed his services. 
I loved him as I have seldom loved a man 
heretofore, and perhaps shal] never love 
another. He was not always equal—some 
times was absent, and seemed cold. But 
he drew my heart after him by the very 
tones of his voice, by his look and his kind 
way of speaking toayoung man. He 
never flattered. He told truth, and did 
not wound, even though it was a painful 
truth. I can’t believe any student ever 
slighted any hint he gave. I treasured 
up his words as oracles—not Delphic, but 
Christian. His presence at our religious 
meetings was the presence of a saint; it 
was the fragrance of violets in a library; 
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and we felt it. 
cordant strings. His lectures, | mean 
those delivered before the whole school, 
were not professedly religious; but they 
brought a man step by step to the throne 
of God, and before he knew it he knelt 
and prayed. His influence was wholly 
through his holiness. But that affected 
all he said and did. . . Your brother 
began moderately, with no promise of a 
great soul-stirring sermon; but gradually 
he gained greatness of thought, and lovely 
images, and a sweetness and poetry of de- 
votion and trust in God which charmed 
your heart away. And then his prayers! 
I have heard none such. I know nothing 
to compare them with, public or private, 
unless it be the music I have heard some- 
times in a cathedral, when one little voice 
begins—like our own thrush in the morn- 
ings of May—and softly, gently sings out 
strains exquisitely tender ; then comes an- 
other, different but accordant; and then 
another, and so on till every column, arch, 
altar-stoneseems vibrating with the psalm. 
His arrow kindled as it rose, and disap- 
peared a flame.—PARKER, THEODORE, 
1846, To John Ware, Jan. 2; Life and 
Correspondence, ed. Weiss, vol. 1, p. 262. 


His, indeed, was the work of an invalid, 
yet performed with such practical widsom, 
such intensity of devotional feeling, such 
delicate sense of the capacities, needs, and 
sensibilities of individual students, and 
such intimacy of friendly relation with 
them, that they sustained no loss by in- 
firmities which made his life a constant 
weariness, and brought it to its close in 
what would else have been its meridian. 
His appointment bears even date with my 
entering the Divinity School. : 
The senior and middle classes preached, 
each member in his turn, on Friday and 
Saturday evenings. Mr. Ware took our 
sermons home, and invited the preacher 
to breakfast on some specified morning 
shortly afterward. We had thus the 
privilege of participating in his family 
worship,—always both edifying and in- 
structive, —and a half-hour with his lovely 
wife, whose rich endowments of mind were 
hardly transcended by her unsurpassed 
beauty of character, and her lifelong, in 
some instances grandly heroic, philan- 
throphy. From the table we went into the 
professor’s study, where our sermons were 
literally taken to pieces and reconstructed. 
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eens We had, also, a great deal of 
informal intercourse with Mr. Ware. He 
sometimes called on us at our rooms; 
we were always welcome, and often in- 
vited visitors at his house; and I know 
not how adequately to express my sense 
of the educational value of a three-years’ 
intimacy with such a man, in preparation 
for the Christian ministry.—PEABODY, 
ANDREW P., 1888, Harvard Reminiscen- 
ces, pp. 98, 99. 
GENERAL 

As a poet, he seems to have aimed only 
to prove, by a few masterly attempts, his 
possession of the ‘‘vision and the faculty 
divine.’’—GRISWOLD, Rurus W., 1842, 
The Poets and Poetry of America, p. 122. 


Had he done less, or wrought more care- 
lessly, or with a less holy purpose, he 
would have been calleda genius. . . . There 
are scattered through his works abun- 
dant indications that, had his avocations 
been more early and strictly scholastic, 
he might have been a subtle and cogent 
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subjects. Several of his lighter pieces 
evince the felicities of taste, thought, and 
style, which would have insured his success 
in any portion of that large and vague do- 
main entitled general literature. Nor 
was even the comic vein wanting; for we 
have among the miscellanies before us two 
or three perfect gems of native wit and 
general humor, free from verbal conceit, 
and manifesting a prompt perception of 
incongruity and a rare faculty of gro- 
tesque combination. We suppose that 
Dr. Ware’s sermons will do less for his 
reputation, in an intellectual point of 
view, than his other writings. PEABODY, 
ANDREW P., 1847, Ware’s Works, Christian 
Examiner, vol. 42, p. 409. 


These varied compositions are all well 
sustained in their appropriate sphere. 
Dr. Ware thought and wrote with energy, 
tempered by the care and reserve of the 
scholar.— DUYCKINCK, EVERT A. AND 
GrEoRGE L., 1855-65-75, Cyclopedia of 
American Literature, ed. Simons, vol. 1, 


reasoner on metaphysical and moral op. 899. 
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1777-1844 


Born, in Glasgow, 27 July, 1777. Educated at Glasgow Grammar School, 1784-91; 
at Glasgow University, Oct. 1791 to Spring, 1796. As private tutor at Downie, 1796-97. 
Returned to Glasgow. Removed to Edinburgh to study Law. A few weeks later under- 
took literary work for Messrs. Mundell and Co., publishers. Also gave private tuition. 
First poems published, April 1799. To Germany, 1800; studied and wrote poems. 
Returned to London, April 1801. Married Matilda Sinclair, 10 Oct. 1808. Devoted 
himself to literary work, and lived in London for rest of life. Crown pension of £200 
granted him, 1805. Lectured on poetry at Royal Institution, 1810. Visit to Paris, 
1814. Royal Institution lectures repeated at Liverpool and Birmingham, 1819. In 
Germany and Austria, May to Nov. 1820. Edited ‘‘New Monthly Magazine,’’ Nov. 
1820 to 1830. Scheme of London University conceived, 1824. Visit to Berlin Uni- 
versity, Sept. 1825. Lord Rector of Glasgow University, 1826-29. Wife died, 1828. 
Edited ‘‘Metropolitan Magazine,’’ 1831-32. Founded Polish Association, 1832. Visit 
to Paris and Algiers, 1884. Returned to London, 1835. Settled in Victoria Square, 
Pimlico, with niece (Mary Campbell) as companion. Kdited ‘‘The Scenic Annual’’ for 
1838. To Boulogne for health, June 1843. Died there, 15 June 1844. Buried in 
Westminster Abbey. Works. ‘‘The Pleasures of Hope,’’ 1799; ‘‘Annals of Great 
Britain’ (anon.), 1807; ‘‘Gertrude of Wyoming,’’ 1809; ‘‘Hssay on English Poetry,”’ 
1819; ‘‘Specimens of the British Poets’’ (7 vols.), 1819; ‘‘Miscellaneous Poems,’’ 
1824; ‘‘Theodric,’’1824[?] (2nd edn., 1824); ‘‘Rectorial Address,’’ 1827 ; ‘‘Poland’’ 
1831[?] (2nd edn., 1831) ; ‘‘Life of Mrs. Siddons’’ (2 vols.), 1834; ‘‘Letters from the 
South”? (2 vols.),1837; ‘‘Life of Petrarch’’ (2 vols.), 1841; ‘‘The Pilgrim of Glencoe,’’ 
1842; ‘‘History of Our Own Times’’ (anon.), 1843. Posthumous: ‘‘Life and Letters,’’ 
ed. by W. Beattie, 1849. He edited: Byron’s Works (with Moore, Scott, etc.), 1835; 
Shakegpeare’s Plays, 1838; ‘‘Frederick the Great; his Court and Times,’’ 1842-43. 
Collected Poems: in 2 vols., 1810, 1815; in 2 vols., 1828; in 2 vols., 1833, 1887, 
1839, 1851 (ed. by W. A. Hill, illustrated by Turner), etc.—Suarp, R. FARQUHARSON, 


1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 47. 
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PERSONAL 


This morning I returned from a visit 
to our poet Campbell. He has fixed him- 
self in a small house upon Sydenham Com- 
mon, where he labours hard, and is per- 
fectly happy with his wife and child. I 
have seldom seen so strong an argument, 
from experiment, in favour of matrimony, 
as the change it has operated on the 
general tone of his temper and manners. 
—Horner, FRANCIS, 1805, Memoirs and 
Correspondence, vol. 1, p. 323. 

I told the little poet, after the proper 
softenings of wine, dinner, flattery, re- 
peating his verses, etc., etc., that a friend 
of mine wished to lend him some money, 
and I begged him to take it. The poet 
said that he had a very sacred and serious 
notion of the duties of independence; that 
he thought he had no right to be burden- 
some to others from the mere apprehen- 
sions of evil, and that he was in no imme- 
diate want. If it was necessary, he would 
ask me hereafter for the money without 
scruple; and that the knowing he had such 
resources in reserve, was a great comfort 
to him. This was very sensible, and very 
honourable to him; nor had he the slightest 
feeling of affront on the subject, but, on 
the contrary, of great gratitude to his 
benefactor, whose name [ did not mention, 
as the money was not received; I there- 
fore cancel your draft, and will call upon 
you, ifhecallsuponme. This, I presume, 
meets your approbation. I had a great 
deal of conversation with him, and he isa 
much more sensible man than I had any 
idea of. —SmitH, SYDNEY, 1808, To Lady 
Holland, Letters, ed. Mrs. Austin. 

Mr. Campbell asked me to come out and 
see him to-day, and make it a long day’s 
visit. So, after the morning service, I 
drove out, and stayed with him until nearly 
nine this evening. He lives in a pleasant 
little box, at Sydenham, nine miles from 
town, a beautiful village, which looks more 
like an American village than any I have 
seenin England. His wife isa bonny little 
Scotchwoman, with a great deal of natural 
vivacity ; and his only child, a boy of about 
ten, an intelligent little fellow, but some- 
what injured by indulgence, I fear. . . 
They seem very happy, and have made me 
so, for there was no one with them but 
myself, except an old schoolmate of Camp- 
bell’s now a barrister of considerable 
eminence. . . . Campbell had the same 
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good spirits and love of merriment as when 
I met him before,—the same desire to 
amuse everybody about him; but still I 
could see, as I partly saw then, that he 
labors under the burden of an extraor- 
dinary reputation, too easily acquired, and 
feels too constantly that it is necessary 
for him to make an exertion to satisfy ex- 
pectation. The consequence is, that, 
though he is always amusing, he is not 
always quite natural.—TICKNOR, GEORGE, 
1815, Journal, June 25; Life, Letters and 
Journals, vol. 1, p. 65. 

Do you happen to know Mr. Campbell? 
I dare say not. I do. Oh! he is such 
a pretty, little, delicate, lady-like, finical 
gentleman. He would look so well in a 
mob-cap, hemming a _ pocket-handker- 
chief; or in a crape turban, flirting a fan. 
He is such a doubter, such a hummer and 
hawer, such a critical Lord Eldon, so heavy 
and so slow. He was full fifteen years 
getting up that notable failure, the ‘‘Speci- 
mens,” the whole of his part of which might 
have been put into an eighteen-penny 
pamphlet or two sides of the ‘“‘Times” news- 
paper—fifteen years was he at that! Think 
of what will become of the Magazine, which, 
as Talfourd says, ‘‘is like a steamboat, and 
must come to the hour in spite of wind and 
tide.’’ Then his reputation is just of that 
sort (high and tottering) which will make 
him afraid to praise for fear of setting up 
a rival, or to blame for fear of being 
thought envious.—MiTFoRD, Mary Rus- 
SELL, 1820, Letter to Sir William Elford, 
Dec. 12; Life, ed. L’Estrange. 

Now, the Minstrel of Gertrude—Compiler of 
Colburn— 

Once the bard of high Scotland—now that of 
High Holborn; 

Whose jinglings the Cockney-lambs lead 
like a ram-bell, 

And, after the toast, strike up, “Ranting 
Tom Campbell.”’ 

—WILSON, JOHN, 1822, Noctes Ambro- 

siane, July. 

He is heartless as a little Edinburgh 
advocate. There is a smirk on his face 
which would befit a shopman or an auc- 
tioneer. His very eye has the cold vivac- 
ity of a conceited worldling. His talk is 
small, contemptuous and shallow. The 
blue frock and trousers, the eye-glass, 
the wig, the very fashion of his brow, pro- 
claim the literary dandy. His wife has 
black eyes, a fair skin, a symmetrical but 
vulgar face; and she speaks with that 
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accursed Celtic accent—a twang which I 
never yet heard associated with any manly 
or profitable thought or sentiment, which 
to me is but the symbol of Highland vanity 
and filth and famine. ‘‘Good heavens!’’ 
cried I, on coming out, ‘‘does literature 
lead to this? Shall I, too, by my utmost 
efforts realise nothing but a stupid Gaelic 
wife, with the pitiful gift of making 
verses, and affections cold as those of a 
tinker’s cuddie, with nothing to love but 
my own paltry self and what belongs to 
ib??? : Perhaps I am hasty about 
Campbell. Perhapslam toosevere. He 
was my earliest favorite. I hoped to have 
found him different. —CARLYLE, THOMAS, 
1824, Letter to Miss Welsh, Early Life by 
Froude, vol. 1, p. 178. 


A little man, with a shrewd eye, and a 
sort of pedagoguish, parboiled voice ; plenty 
to say for himself, especially about other 
people, and not restrained from saying 
whatever seemed good to him by any 
caution. —CHORLEY, HENRY FOTHERGILL, 
1837, Autobiography, Memoirs and Letters, 
vol. i, p. 76. 


Sterling says that Campbell is a man 
who more than any other has disappointed 
him in society,—sitting in a corner and 
saying nothing.—Fox, CAROLINE, 1840, 
Journal, Feb. 23; Memories of Old Friends, 
ed. Pym, p. 67. 


He has, considering his advanced age, 
a full round face, with a dark complexion. 
His forehead does not appear to be so 
amply developed as it really is, owing to 
his brown wig overlapping the upper part 
of it. —GRANT, JAMES, 1841, Portraits of 


. Publie Characters. 


Campbell resided at Sydenham eighteen 
years. His house was on Peak-hill, and 
had a quiet and sweet view towards Forest- 
hill. The house is one of two tenements 
under the same roof, consisting of only 
one room in width, which, London fashion, 
being divided by folding doors, formed, as 
was needed, two. The front looked out 
upon the prospect already mentioned. To 
the left was a fine mass of trees, amid 
which showed itself a large house, which, 
during part of the time, was occupied by 
Lady Charlotte Campbell. The back looked 
out upon a small neat garden, inclosed 
from the field by pales; and beyond it, on 
amass of fine wood, at the foot of which 
ran a canal, and now along its bed, the 
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atmospheric railway from London to Croy- 
don. The house is, as appears, small, and 
very modest; but its situation is very 
pleasant indeed, standing on a green and 
quiet swell, at a distance from the wood, 
and catching pleasant glimpses of the 
houses in Sydenham, and of the country 
round. In the little back parlor he used 
to sit and-write; and to prevent the pas- 
sage of sound, he had the door which 
opened into the hall covered with green 
baize, which still remains.—HowIrt, WIL- 
LIAM, 1847, Homes and Haunts of the 
Most Eminent British Poets, vol. 1, p. 242. 


There is but one point connected with 
these Memoirs which I approach with 
reluctance. Every friend of the Poet will 
anticipate what I have to say—and none 
of his readers will expect me to say more 
that is due to the veracity of history: 
they will not pass over many excellent 
qualities to enlarge upon one failing—a 
failing common to him with too many great 
men—a habit which he condemned in 
others, but could not conquer in himself. 
But make allowance, kind reader, for the 
tempting circumstances under which the 
social cup was often presented to his lips 
—for the exhilaration which the weary, 
the sad,and the suffering are too ready to 
purchase at any price—and then the cen- 
sure may be allowed to fall lightly. 

Narratur et prisci Catonis 

Szepe mero caluisse virtus. 
At my own family table, where he dined 
oftener, perhaps, during the last twelve or 
fourteen years of his life, than at any 
other, he was never ‘‘merry, even beyond 
the limits of becoming mirth.’’—BEATTIE, 
WILLIAM, 1848, ed., Life and Letters of 
Thomas Campbell, vol. 11, p. 488. 

They who knew Mr. Campbell only as 
the author of ‘‘Gertrude of Wyoming,”’ 
and the ‘‘Pleasures of Hope,’’ would not 
have suspected him to be a merry com- 
panion, overflowing with humor and anec- 
dote, and any thing but fastidious. . . . 
He was one of the few men whom I could 
at any time have walked half a dozen miles 
through snow to spend an evening with; 
and I could no more do this with a penuri- 
ous man than I could with a sulky one. I 
know but of one fault he had, beside an 
extreme cautiousness in his writings, and 
that one was national, a matter of words, 
and amply overpaid by a stream of con- 
versation, lively, piquant, and liberal, not 
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the less interesting for occasionally be- 
traying an intimacy with pain, and for a 
high and somewhat strained tone of voice, 
like a man speaking with suspended 
breath, and in the habit of subduing his 
feelings. When I first saw this 
eminent person, he gave me the idea of a 
French Virgil. Not that he was like a 
Vrenchman, much less the French trans- 
lator of Virgil. I found him as handsome, as 
the Abbé Delille is said to have been ugly. 
But he seemed to me to embody a French- 
man’s ideal notion of the Latin poet ; some- 
thing a little more cut and dry than J had 
looked for; compact and elegant, critical 
and acute, with a consciousness of author- 
ship upon him; a taste over-anxious not to 
commit itself and refining and diminish- 
ing nature as in a drawing-room mirror. 
This fancy was strengthened in the course 
of conversation, by his expatiating on 
the greatness of Racine. . . . His skull 
was sharply cut and fine; with plenty, 
according to the phrenologists, both of the 
reflective and amative organs: and his 
poetry will bear them out. His 
face and person were rather on a small 
scale; his features regular; his eye lively 
and penetrating; and when he spoke, 
dimples played about his mouth; which, 
nevertheless had something restrained and 
close in it.—Hunt, LeEIcH, 1850, Auto- 
biography, ch. x. 

Campbell’s appearance was more in uni- 
son with his writings than is generally the 
case with authors. He was about thirty- 
seven years of age; of the middle size, 
lightly and genteelly made; evidently of a 
delicate, sensitive organization, with a fine 
intellectual countenance and a beaming 
poeticeye. He had now been about twelve 
years married. Mrs. Campbell still re- 
tained much of that personal beauty for 
which he p-aises her in his letters written 
in the early days of matrimony; and her 
mental qualities seemed equally to justify 
his eulogies: a rare circumstance, as none 
are more prone to dupe themselves in 
affairs of the heart than men of lively 
imaginations. She was, in fact, a more 
suitable wife for a poet than poet’s wives 
are apt to be; and for once a son of song 
had married a reality and not a poetical 
fiction. —IRVING, WASHINGTON, 1850, Life 
and Letters of Thomas Campbell, ed. Beat- 
tie, Introduction, vol. 1, p. xii. 


He had never sufficient control over 
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himself, never sufficient command of his 
intellectual condition and movements, to be 
sure hemight not be tempted, ata moment’s 
warning, to abandon the wide and populous 
solitude of his little study at Sydenham, 
or the sweet society of his own ‘‘Gertrude 
of Wyoming,”’ . . . for the boisterous 
good-fellowship . . . of Tom Hill’s after- 
dinner table, with its anomalous olla- 
podrida of “larking” stockbrokers, laugh- 
“ing punsters, roaring [?| farce-writers, 
and riotous practical jokers. . . . Tosum 
up this speculation in a word, . . . Tom 
Campbell was a very good fellow, and a 
very pleasant one withal ; but he prevented 
Thomas Campbell from being a great poet, 
though not from doing great things in po- 
etry.—PaTmorgE, P. G., 1854, My Friends 
and Acquaintance, vol.1, pp, 146, 148. 


In thespring of 1832 I introduced Camp- 
bell to Lady Blessington. The acquaint- 
ance commenced inauspiciously. There 
was a coolness in it from the beginning, 
which soon made it very evident to both 
parties there was no cordiality between 
them to be expected. The lady, who was 
disappointed with Byron at her first inter- 
view with him, was not very likely to be 
delighted with Campbell—a most shivery 
person in the presence of strangers—or to 
have her beau ideal of the poetic character 
and outward appearance of a bard realized 
by an elderly gentleman in a curly wig, 
with a blue coat and brassbuttons, very like 
an ancient mariner out of uniform, and his 
native element, being on shore. Campbell, 
on the other hand, had asort of instinctive 
apprehension of any person who was sup- 
posed to be an admirer of Byron, and he 
could not divest his mind of the idea that 
Lady Blessington did not duly appreciate 
his own merits. After dining at Seamore 
place twice, I believe, and freezing her 
ladyship with the chilliness of his humor, 
the acquaintance dropped, and left no pleas- 
ing recollections on the minds of either of 
the parties.—MAppEN, R. R., 1855, The 
Literary Life and Correspondence of the 
Countess of Blessington, vol. U1, p. 274. 


There was poor Campbell the poet, ob- 
truding his sentimentalities, amidst a 
quivering apprehension of making himself 
ridiculous. He darted out of our house, 
and never came again, because, after warn- 
ing, he sat down, in aroom full of people (all 
authors, as it happened) on a low chair of 
my old aunt’s which went very easily on 
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castors,and which carried him back to the 
wall and rebounded, of course making 
everybody laugh. Off went poor Campbell 
in a huff; and, well as I had long known, 
never saw him again: and I was not very 
sorry, for his sentimentality was too soft, 
and his craving for praise too morbid to 
let him be an agreeable companion.— 
MARTINEAU, HARRIET, 1855-77, Auto- 
biography, ed. Chapman, vol. 1, p. 265. 


His mode of life at Sydenham was almost 
uniformly that which he afterwards fol- 
lowed in London, when he made it a con- 
stant residence. He rose not very early, 
breakfasted, studied for an hour or two, 
dined at two or three o’clock, and then 
made acallor two. . He would 
return home to tea, and then retire early 
to his study, remaining there till a late 
hour ; sometimes even till an early one. 
His life was strictly domestic; he gave a 
dinner-party now and then,and at some of 
them Thomas Moore, Rogers, and other 
literary friends from town were present. 
His table was plain, hospitable, and cheered 
by a hearty welcome.—REDDING, CYRUS, 
1858, Fifty Years’ Recollections, Literary 
and Personal. 

I remember being told by a personage 
who was both a very popular writer and 
a very brilliant converser, that the poet 
Campbell reminded him of Goldsmith—his 
conversation was so inferior to his fame. 
I could not deny it; for I had often met 
Campbell in general society, and his talk 
had disappointed me. Three days after- 
wards, Campbell asked me to come up and 
sup with him ¢éte-d-téte. Ididso. Iwent 
at ten o’clock. I stayed till dawn; and 
all my recollections of the most sparkling 
talk I have ever heard in drawing-rooms, 
affords nothing to equal the riotous afflu- 
ence of wit, of humour, of fancy, of 
genius, that the great lyrist poured forth 
in his wondrous monologue. Monologue 
it was; he had it all to himself.—LytTTon, 
Epwarp BuLwer Lorpb, 1863-68, Caz- 
toniana, Miscellaneous Prose Works, vol. 
mi, p. 114. 

He spoke with a marked Scotch accent, 
which added a zest, allied to humor, to the 
amusing anecdotes and stories which he 
told so well. When in this facetious 
mood, there was a roguish twinkle in his 
eye; and you could hardy conceive the 
touching and impressive poet to be hid 
behind the mantling smile and genial 
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chuckle.—JERDAN, WILLIAM, 1866, Men 
I have Known. 


In ordinary society Campbell did not 
appear by any means to the same advantage 
as Jeffrey, though he possessed incompar- 
ably more genius and sensibility. The 
former made no attempt at display in con- 
versation; but the occasional splendid ex- 
pression, the frequent tear in the eye, be- 
spoke the profound emotion which was 
felt.— ALISON, SiR ARCHIBALD, 1867? 
Some Account of My Life and Writings, 
vol. I, p. 88. 


The remaining glories of Poet’s Corner 
belong to our own time and to the future. 
It would seem as if, during the opening of 
this century, the place for once had lost 
its charm. Of that galaxy of poets which 
ushered in this epoch, Campbell alone has 
achieved there both grave and monument, 
on which is inscribed the lofty hope of 
immortality from his own poems.—STAN- 
LEY, ARTHUR PENRHYN, 1867-96, His- 
torical Memorials of Westminster Abbey, 
p. 318. 


Had a cold, Scotch manner, but that was 
merely the educated habit or manner of 
his country—cautious, canny. There was 
sap behindthebark. If the oppression of 
the Poles or any other flagrant enormity 
was brought before him, his energy quickly 
flamed up. And he was also very vivacious, 
not to say riotous, in his cups.—PROCTER, 
BRYAN WALLER (BARRY CORNWALL)1874? 
Recollections of Men of Letters. 


Campbell’s career was deeply weighted 
in other ways. His only son, whose child- 
hood had been beautiful beyond expression 
to the tender father, who felt, as young 
parents often do, his own child a revelation 
from heaven, was alife-long grief and dis- 
appointment to him, and spent most of his 
life in a lunatic asylum. His wife died 
early; and he was left to make up to him- 
self, as far as he could, by a hundred 
gentle flirtations, chiefly with Jadies under 
the age of ten, for the absence of a woman’s 
society, and the bright faces of children. 
Some of his innocent adventures in this 
way are at once amusing and pathetic.— 
OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. W., 1882, Lit- 
erary History of England, XVIII-XIX 
Century, vol. I, p. 166. 

Campbell, when he did himself justice, 
is known to have been an interesting con- 
verser: he rarely left you without having 
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made some observation that was singularly 
suggestive, and which haunted the mem- 
ory. Let us remember that it was Camp- 
bell who said— 

To live in hearts we leave behind 

Is not to die. 
But the graceless Hogan kenned nothing 
of this; he was only able to tell me that 
Campbell was a feeble little fellow, that 
he spoke with a broad Scottish accent, 
that he woreawig. Poor Campbell! Poor 
Hogan! Hogan knew even less about 
Campbell than Crabbe appeared to Moore 
to have known about Burke.— LOCKER- 
LAMPSON, FREDERICK, 1895, My Confi- 
dences, p. 139. 

Though Campbell was a poet, he was a 
great contrast to my beloved Southey. 
You could see that Southey was a poet, 
the very embodiment of poetry, while 
Campbell looked more like a lively and in- 
telligent man who might never have written 
a line in his life. I think the difference 
was this:~ Southey wrote because he could 
not help it, Campbell because he liked to 
do it.—AGNEW, Mary CouRTENAY, 1896, 
Lions in the Twenties, Temple Bar, vol. 
107, p. 116. 

PLEASURES OF HOPE 


I am not sure if Mr. Campbell’s ‘‘Pleas- 
ures of Hope’’ be not the most poetical 
production of theage. From the moment 
of its appearance to the present moment, 
the reading of it has always filled me 
with equal admiration of its plan, its 
melody, and powers of execution. It 
is full of genius and of noble concep- 
tions—expressed in numbers at once 
polished and perfect.—DispIN, THOMAS 
FROGNALL, 1824, The Library Companion, 
p. T37, note. 

Is one of the few standard heroic poems 
in our language. Poetic taste has under- 
gone many remarkable changes since it 
appeared, but its ardent numbers are con- 
stantly resorted to by those who love the 
fire of the muse as wellas her more delicate 
tracery.—GRISWOLD, Rurus W., 1844, 
The Poets and Poetry of England in the 
Nineteenth Century, p. 114. 

The various and magnificent range of 
English poetry presents no example of 
early excellence to equal the ‘‘ Pleasures 
of Hope.’’ The laborious polish 
in the verses of the ‘‘Pleasures of Hope’’ 
are among the best proofs to what an 
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extent English is capable of being refined, 
and how far the capabilities of the lan- 
guage will go to attain in the eyes of true 
taste a classical and healthful longevity 
—hbut to make further comment upon the 
merit of that which has received the 
plaudit of the world for half a century 
would be superfluous and out of place, 
stamped as it is with the impress of per- 
manent endurance.— REDDING, CYRUS, 
1846, Life and Reminiscences of Thomas 
Campbell, New Monthly Magazine, vol. 77, 
p. 347. 

It is almost impossible to speak of it in 
terms of exaggerated praise; and whether 
taking it in parts, or as a whole, I do not 
think I overrate its merits in preferring 
it to any didactic poem of equal length in 
the English language. No poet, at such 
an age, ever produced such an exquisite 
specimen of poetical mastery—that is, 
of fine conception and of high art com- 
bined. . . . Sentiments tender, energetic, 
impassioned, eloquent, and majestic, are 
conveyed to the reader in the tones of a 
music forever varied—sinking or swelling 
like the harmonies of an Atolian lyre—yet 
ever delightful; and these are illustrated 
by pictures from romance, history, or do- 
mestic life, replete with power and beauty. 
. . - It is like a long fit of inspiration 
—a checgered melody of transcendent ex- 
cellence ; passage after passage presenting 
only an ever-varying and varied tissue of 
whatever is beautiful and sublime in the 
soul of men and the aspects of nature.— 
Morr, D. M., 1851-52, Sketches of the Poet- 
ical Literature of the Past Half-Century. 

Of the nature of a prize poem, thougha 
brilliant one.—ARNOLD, THomAs, 1868- 
75, Chaucer to Wordsworth, p. 418. 

It is true that marks of juvenility are 
everywhere apparent; that the diction is 
often redundant, and sense not always 
commensurate with sound. Still it is a 
poem of sustained rhythmical march of 
sentiments expressive of every note in the 
gamut of feeling; and of episodes, whether 
from history, fiction or domestic life, full 
of beauty, force, pathos and natural truth. 
. . . Perhaps there is no didactic poem in 
our language so well known and loved as 
this, if not as a whole, by its component 
parts. There is hardly a doubt that it will 
continue to be so, in spite of new schools 
of poetry, and poetical criticism; and that 
it will retain its place, as a classic, in our 
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literature, nobly closing that bright era of 
which Dryden and Pope heralded the morn, 
and which closed when the star of Words- 
worth’s geniusappeared above the political 
horizon, to announce a new day-spring of 
poetry and beauty.— BaTEs, WILLIAM, 
1874-98, The Maclise Portrait Gallery of 
Illustrious Literary Characters, p. 5. 


Campbell’s fame is secure in quotation. 
Many of his lines have become household 
words.—-WELSH, ALFRED H., 1888, De- 
velopment of English Literature and Lan- 
guage, vol. 11, p. 274. 


In the last year of the last century ap- 
peared Campbell’s ‘‘Pleasures of Hope.’’ 
The ‘‘Pleasures of Memory,’’ published 
about seven years previously, had already 
passed through ten editions, and from Rog- 
ers the young Scottish poet seems to have 
caught his inspiration. It made him 
famous at once; yet it is difficult to say 
what attraction readers found in a poem 
full of inaccuracies and platitudes, and 
in which, as Hazlitt wittily says, ‘‘the de- 
composition of prose is substituted for the 
composition of poetry.’’ Campbell’s 
youthful success, however, affords a strik- 
ing illustration of the obvious fact that 
in ‘‘the realms of gold’’ immediate popu- 
larity is no proof of sterling worth... . 
Yet the fact remains that Campbell’s ex- 
traordinary reputation at the outset of 
his career was due to a poem that is com- 
paratively worthless.— DENNIS, JOHN, 1887, 
Robert Southey, Introduction, pp. 12, 13. 


There are flaws in Campbell’s works as 
there were faults in his life, yet his name 
is associated with the finest lyrics in the 


- English language, and no higher honour 


can be coveted by the most ambitious. 
The rather too rhetorical ‘‘Pleasures of 
Hope’’ survive, and will endure in single 
lines only ; still it is no mean achievement 
or slight glory to have added even a few 
lines to the household speech of a people. 
—Rag, W. Fraser, 1890, The Bard of 
Hope, Temple Bar, vol. 90, p. 52. 


Its success was so sudden that he was 
astonished, and so great that he was be- 
wildered; for from that day forward he 
was, as his friend Scott remarked, afraid 
of the shadow that his own fame cast 
before him. Young persons of immature 
taste and abundant leisure may still recall 
the glittering and turgid lines of this over- 
rated production ; but no lover of its writer 
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cares for it now.—STODDARD, RICHARD 
HENRY, 1891, A Box of Autographs, Scrib- 
ner’s Magazine, vol. 9, p. 223. 


In ‘‘The Pleasures of Hope’’ these ro- 
mantic enthusiasms were poured with much 
skill into the classical mould of Popian 
verse, suffusing without breaking its deli- 
cate contours. The literary public was 
captivated by a succession of impressive 
images, conveyed in lines of arrowy swift- 
ness and strength.—HeErrorpD, C. H., 
1897, The Age of Wordsworth, p. 198. 


Much of the success of the poem was no 
doubt due to the circumstance that it 
touched with such sympathy on the burn- 
ing questions of the hour. If, as Steven- 
son remarks, the poet is to speak effica- 
ciously, he must say what is already in his 
hearer’s mind. This Campbell did, as per- 
haps no English poet had done before. The 
French Revolution, the partition of Poland, 
the abolition of negro-slavery—these had 
set the passion for freedom burning in 
many breasts, and ‘‘The Pleasures of 
Hope’’ gave at once vigorous and feeling 
expression to the doctrine of the universal 
brotherhood of man. . . . It is not easy 
at this time of day to approach ‘‘The 
Pleasures of Hope’’ without a want of 
sympathy, if not an absolute prejudice, 
resulting from a whole century of poetical 
development.— HADpDEN, J. CUTHBERT, 
1899, Thomas Campbell (Famous Scots 
Series), p. 44. 

GERTRUDE OF WYOMING 
1809 

We rejoice to see once more a polished 
and pathetic poem in the old style of Eng- 
lish pathos and poetry. This is of the 
pitch of the ‘‘Castle of Indolence,’’ and 
the finer parts of Spenser; with more feel- 
ing, in many places, than the first, and 
more condensation and diligent finishing 
than the latter. If the true tone of nature 
be not everywhere maintained, it gives 
place, at least, to art only, and not to 
affectation—and, least of all, to affectation 
of singularity or rudeness. . There 
are but two noble sorts of poetry—the 
pathetic, and the sublime; and we think 
he has given very extraordinary proofs of 
his talents for both. —JEFFREY, FRANCIS 
LorD, 1809, Campbell’s Gertrude of Wyom- 
ing, Edinburgh Review, vol. 14, pp. 1, 19. 


I am very glad that Jeffrey thinks so 
favourably of Campbell’s new poem, for his 
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good opinion is very essential to the poet’s 
prosperity. Nobody will deny that it 
abounds in touches of a true genius; but 
the obscurity and embarrassment in the 
narrative, and the many bouwtsrimés which 
we may charge upon the impatience of his 
subscribers, prevent me from reading the 
work yet with that uninterrupted pleasure 
which poetry must give, or it fails.— 
HorNeER, FRANCIS, 1809, Memoirs and 
Correspondence, vol. 1, p. 489. 

The secret of Tom Campbell’s defense of 
inaccuracy in costume and description is, 
that his ‘‘Gertrude,’’ etc., has no more 
locality in common with Pennsylvania than 
with Penmanmaur. It is notoriously full 
of grossly false scenery, as all Americans 
declare, though they praise parts of the 
poem. It is thus that self-love forever 
creeps out, like a snake, to sting anything 
which happens, even accidentally, to 
stumble upon it —Byron, Lorp, 1821, 
Journal, Jan. 11. 

We conceive that Mr. Campbell excels 
chiefly in sentiment and imagery. The 
story moves slow, and is mechanically con- 
ducted, and rather resembles a Scotch 
canal carried over lengthened aqueducts 
and with a number of locks in it, than 
one of those rivers that sweep in their 
majestic course, broad and full, over 
Transatlantic plains and lose themselves 
in rolling gulfs, or thunder down lofty 
precipices. But in the center, the in- 
most recesses of our poet’s heart, the 
pearly dew of sensibility is distilled and 
collects, like the diamond in the mine, 
and the structure of his fame rests on the 
crystal columns of a polished imagination. 
We prefer the ‘‘Gertrude’’ to the ‘‘Pleas- 
ures of Hope,’’ because with perhaps less 
brilliancy, there is more of tenderness and 
natural imagery in the former.—HAzLITT, 
WituiaM, 1825, The Spirit of the Age, 
p. 236. 

The greatest effort of Campbell’s genius, 
however, was his ‘‘Gertrude of Wyoming, ”’ 
nor is it ever likely to be excelled in its 
own peculiar style of excellence. It is 
superior to ““The Pleasures of Hope’’ in 
the only one thing in which that poem 
could be surpassed—purity of diction; 
while in pathos, and in imaginative power, 
it is no whit inferior.—Morr, D. M., 
1851-52, Sketches of the Poetical Litera- 
ture of the Past Half-Century. 

The construction of the entire poem is 


THOMAS CAMPBELL 


loose and incoherent. Even the love 
scenes, which, as Hazlitt says, breathe a 
balmy voluptuousness of sentiment, are 
generally broken off in the middle. Then 
he was unwise in adopting the Spenserian 
stanza. It was quite alien to his style; 
even Thomson, living long before the ro- 
mantic revival, managed it more sym- 
pathetically than Campbell. The necessi- 
ties of the rhyme led Campbell to invert 
his sentences unduly, to tag his lines for the 
mere sake of the rhyme, and to use affected 
archaisms with a quite extraordinary 
clumsiness. Anything more unlike the 
sweet, easy, graceful compactness of Spen- 
ser could scarcely be imagined. Nor are 
the characters of the poem altogether suc- 
cessful; indeed, with the single exception 
of the Indian, they are mere shadows. 
Gertrude herself makes a pretty portrait ; 
but as Hazlitt has remarked, she cannot 
for a moment compare with Wordsworth’s 
Ruth, the true infant of the woods and 
child-nature.— HADDEN, J. CUTHBERT, 
1899, Thomas Campbell (Famous Scots 
Series), p. 96. 


SPECIMENS OF THE BRITISH POETS 
1819 

It is the singular goodness of his criti- 
cisms that makes us regret their fewness; 
for nothing, we think, can be more fair, 
judicious and discriminating, and at the 
same time more fine, delicate and original, 
than the greater part of the discussions 
with which he has here presented us. It 
is very rare to find so much sensibility to 
the beauties of poetry, united with so 
much toleration for its faults ; and so exact 
a perception of the merits of every par- 
ticular style, interfering so little with a 
just estimate of all.—JEFFREY, FRANCIS 
LorD, 1819-44, Contributions to the Edin- 
burgh Review, vol. u, p. 250. 


Read the Poets—English, that is to say 
—out of Campbell’s edition. There is a 
good deal of taffeta in some of Tom’s pref- 
atory phrases, but his work is good as a 
whole. I like him best, though, in his own 
poetry. — Byron, Lorp, 1821, Journal, 
Jan. 12. 


There are also several incidental critical 
opinions in Campbell’s ‘‘Specimens’’ very 
elegantly expressed, and of a pure as well 
as highly cultivated taste; but there are 
others very careless; and some, I think, 
not a little prejudiced.—Brypcrs, Sir 
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SAMUEL EGERTON, 1824, Recollections of 
Foreign Travel, July 23, vol. 1, p. 258. 


A mere piece of task-work for the Book- 
sellers and a thing of scissors and paste, 
save the fine Introduction and a half-a- 
dozen of the little Memoirs.—Grosart, 
ALEXANDER B., 1869, ed., Poems of Phin- 
eas Fletcher, Essay, vol. 1. p. ccxxvi. 


The essays on poetry which precedes the 
‘<Specimens’’ is a notable contribution to 
criticism, and the lives are succinct, pithy, 
and fairly accurate, though such a writer 
is inevitably weak in minor details. He is 
especially hard on Euphuism, and it is curi- 
ous that one of his most severe thrusts is 
made at Vaughan, to whom he probably 
owes the charming vision of ‘‘the world’s 
grey fathers’’ in his own ‘‘Rainbow.’’ The 
most valuable portions of the essay are 
those on Milton and Pope, which, together 
with such concise and lucid writing as the 
critical sections of the lives of Goldsmith 
and Cowper, show that Campbell was 
master of controversial and expository 
prose. Despite Miss Mitford’s merry- 
making, in one of her letters, over the 
length of time spent in preparing the 
‘*Specimens,’’ students cannot but be 
grateful for them as they stand. The 
illustrative extracts are not always for- 
tunate, but this is due to the editor’s de- 
sire for freshness rather than to any lack 
of taste or judgment.—BAYNE, THOMAS, 
1886, Dictionary of National Biography, 
vol. VI, p. 395. 

THEODRIC 
1824 

It is distinguished accordingly by a fine 
’ and tender finish, both of thought and of 
diction—by a chastened elegance of words 
and images—a mild dignity and tempered 
pathos in the sentiments, and a general 
tone of simplicity and directness in the 
conduct of the story, which, joined to its 
great brevity, tends at first perhaps to dis- 
guise both the richness and the force of 
the genius required for its production. 
But though not calculated to strike at once 
on the dull palled ear of an idle and oc- 
cupied world, it is of all others perhaps 
the kind of poetry best fitted to win on our 
softer hours, and to sink deep into vacant 
bosoms—unlocking all the sources of fond 
recollection, and leading us gently on 
through the mazes of deep and engrossing 
meditation—and thus ministering to a 
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deeper enchantment and more lasting de- 
light than can ever be inspired by the 
more importune strains of more ambitious 
authors.— JEFFREY, FRANCIS Lorp, 1825- 
44, Contributions to the Edinburgh Review, 
vol. I, p. 447. 

Campbell wrote one other long story, 
“Theodric’? by name, which he calls 
“‘domestic,’’ and in which he resumes the 
old heroic couplet (why called ‘‘heroic’’ it 
is hard to understand),stumping along as 
if with two wooden legs. It isacommon- 
place tragedy of real life prosaically re- 
lated, into which a plainness of speech not 
usually met with in poetry is occasionally 
introduced, with a view no doubt to give 
the effect of reality andtruth. Such lan- 
guage might have fulfilledits purpose had 
the story been written in prose; but being 
in verse of a stiff and pompous form, the 
effect is that of incongruity combining two 
affectations, an affectation of poetic eleva- 
tion with an affectation of simplicity. In 
short, the poem is altogether unworthy of 
its author.—TayLor, Sir Henry, 1880, 
The English Poets, ed. Ward, vol. tv, 
Daicol. 

GENERAL 
To the famed throng now paid the tribute 
. due, 

Neglected genius! let me turn to you. 

Come forth,O Campbell! give thy talents 
scope ; 

Who dares aspire if thou must cease to hope? 

—Byron, Lor, 1809, Hnglish Bards and 

Scotch Reviewers. 

Campbell, for Hope and fine war-songs re- 
nown’d, 

With a wail underneath them of tenderer 
sound. 

—Hunt, LEIGH, 1811, The Feast of the 

Poets. 

Have you seen Campbell’s poem of 
“‘Q’Connor’s Child?’ it is beautiful. In 
many parts I think it is superior to Scott. 
—EDGEWorRTH, MariA, 1811, To Miss 
Ruxton, April, Letters ; vol. 1, p. 177. 

If the rank of poets were to be settled 
by particular passages, I should place 
Campbell above Scott; I should predict, 
with more confidence, that ‘‘Lochiel,’’ the 
““Aixile of Erin,’’and the “*‘Mariner’s Song’”’ 
would endure, than I could venture to do 
about any other verses since Cowper and 
Burns—I had almost said, since Gray and 
Goldsmith. JI am sorry to hear that he is 
engaged on an epic poem ;—his genius is 
lyrical.—MACKINTOSH, Sir JAMES, 1811, 
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Journal, Jan. 20; Memoirs of Mackintosh, 
ed. his Son, vol. i, p. 82. 

The exquisite harmony of his versifica- 
tion is elaborated, perhaps, from the 
“‘Castle of Indolence’’ of Thomson, and 
the serious pieces of Goldsmith ;—and it 
seems to be his misfortune, not to be able 
to reconcile himself to any thing which 
he cannot reduce within the limits of this 
elaborate harmony. This extreme fastidi- 
ousness, and the limitation of his efforts 
to themes of unbroken tenderness or sub- 
limity, distinguish him from the careless, 
prolific, and miscellaneous authors of our 
primitive poetry ;—while the enchanting 
softness of his pathetic passages, and the 
power and originality of his more sublime 
conceptions, place him ata still greater 
distance from the wits, as they truly called 
themselves, of Charles II. and Queen Anne. 
—JEFFREY, FRANCIS LorD, 1811-44, Con- 
tributions to the Edinburgh Review, vol. 1, 
Delve 

Byron’s and Scott’s ‘‘Poems’’ (I have 
read) and must admire, —though you recol- 
lect, we used to give Campbell a decided 
preference, and I still think, with justice. 
— CARLYLE, THOMAS, 1814, To Robert 
Mitchell, Oct. 18; Early Letters, ed. Norton, 
p90: 

Mr. Campbell always seems to me to be 
thinking how his poetry will look when it 
comes to be hot-pressed on superfine wove 
paper, to have a disproportionate eye to 
points and commas, and dread of errors of 
the press. He is so afraid of doing 
wrong, of making the smallest mistake, 
that he does little or nothing. Lest he 
should wander irretrievably from the right 
path, he stands still. He writes according 
to established etiquette. He offers the 
Muses no violence. If he lights upon a 
good thought he immediately drops it for 
fear of spoiling a good thing. When he 
launches a sentiment that you think will 
float him triumphantly for once to the 
bottom of the stanza, he stops short at the 
end of the first or second line, and stands 
shivering on the brink of beauty, afraid 
to trust himself to the fathomless abyss. 
Tutus nimium,timidusque procellarum. His 
very circumspection betrays him. The 
poet, as well as the woman, that deliber- 
ates, is undone. He is much like a man 
whose heart fails him just as heis going 
up in a balloon, and who breaks his neck 
by flinging himself out of it when it is too 
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late. —HazuitT, WILLIAM, 1818, Lectures 
on the English Poets, Lecture viii. 


I understand that Mr. Thomas Campbell 
has in some newspaper in a paltry refuta- 
tion of some paltry charge of plagiarism 
regarding his paltry poem in the paltry 
Edinburgh touched the egg of my last man 
—the gentleman is completely addled.— 
BEDDOES, THOMAS LOVELL, 1825, To Thomas 
Forbes Kelsall, Letters, p. 55. 


I wonder often how Tom Campbell, with 
so much real genius, has not maintained 
a greater figure in the public eye than he 
has doneof late. The Magazine seems to 
have paralyzed him. The author, not only 
of the ‘‘Pleasures of Hope,’’ but of 
‘‘Hohenlinden,’’ ‘‘Lochiel,’’ &c., should 
have been at the very top of the tree. 
Somehow he wants audacity, fears the 
public, ‘and what is worse, fears the 
shadow of his own reputation. He isa 
great corrector too, which succeeds as ill 
in composition as in education. Many a 
clever boy is flogged into a dunce, and 
many an original composition corrected 
into mediocrity. Tomought to have done 
a great deal more: his youthful promise 
was great.—Scott, Sir WALTER, 1826, 
Journal, June 29; Life by Lockhart, ch.1xxi. 
Campbell, whom Freedom’s deathless Hope 

endears. 
—ELLIOTT, EBENEZER, 1829, The Village 
Patriarch, Book iv. 


What the devil did you mean by classing 
Campbell and one Pollok together in your 
toast at the St. Andrew’s dinner? Your 
wine must have been detestable. No 
sensible man like yourself could have made 
such a remark under the influence of 
champagne or Scottish whiskey. Campbell 
and Pollok. Hyperion toa satyr! Pray 
can you repeat without a book six lines of 
the ‘‘Course of Time?’’ If so, you have 
avery good memory badly employed. Can 
you not repeat without book every line 
which Tom Campbell has published? If 
not, you have never been as happy a man 
as you ought to have been.—HALLECK, 
Fitz-GREENE, 1831, Letter to James Law- 
son, Life and Letters, ed. Wilson, p. 349. 


I should not omit this opportunity to 
mention that the Greenock paper was 
established by a Mr. John Davidson, a 
connexion with whom was afterwards 
formed by Mr. Thomas Campbell, the poet, 
in his marriage. Mr. Davidson was a very 
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worthy illess bodie, and he has in my 
opinion the merit of first shewing with 
how little intellectual ability a newspaper 
may be conducted. I say not this in 
malice, but in sober sadness; for when 
Campbell wrote his ‘‘Battle of Hohenlin- 
den,’’ I got an early copy, which I sent to 
Mr. Davidson to be inserted, but he with 
a sage face afterwards told me, that it was 
not worthy of a place in his paper.—GALT, 
JOHN, 1833, Autobiography, vol. 1, p. 52. 


The conversation here turned upon 
Campbell’s poem of ‘‘Gertrude of Wyom- 
ing,’’as illustrative of the poetic materials 
furnished by American scenery. . 

He (Scott) cited several passages of it with 
great delight. ‘‘What pity itis,” said he, 
“that Campbell does not write more,and 
oftener,and give full sweep to his genius.”’ 
He has wings that would bear him to the 
skies; and he does, now and then, spread 
them grandly, but folds them up again, 
and resumes his perch, as if he was afraid to 
launch away. . . . ‘‘Whata grand idea is 
that,’’ said he, ‘‘about prophetic boding, 
or, in common parlance, second sight— 

‘Coming events cast their shadows before.’ 


The fact is,’’ added he, ‘‘Campbell is, in 
a manner, a bugbear to himself. The 
brightness of his early success is a detri- 
ment to all his further efforts. He is 
afraid of the shadow that his own fame casts 
before him.”—IRVING, WASHINGTON, 1835, 
Abbottsford. 


Dinner at Rogers’s. Almost over when 

I arrived. Company: Wordsworth, Land- 
seer. Taylor, and Miss R. A good deal of 
talk about Campbell’s poetry, which they 
were all much disposed to carp at and de- 
preciate, more particularly Wordsworth. I 
remarked that Campbell’s lesser poems, 
his sea odes, &c., bid far more fair, I 
thought, for immortality than almost any of 
the lyrics of the present day; on which 
they all began to pick holes in some of the 
most beautiful of these things. —Moorg, 
THomas, 1837, Diary, Aug. 10; Memoirs, 
Journal and Correspondence, vol. Vu, p. 197. 


Do not start if I tell you that in my poor 
opinion Campbell is a much better poet 
than Petrarch. I do not say a better; | 
say a much better.—LANDOR, WALTER 
SAVAGE, 1842, Some Letters of Walter 
Savage Landor, The Century, vol. 35, 
p. 520. 
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What lauding sepulchre does Campbell want? 
Tis his to give, and not derive renown. 
What monumental bronze or adamant, 
Like his own deathless lays can hand him 
down? 
— SMITH, 1844, 
Funeral. 
In yon Minster’s hallow’d corner, where the 
bards and sages rest, 
Is a silent chamber waiting to receive an- 
other guest. 5 
Tears along mine eyes are rushing, but the 
proudest tears they be, 

Which in manly eyes may gather,—tears 
*twere never shame to see; 
Tears that water lofty purpose; 

welcome to the fame 
Of the bard that hath ennobled Scotland’s 
dear and noble name, 
—MartIn, Sik THEODORE, 1844, The In- 
terment of Thomas Campbell. 


Campbell’s poetry has little need of 
critical illustration. His chief merit is 
rhetorical. There is not vagueness of 
mysticism in his verse. The scenes and 
feelings he delineates are common to 
human beings in general, and the impres- 
sive style with which these are unfolded, 
owes its charm to vigor of language and 
forcible clearness of epithet. Many of 
his lines ring with a harmonious energy, 
and seem the offspring of the noblest en- 
thusiasm. This is especially true of his 
martial lyrics, which in their way are un- 
surpassed.—GRISWOLD, RuFrus W., 1844, 
The Poets and Poetry of England in the 
Nineteenth Century, p. 114. 


Campbell possessed a noble nature, but 
its impulses were checked by an incurable 
laziness. He ‘‘dawdled’’ too much over 
his long compositions. The curse of his 
life was a pension of two hundred pounds. 
The capacity of the man is best displayed 
in those burning lyrics, which were called 
forth by the events of his time. When 
his soul was roused to its utmost, it ever 
manifested great qualities. His poems, 
generally, wil] probably live. ollad 
Campbell written ‘‘Childe Harold,’’ it 
would have cost him ten years more labor 
than it did the author, and would not have 
been half as long.—WHIPPLE, EDWIN P., 
1845, English Poets of the Nineteenth Cen- 
tury, American Review, July; Essays and 
Reviews. 


I looked at the life of Campbell by a 
foolish Dr. Beattie; a glorious specimen 
of the book-making of thisage. Campbell 


HORACE, Campbell’s 


tears of 
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may have written in all his life three 
hundred good lines, rather less than more. 
His letters, his conversation, were mere 
trash. A life such as Johnson has written 
of Shenstone, or Akenside, would have been 
quite long enough for the subject; but 
here are three mortal volumes. — Mac- 
AULAY, THOMAS BABINGTON, 1848, Jour- 
nal, Dec. 12; Life and Letters, ed. Trevel- 
yan, vol. 11, p. 161. 


No poet of the nineteenth century has, 
in my estimation, a higher rank than 
Thomas Campbell; no one is more univer- 
sally admired, and no one will be longer 
remembered. His exquisite harmony of 
versification, his occasional sublimity, his 
enthusiasm, his pathetic tenderness, his 
richness of natural description, together 
with his elevation and purity of moral 
sentiment, all combine to make him a 
classic secure of his immortality—stand- 
ing upon the same shelf with Goldsmith, 
Thomson and Gray.—CLEVELAND, CHARLES 
D., 1853, English Literature of the Nine- 
teenth Century, p. 426. 


We know of few specimens of English 
verse comparable to the best of Camp- 
bell’s for effective rhythm. —TUCKERMAN, 
Henry T., 1857, Hssays, Biographical 
and Critical, p. 451. 


His mind, deficient in manly vigor of 
thought, had worked itself out in the few 
first bursts of youthful emotion, but no one 
has clothed with more of romantic sweet- 
ness the feelings and fancies which people 
the fairy-land of early dreams, or thrown 
around the enchanted region a purer atmos- 
phere of moral contemplation.—Borta, 
ANNE C. Lyncou, 1860, Hand-Book of 
Universal Literature, p. 512. 


With all his classic taste and careful 
finish, Campbell’s writing, especially in his 
earlier poetry, is rarely altogether free for 
any considerable number of lines from 
something hollow and false in expression, 
into which he was seduced by the conven- 
tional habits of the preceding bad school 
of verse-making in which he had been 
partly trained, and from which he emerged, 
or by the gratification of his ear lulling 
his other faculties asleep for the moment. 
—CRAIK, GEORGE L., 1861, A Compendi- 
ous History of English Literature and of 
the English Language, vol. 1, p. 511. 

Campbell was a great artist, but on read- 
ing his lyrics we are struck with the fact 
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that they are in a large measure the prod- 
uct of a skilled mind rather than of a real 
singer.—SmiTH, GEORGE BARNETT, 1875, 
Elizabeth Barrett Browning, Poets and 
Novelists, p. 82. 


Campbell described the fall of freedom | 


in some of the most beautiful lines which 
were ever composed; and the vigour of 
his descriptions breathed new life into the 
cause of the popular party, both in England 
and Europe.—WALPOLE, SPENCER, 1878, 


A History of England from the Conclusion || 


of the Great War in 1815, vol. 1, p. 349. 


A mild and moonlike lustre surrounds i 


the name of Campbell. 4He is like one of 
those holy personages whom the painter, 
in the later ages of Italian or Christian 


art, represents with a faint lumour round | 
the head, in the company of Saints of a | 


more illustrious order who have a full- 
circleted glory, while the Madonna or 
other protagonist is endowed with a cruci- 
form nimbus on a complete scale. The 
question arises in the artist’s and the 


spectator’s mind whether it were wiser to — 
define this holy personage by that lowest — 
symptom of sainthood,or rather to merge | 


him in the mass of men to whom no occiptal 
glimmer appertains. Even to himself, 
could he answer the question articulately, 
might it not be more congenial to remain 


undistinguished than thus to be distin- | 


guished by the minimum of outward beati- 
tude? The painter is in half a mind to rub 
out the lumour round his head: but at last 
he determines the question on grounds of 
strict and accurate right. This personage 
is entitled to his lumour : Simeon, Joachim, 
Zacharias, or what not, he has a right to 
the distinctive sign, and must not be de- 
spoiled of it. And so with Campbell. Any 


reader who should deny him the name of © 


poet, and the aureole of poesy, would do 
an injustice; but one may heedfully dis- 
criminate as to which of his various com- 
positions have rightly earned him this 
eminence, and may demur to rating the 
eminence, in any instance, higher than its 
demonstrable value.—RossErt!, WILLIAM 
MICHAEL, 1878, Lives of Famous Poets, 
pmaols 

The English language has nothing finer 
or more inspiriting in their kind than the 
patriotic ballads which were perfected at 
this period. . . It is one of the 


mysteries of genius which is least com- | 


prehensible, how a youth of the most 
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peaceable sort, trained upon letters, and 
sea-sick and wretched when fate compelled 
him to cross the Channel, should have been 
the person to add to our national literature 
those boldest and most gallant of sailor- 
lyrics.— OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. W., 
1882, Literary History of England, X VIII- 
XIX Century, vol. U, p. 168. 

There are poems by Campbell which can 
be forgotten only with the language in 
which they are written. There is that 
weird ‘‘Lochiel! Lochiel! beware of thy 
day !’’ which no school-book of our time 
ought to omit, and no collection should be 
without. It will never be an easy task to 
banish ‘‘Gertrude of Wyoming’’ from the 
poetry of love and passion; or those noble 
lyrics, ‘‘The Battle of the Baltic,’’ and 
“Ye Mariners of England,’’ from the 
patriot-poetry of the world. One of the 
most touching pieces in any language is 
that pathetic story in verse about a parrot, 
which, by the force of genius, is lifted into 
an atmosphere of the rarest beauty.— 
FIELDS, JAMES T., 1885, Thomas Campbell, 
Some Noted Princes, Authors and States- 
men of Our Time, ed. Parton, p. 162. 

He was the Tyrteus of England’s song, 
the laureate of her naval victories, unsur- 
passed and unsurpassable.—STODDARD, 
RICHARD HENRY, 1891, A Box of Auto- 
graphs, Scribner’s Magazine, vol. 9, p. 223. 

It is by his shorter pieces that Campbell 
will retain his hold upon posterity. It is 
difficult to imaginea time in which human 
hearts will not thrill with patriotic ardour 
at the recital of ‘‘Hohenlinden,”’ ‘‘Ye 
Mariners of England,’’ and the ‘‘Battle 
of the Baltic’? or throb with sympathy 
‘at the recital of ‘‘TheSoldier’s Dream,”’ 
and the story of ‘‘Lord Ullin’s Daughter.” 
There are a lofty tone and rhythmic 
movement in these ballads ‘which one 
would think could never fail to please. 
‘<The Last Man’’ is one of the grander of 
these shorter pieces, and well-nigh rises 
to the level of itssublimetheme. ‘‘O’Con- 
nor’s Child’’ is a more sustained effort, 
full of passion, pathos, and poetic fervour. 
Campbell was at his best when his heart 
was stirred by patriotic emotion or sym- 
pathy for the suffering and the oppressed. 
Had he written no more than this small 
group of poems, with ‘‘O’Connor’s Child’’ 
for his longest effort, he would have writ- 
ten himself deep in human hearts, and 
therefore high in human estimation.— 
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MILEs, ALFRED H., 1892, The Poets and 
the Poetry of the Century, Southey to Shel- 
ley, p. 154. 


In Campbell’s work, which is known to 
every school-boy and school-girl in lines 
and extracts, but which nobody reads now 
as a whole except under some other com- 
pulsion than the fascination of the poetry, 
there were no signs of a disposition to 
break with the past either in form or in 
choice of subject. Like Gray, 
Campbell lacked the courage of his imagi- 
nation. The incubus of literary tradition 
lay heavy on him. He had a distrustful 
critic within, the creation of scholastic 
training, which clung to the skirts of his 
imagination and impeded its freedom of 
movement whenever it tried to burst away 
from the beaten track. His diffidence 
about ‘‘ Hohenlinden’’ is sometimes quoted 
as an example of the saw that ‘‘genius 
is unconscious of its own excellence.’’ 
But against this must be set the fact 
that late in life Campbell considered the 
‘**O’Connor’s Child’’ was his best poem, 
and that in this he has the support of most 
people who are familiar with his poetry. 
It is unlike his popular lyrics, in the fact 
that it takes more than one reading to ap- 
preciate, but it is worth the trouble of 
reading more than once. Some think that 
if ‘‘Gertrude of Wyoming’? had been 
published before the ‘‘ Pleasures of Hope’’ 
it might have ranked as his chief work, but 
the subject is too remote to have achieved 
any great amount of popularity.—MINTO, 
WILLIAM, 1894, The Literature of the 
Georgian Era, ed. Knight, pp. 217, 228. 

The three splendid war-songs . . . 
the equals, if not the superiors, of 
anything of the kind in English, and 
therefore in any language—set him in a 
position from which he is never likely to 
be ousted. In a handful of others— 
“‘Lochiel,’’ the exquisite lines on ‘*‘A De- 
serted Garden in Argyleshire,’’ with, for 
some flashes at least the rather over-famed 
‘‘Bxile of Erin,” “Lord Ullin’s Daughter,” 
and a few more—he also displays very 
high, though rather unequal and by no 
meaus unalloyed, poetical faculty; and 
““The Last Man,’’ which, by the way, is the 
latest of his good things, is not the least. 
But his best work will go into avery small 
compass: a single octavo sheet would very 
nearly hold it, and it was almost all written 
before he was thirty. It is to 
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be noted that even in Campbell’s greatest 
things there are distinct blemishes, and 
that these blemishes are greatest in that 
which in his best parts reaches the high- 
est level—‘‘The Battle of the Baltic.” 
Many third and some tenth rate poets 
would never have left in their work such 
things as ‘‘The might of England flushed 
To anticipate the scene,” which is half fus- 
tian and half nonsense: no very great poet 
could possibly have been guilty of it. 
Yet for all this Campbell holds, as has 
been said, the place of best singer of war 
in a race and language which are those 
of the best singers and not the worst 
fighters in the history of the world—in 
the race of Nelson and the language of 
Shakespeare. Not easily shall a man win 
higher praise than this. —SAINTSBURY, 
GEORGE, 1896, A History of Nineteenth 
Century Literature, pp. 93, 94. 

He was a born actor—in need (for his 
best work) of the foot-lights, the on-look- 
ers, the trombone, the bass-drum. He 
never glided into victories of the pen by 
natural inevitable movement of brain or 
heart; he stopped always and everywhere 
to consider his pose.—MITCHELL, DONALD 
G., 1897, English Lands Letters and Kings, 
The Later Georges to Victoria, p. 57. 


What Campbell felt and expressed with 
singular power was the terrible sublimity 
of Battle. His battle-pictures have touches 
of Hebraic imagination, the ‘‘hurricane 
eclipse of the sun,’’ or ‘‘Her march is 0’er 
the mountain-waves, her home is on the 
deep.’’ But Campbell’s sublimity hovers 
near the verge of the melodramatic, and 
one of these otherwise magnificent songs 
is marred by false notes like that which 
tells how the ‘‘might of England flush’d to 
anticipate the scene,’’ or how a kindly 
mermaid ‘‘condoles’’ with the mourners 
for the dead. Nor does he quite escape 
the naivetés incident to agressive patriot- 
ism; as when the victors, after hailing 
their foes as ‘‘men and brothers,’’ proceed 
to demand that they shall surrender fleet 
and crews ‘‘and make submission meet to 
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our King.’’ 
songs now survives.—HERFORD, C. H., 
1897, The Age of Wordsworth, p. 199. 


He had a remarkable gift for lucid, rapid, 


and yet truly poetical narrative; hisnaval | 


odes or descants, the ‘‘ Battle of the Bal- 
tic’’ and ‘‘Ye Mariners of England,’’ are 
without rivals in their own class, and 
Campbell deserves recognition as a true 
romanticist and revolutionary force in 
poetry, although fighting for his own hand, 
and never under the flag of Wordsworth 
and Coleridge. For the time being, how- 
ever, Campbell did more than they—more, 
perhaps, than any other writer save one— 
to break down in popular esteem the 
didactic convention of the classic school. 
—GossE, EDMUND, 1897, A Short History 
of Modern English Literature, p. 288. 


The well-spring of poetry was not 
vouchsafed to Campbell. He worked from 
the outside, not from the depths of his 
own spirit. He spoke of having a poem 
“fon the stocks,’’ of beating out a poem 
“fon the anvil.’’? By these words does he 
not stand, before the highest tribunal, con- 
demned? We read of him polishing and 
polishing until what little of original idea 
there was must have been almost refined 
away. We never hear of him bringing 
forth his thoughts with pain and travail. 
His letters are full of complaints about 
his vein being dried up, of his mind being 
too much cumbered with mundane con- 
cerns to have leisure for poetry; but we 
never once get a hint of any real misgiv- 
ing as to his powers. Time has 
brought in its revenges for Campbell. His 
poems enshrine no great thoughts, en- 
gender no consummate expression. Felici- 
ties, prettinesses, harmonies of a sort one 
may find ; respectabilities, vigour, patriotic 
and liberal: sentiments declaimed with 
gusto. But these do not raise him above 
the level of a third-rate poet. His war 
songs will keep him alive, and that after 
all is no mean praise. —HADDEN, J. CUTH- 
BERT, 1899, Thomas Campbell (Famous 
Scots Sertes), p. 155. 


William Beckford 
1759-1844 


Born, at Fonthill, Wilts, 1 Oct. 1760. Privately educated. 


At Geneva with tutor, 


1777-79. Visit to Netherlands, 1780; to Italy,1782. Married Lady Margaret Gordon, 


5 May 1783; lived partly in Switzerland until her death, 26 May 1786. M. P. for | 
Wells, 1784-90. Visit to Portugal and Spain, 1787. | 


In Paris, 1791-92; at Lausanne, 


Little of Campbell but these | 
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From 


Engraving by S. Freeman. 


Savage. 


Original by P. 


ISAAC _DISRAELI 


From the 


Engraving by G. Cook. 


Original hy Denning. 
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1792-93. Visit to Portugal, 1794. M. P. for Hindon, 1806-20. Lived in seclusion 
at Fonthill Giffard, 1796-1822; obliged to sell estate, 1822. Removed to Bath. Died 
there, 2 May 1844; buried there. Works: ‘‘Dreams, Waking thoughts and Incidents’’ 
(anon.), 1788 ; “<“Vathek,”? in English (anon., surreptitiously published in London by 
S. Henley, who translated from Beckford’s MS.), 1786; in French (anon.), Paris, 1787 
(another edn. same year, published at Lausanne with author’s name) ; ‘‘Modern Novel 
Writing: or, The Elegant Enthusiast’’ (under pseud. of Lady Harriet Marlow), 1796; 
““Amezia’’ (under pseud. of ‘‘Jacquetta Agneta Marianna Jenks’’), 1797; ‘‘Biographical 


Memoirs of Extraordinary Painters’’ (anon.), 1824; 
. the Monasteries of Alcobaga and Batalha’’ 
“*Al Ravni,’’ 1788. Lafe: 


Portugal,’’ 1834; ‘‘Recollections of . . 


(anon.), 1885. He translated : 


“Italy, with Sketches of Spain and 


by Cyrus Redding (anon.), 


1859.—SHarP, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 21. 


PERSONAL 

There thou, too, Vathek! England’s wealth- 
iest son, 

Once form’d thy Paradise, as not aware 

When wanton Wealth her mightiest deeds 
hath done, 

Meek Peace voluptuous lures was ever wont 
to shun. 

Here didst thou dwell, here schemes of pleas- 
ure plan, 

Beneath yon mountain’s ever 
brow; 

But now, as if a thing unblest by man, 

Thy fairy dwelling is as lone as thou! 

Here giant weeds a passage scarce allow 

To hails deserted, portals gaping wide; 

Fresh lessons to the thinking bosom, how 

Vain are pleasaunces on the earth supplied; 

Swept into wrecks anon by Time’s ungentle 
tide. 

—Byron, Lorp, 1812, Childe Harold, 

Canto i. 

His mind was vigorous, his spirits were 
good, and he displayed his wonted activity 
of body nearly to the last. He declared 
to the present writer, in his seventy-sixth 
year, that he never felt a minute’s ennut 
in his life. To this the great variety of 
his mental resources, as well as his bodily 
temperament, which would never permit 
him to remain inactive, greatly con- 
tributed. He was the most accomplished 
man of his time; his reading was perhaps 
the most extensive. Besides the classical 
languages of antiquity, he spoke five 
modern European tongues, writing three 
of them with great elegance. He read 
the Persian and Arabic, was an excellent 
designer with the pencil, and a perfect 
master of the science of music. The last he 
was taught by Mozart, to whom he was so 
attached, that when the great musician 
settled in Vienna, he made a visit to that 
capital, as he said himself, “that he might 
once more see his old master.’ 

I walked towards the further end of the 
room, from whence Mr. Beckford, then in 


beauteous 


his seventy-fourth year, but in appearance 
some years younger, came to meet me. 
. In person he was scarcely above 
the ‘middle height, slender, but well formed, 
with features indicating great intellectual 
power. His eyes were wonderfully acute, 
his apprehension exceedingly quick, his 
enunciation rather more rapid than that of 
the average of speakers in general. His 
constitution had not, according to his own 
account,been strong. In early life he had 
been unable in consequence to remain in 
parliament, though he had sat both for 
Wells and Hindon. By activity, temper- 
ance, and care, more than all by spending 
as much time as possible in the open air, 
with plenty of exercise, he had rendered 
himself comparatively hale. He was 
dressed in a green coat with cloth buttons, 
a buff striped waistcoat, breeches of the 
same kind of cloth as the coat, and brown 
topboots, the fine cotton stockings appear- 
ing over them, in the fashion of a gentle- 
man thirty or forty years ago. Inever saw 
him in any other costume when indoors.— 
REDDING, Cyrus, 1844, Recollections of 
the Author of “Vathek,” New Monthly 
Magazine, vol. 71, pp. 143, 148. 

We should perhaps hardly prolong this 
article by an account of the abbey, but for 
the fact that it avenged the Vandalism that 
attended its erection by crippling the 
owner, and that its celebrity is now only 
historic; for after passing from Beckford 
to Mr. Farquhar,a wealthy miser,in whose 
hands the great central tower,its distinc- 
tive feature, fell, it passed again out of 
aristocratic keeping to Mr. Morison, a 
tradesman, who died in 1858, leaving 
twenty millions of dollars, thus ending 
about where Beckford began. . The 
building was in the form of a cross, the 
arms of which were nearly of the same 
length, although differing in breadth. The 
exterior measurement was two hundred and 
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seventy feet from east to west, and from 
north to south three hundred and twelve. 
In the azis of the cross rose the central 
octagon tower, to the vast height of two 
hundred and seventy-six feet. The interior 
was divided into numberless halls, stair- 
cases, galleries, saloons, libraries, oratories, 
drawing-rooms,and cabinets. Everything 
like convenience was sacrificed to grand 
effect, tolong perspective aisles and arches. 
One octagonal room, formed by the great 
tower, was thirty-five feet only in diam- 
eter, and one hundred and twenty-eight 
feet high. In the huge fabric there were 
but seventeen bed-rooms, thirteen of which 
were at a most distressing height; and 
the whole far better merited the satire 
of Pope on Blenheim, than the sumptuous 
palace of Marlborough :— 

“Tis very fine; 

But where d’ye sleep, or where d’ye dine? 

I find, by all you have been telling, 

That ’tis a house, but not a dwelling.” 
—Tirrany, O., 1860, William Beckford, 
North American Review, vol. 90, p. 317. 

The life that the youthful Beckford not 
only dreamed but carried out was exactly 
that which Tennyson has pictured in his 
‘“Palace of Art,’’—a life of luxurious self- 
culture, apart from the cares, loves, and 
concerns of men. It is only fair to say 
that Beckford seems to have extracted 
more happiness from such a life than the 
poet has conceived possible. But we 
should remember that before he gave him- 
self up to it he had loved purely and fondly ; 
and probably the death of the wife he 
adored, after three years of unclouded 
happiness, had much to do in determining 
the eccentric recluseness of his later life. 
—LESLIE, CHARLES ROBERT, AND TAYLOR, 
Tom, 1865, Life and Times of Sir Joshua 
Reynolds, vol. u, p. 350. 

Mr. Beckford left two daughters, the 
eldest of whom, Susan Euphemia, was 
married to the Marquis of Clydesdale in 
1810, and became Duchess of Hamilton. 
The tomb at Lansdown, with its polished 
granite, emblazoned shields, and bronzed 
and gilt embellishments, was not long 
cared for; since, in 1850, it presented in 
its neglected state a lamentable object.— 
Timps, JOHN, 1866, English Eccentrics 
and Eecentricities, vol. 1, p. 21. 


VATHEK 


*‘Vathek’’ is, indeed, without reference 
to the time of life when the author penned 
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it, a very remarkable performance; but, 
like most of the works of the great poet 
who has thus eloquently praised it, it is 
stained with some poison-spots—its in- 
spiration is too often such as might have 
been inhaled in the ‘‘Hall of Eblis.”” We 
do not allude so much to its audacious 
licentiousness, as to the diabolical levity 
of its contempt for mankind. The boy- 
author appears already to have rubbed all 
the bloom off his heart; and, in the midst 
of his dazzling genius, one trembles to 
think that a stripling of years so tender 
should have attained the cool cynicism of 
a Candide.—LOCKHART, JOHN GIBSON, 
1884, Travels in Italy, Spain and Portu- 
gal, Quarterly Review, vol. 51, p. 427. 


This romance is very much what Byron 
would have written in prose—the same 
splendid; vivid, and ever fresh pictures of 
the external nature of the most beautiful 
and interesting region of the world, the 
same intensity of passion, the same gloomy 
colouring of unrepenting crime. . 

This is the ‘‘Gil Blas’? of Oriental life. 

5 Perhaps there is no work in the 
world which gives so vast, so lively, and so 
accurate a picture of every grade, every 
phase of Oriental existence. —SHAw, 
THomas B., 1847, Outlines of English 
Literature, p. 397. 

His true monument is his novel, 
**Vathek,’’ though he spent enormous 
amounts of money in building his wonder- 
ful edifice of Fonthill. His great tower, 
300 feet high, fell down, was rebuilt, and 
fell again; but ‘‘Vathek’’ remains.— 
MARTINEAU, HARRIET, 1849, A History 
of the Thirty Years’ Peace, A. D. 1815- 
1846, vol. Iv, p. 424. 

Never was a more homogeneous crea- 
tion. It bears in every line an impress of 
audacious and weird imagination, which 
gives it a place as far apart from all the 
originals of Eastern romance as from the 
imitations of them. The wonder is the 
greater if we remember the time when it 
was written, the mingled decorousness 
and flatulence, pomposity and poverty of 
invention in its many Hastern Tales and 
Apologues. Compare ‘‘Vathek’’ with the 
best of these, ‘‘Rasselas.’’ It is like com- 
paring a glacier with a lava stream as it 
comes out of the burning mountain.— 
LESLIE, CHARLES ROBERT, AND TAYLOR, 
Tom, 1865, Lafe and Times of Sir Joshua 
Reynolds, vol. 1, p. 349. 
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“‘Vathek’’ is, perhaps, the most in- 
teresting Oriental story ever written. It 
_ abounds in scenes of surpassing beauty and 
magnificence. Its splendor of description, 
varied liveliness of humor, gorgeous rich- 
ness of fancy, and wild and supernatural 
interest, are perhaps unequalled in the 
whole range of fictitious literature. It 
seems as if all the sweets of Asia are 
poured upon it. It is full of glittering 
palaces, and temples, and towers; of 
jeweled halls, tables of agate, and cabinets 
of ebony and pear]; of crystal fountains, 
radiant columns, and arcades, and perfumes 
burning in censers of gold.—GRIFFIN, G. 
W., 1870, Studies in Literature, p. 9T. 

Many areader has got through “Vathek” 
at a sitting, but very few authors indeed 
could or would emulate Beckford’s feat of 
writing it at one. True the sitting was a 
long one, for it lasted three days and two 
nights, and it cost him a severe illness— 
which, some will think, and perhaps he 
thought, served him right. —Jacox, FRAN- 
cis, 1872, Hnthralling Books, Aspects of 
Authorship, p. 340. 

Of all the glories and prodigalities of 
the English Sardanapalus, his slender ro- 
mance, the work of three days, is the only 
durable memorial. . . . Thereisastonish- 
ing force and grandeur in some of these 
conceptions. The catastrophe possesses 
a sort of epic sublimity, and the spectacle 
of the vast multitude incessantly pacing 
those halls, from which all hope has fled, is 
worthy the geniusof Dante. The number- 
less graces of description, the piquant 
allusions, the humour and satire, and the 
wild yet witty spirit of mockery and de- 
rision—like the genius of Voltaire—which 
is spread over the work, we must leave to 
the reader. The romance altogether 
places Beckford among the first of our 
imaginative writers, independently of the 
surprise which it is calculated to excite as 
the work of a youth of twenty-two, who 
had never been in the countries he describes 
with so much animation and accuracy.— 
CHAMBERS, RopeRT, 1876, Cyclopedia of 
English Literature, ed. Carruthers. 

Byron considered this tale superior to 
““Rasselas.”’ “‘Vathek”’ gives 
evidence of a familiarity with oriental 
customs, and a vividness of imagination 
which are remarkable in so youthful an 
author. The descriptions of the Caliph 
and of the Hall of Eblis are full of power. 
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But in depth of meaning, and in that in- 
trinsic worth which gives endurance to a 
literary work, it bears no comparison to 
“Rasselas.’’ The one affords an hour’s 
amusement; the other retains its place 
among those volumes which are read and 
re-read with constant pleasure and satis- 
faction.—TUCKERMAN, BAYARD, 1882, A 
History of English Prose Fiction, p. 247. 

Not much need be or can be said about 
the literary qualities of ‘‘Vathek.’’ Alive 
with undiminished vitality after a cen- 
tury’s existence, it has proved its claim 
to a permanent place in literature by ob- 
taining it ; nor, at any period of its history, 
has it been a book which criticism could 
greatly help or hinder, or which allowed 
sound criticism much scope for contro- 
versy. Its beauties are by no means of the 
recondite order; and inability to appre- 
ciate them is one of those innate distastes, 
not for the book but its genre, against 
which expostulation is impotent.—GarR- 
NETT, RICHARD, 18938, ed. Vathek: An 
Arabian Tale, Introduction, p. xxv. 

A stronger work than Walpole’s romance 
is the ‘‘Vathek”’ of William Beckford. 
“The History of the Caliph Vathek, ’’ as its 
full title reads, is yet more grotesque and 
wilder in its freaks of fancy than is ‘‘The 
Castle of Otranto;’’ but its Oriental set- 
ting, its remarkable likeness to some tale 
among the thousand and one of the ‘‘Ara- 
bian Nights,’’ above all, its consistency in 
the fantastic character assumed and the 
extraordinary imaginative power of its 
author, have given to this tale a popularity 
and a length of life shared by no other of 
the grotesque romances of this period. 
‘“‘Vathek’’ reappears regularly in edition 
after edition, delighting lovers of the 
marvellous in fiction to-day as it did a 
hundred years ago.—SIMonDs, WILLIAM 
EpWARD, 1894, An Introduction to the 
Study of English Fiction, p. 58. 

Has maintained its position as the finest 
Oriental tale written by an Englishman. 
The breath of the Romantic movement 
stirs init, and distinguishes it in kind from 
the exquisitely witty Oriental tales of 
Count Anthony Hamilton, on which it was 
modelled. The grotesque extravagance of 
Eastern supernaturalism only tickled the 
fancy of Count Hamilton; it held the im- 
agination of Beckford.—RALEIGH, WAL- 
TER, 1894; The English Novel, p. 250. 

Well worth your reading on a spare day, 
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and which in its English version has made 
his fame, and keeps his name alive, now 
that his reat houses and moneys areknown 
and reverenced no more.— MITCHELL, 
DONALD G., 1895, English Lands Letters 
and Kings, Queen Anne and the Georges, 
p. 287 

Although the romantic school of fiction 
has had its day, the gorgeous, almost Mil- 
tonic tale ‘‘Vathek,’’ the admiration of 
Lord Byron, who preferred it to ‘‘Ras- 
selas,’’ still survives after more than a 
hundred years. The statement made by 
its author to Mr. Redding, that it was pro- 
duced at the .age of twenty-two, in one 
sitting of three days and two nights, is a 
piece of imagination of like character with 
the work itself. The time taken to write it 
appears to have been about three months, 
but however long its production may have 
occupied, it stands, in a fashion, unique in 
the language, and had the author but been 
visited with a little pecuniary misfortune, 
it might have proved the precursor toa 
delightful series of imaginative stories. — 
GARNETT, W. J., 1895, English Prose, ed. 
Craik, vol. IV, p. 571. 

Its debts to the old Oriental tale are 
more apparent than real; those to the fan- 
tastic satiricalromance of Voltaire, though 
larger, do not impair its main originality ; 
and a singular gust is imparted to its 
picture of unbridled power and unlimited 
desire by the remembrance that the author 
himself was, in not such a very small way, 
the insatiable voluptuary he draws. The 
picture of the Hall of Eblis at the end has 
no superior in a certain slightly theatrical, 
but still real, kind of sombre magnificence, 
and the heroine Nouronihar is great.— 
SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1898, A Short His- 
tory of English Literature, p. 611. 

In his sarcasm, Beckford carried on this 
humorous treatment of Hastern fable. The 
kicking of ‘‘the stranger’’ through the 
apartments, down the steps, through the 
courts of the Caliph’s palace, and then 
through the streets of Samarah, is a piece 
of extravagance as delightful as anything 
in the romances of Voltaire. In his love 
of grotesque horror, Beckford is brought 
into line with Walpole. His Caliph, in 
league with the Intelligences of Darkness, 
commits to admiration every form of crime 
simply because he has nothing else to do. 
His bloated Giaour, ‘‘with ebony forehead 
and huge red eyes’’ drinks the aristocratic 


blood of fifty beautiful youths, and still his 
thirst is not slacked. The tale closes with 
a cleverly devised punishment for the 
damned. In the magnificent Hall of Eblis, | 
strewn with gold dust and saffron, amid | 
censers burning ambergris and aloes, they 
walk a weary round for eternity; their | 
faces corrugated with agony, and their | 
hands pressing upon hearts enveloped in | 
flames. —Cross, WILBUR L., 1899, The | 
Development of the English Novel, p. 103. | 
GENERAL i 
Beckford wishes me to go to Fonthill | 
with R; anxious that I should look over | 
his ‘‘Travels’’ (which were printed some | 
years ago, but afterwards suppressed by 
him), and prepare them for the press. | 
Rogers supposes he would give me some- | 
thing magnificent for it—a thousand | 
pounds, perhaps; but if he were to give 
me a hundred times that sum I would not 
have my name coupled with his. To be 
Reckford’s sub, not very desirable.— | 
Moorg, THOMAS, 1818, Diary, Oct. 18; | 
Memoirs, Journal and Correspondence, ed. || 
Russell, vol. ul, p. 198. il 
Mr. Beckford’s book is entirely unlike }} 
any book of travels in prose that exists in || 
any Huropean language; and if we could | 
fancy Lord Byron to have written the }j 
“‘Harold’’ in the measure of “‘Don Juan,”’ || 
and to have availed himself of the facilities || 
which the ottava rima affords for inter- ||) 
mingling high poetry with merriment of ‘H 
all sorts, and especially with sarcastic: 
sketches of living manners, we believe the >} 
result would have been a work more nearly "| 
akin to that now before us than any other * 
in thelibrary. . . . We risk nothing in)! 
predicting that Mr. Beckford’s ‘‘Travels’’ ’ 
will henceforth be classed among the» 
most elegant productions of modern litera- - 
ture : they will be forthwith translated into )} 
every language of the Continent—and will || 
keep his name alive, centuries after all the» 
brass and marble he ever piled together: 
have ceased to vibrate with the echoes of [| 
Modenhas. — LOCKHART, JOHN GIBSON,, 
1834, Travel in Italy, Spain and Portugal, , 
Quarterly Review, vol. 51, pp. 428, 456. | 
Beckford’s book greatly offends me ini) 
all that relates to Holland and Germany,, 
often offends me even in Italy, but for thee 
most part delights me in Portugal andj 
Spain. The vile, sneering, morbid tone:| 
that more or less pervades the first volume¢’ 


is detestable to me.—BOwLEs, CAROLINES) 


oe 
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A., 1834, To Robert Southey, July 23; The 
Correspondence of Robert Southey with 
Caroline Bowles, ed. Dowden, p. 307. 

His celebrity as a remarkable personage 
would have endured had he never written 
anything; and as an author he achieved a 
‘renown which he probably valued more 
than literary fame of the first order, the 
distinction of being the most brilliant ama- 
teur in English literature. Hardly any 
other man has produced such masterpieces 
With so little effort. ‘‘Vathek’’ was 
written at a sitting, and his letters betray 
no trace of unusual pains. These works 
are masterpieces nevertheless. Huropean 
literature has no Oriental fiction which 
impresses the imagination so powerfully 
and permanently as ‘‘Vathek.’’ Portions 
of the story may be tedious or repulsive, 
but the whole combines two things most 
difficult of alliance—the fantastic and the 
sublime. Beckford’s letters display a 
corresponding versatility and union of 
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seemingly incongruous faculties. He is 
equally objective and subjective; his pic- 
tures, while brilliantly clear in outline, are 
yet steeped in the rich hues of his own pe- 
culiar feeling ; he approaches every object 
from its most picturesque side, and the 
measure of his eloquence is the interest 
with which it has actually inspired him. 
His colouring is magical; he paints nature 
like Salvator, and courts like Watteau. 
His other works make us bitterly regret 
the curse of wealth and idleness which 
converted a true son of the muses into an 
eccentric dilettante. As a literary figure 
Beckford occupies a remarkable position, 
an incarnation of the spirit of the eight- 
eenth century writing in the yet unrecog- 
nised dawn of the nineteenth, flushed by 
emotions which he does not understand, 
and depicting the old courtly order of 
Europe on the eve of its dissolution.— 
GARNETT, RICHARD, 1885, Dictionary of 
National Biography, vol. tv, 84. 


John Sterling 
1806-1844 


Born at Kames Castle, Bute, Scotland, July 20, 1806: died at Ventnor, Isle of Wight, 
Sept. 18, 1844. An English poet and author, best known as a friend of Carlyle. His 
father, Edward Sterling (1773-1847) was an editor of the‘‘Times.’’ Sterling studied 
at Glasgow and Cambridge (but left without a degree) ; went to London and purchased 
the “‘Athenzeum’’ in 1828, but soon gave it up; and in 1834 became curate at Hurst- 
monceaux, where Julius Hare was vicar. He wrote ‘‘Arthur Coningsby’”’ (1888), 
““Poems’’ (1839), ‘‘Strafford’’ (1843), ‘‘Essays and Tales’’ edited by Hare (1848), and 

-*‘The Onyx Ring’’ reprinted from ‘‘Blackwood’’ in (1856). His life was written by 
Carlyle (1851).—Smiru, BENJAMIN E., ed., 1894-97, The Century Cyclopedia of Names, 


p. 957. 
PERSONAL 

_One who hated every kind of falsehood 
with an intense hatred, and whose spirit 
burnt with a consuming love of truth; not 
like the fiery bush, which is the type indeed 
of the very highest minds, such as St. 
Paul’s and Luther’s, when the Spirit of God 
takes possession of them; but with a flame 
approaching more nearly thereto than is 
often found in this world of phantoms and 
interests. The representation of 
his life is unsatisfactory, because the prob- 
lem of his life was incomplete. That 
problem, as has been truly observed to me 
by one of his chief friends, was the same 
as the great problem of ourage. In fact, 
it was the same with the great problem of 
all ages, to reconcile faith with knowledge, 
philosophy with religion, the subjective 
world of human speculation with the 


objective world in which God has mani- 
fested Himself by a twofold Revelation, 
outwardly to our senses, and spiritually 
to our spirits. — HARE, JULIUS CHARLES, 
1847, ed., Essays and Tales, Memoir, pp. 
CCXX, CCXxi. 

All my thoughts of Sterling are mingled 
with shame and self-reproach, which it is 
better to lay before God,who does under- 
stand it, than before the public or even 
friends who could not. I quite feel with 
you that until Christ be presented to men 
as related to themselves—to every one— 
and not merely as a character in a book, we 
shall see more and more noble spirits 
sinking into distrust and despair. The 
thought is sometimes very overwhelm- 
ing, yet I wish it pressed upon me more 
habitually ; one would be obliged then to 
speak in season and out of season, and 
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above all to live as if the truth were 
no lie.— MAURICE, FREDERICK DENISON, 
1848, To Mr. Erskine, Feb. 1; Lafe, ed. Son, 
p. 452. 


A lean, tallish, loose-made boy of twelve; 
strange alacrity, rapidity and joyous eager- 
ness looking out of his eyes, and of all his 
ways and movements. I havea picture of 
him at this stage; a little portrait, which 
carries its verification with it. In man- 
hood too, the chief expression of his eyes 
and physiognomy was what I might call 
alacrity, cheerful rapidity. You could see, 
here looked forth a soul which was winged ; 
which dwelt in hope and action, not in 
hesitation or fear. As a gifted 
amiable being, of a certain radiant tenuity 
and velocity, too thin and rapid and dif- 
fusive, in danger of dissipating himself into 
the vague, or alas into death itself: it was 
so that, like a spot of bright colours, rather 
than a portrait with features, he hung oc- 
casionally visible in my imagination. . . 
A loose, careless-looking, thin figure, in 
careless dim costume, sat, in a lounging 
posture, carelessly and copiously talking. 
I was struck with the kindly but restless 
swift-glancing eyes, which looked as if the 
spirits were all out coursing like a pack of 
merry eager beagles, beating every bush. 
The brow, rather sloping in form, was not 
of imposing character, though again the 
head was longish, which is always the best 
sign of intellect; the physiognomy in 
general indicated animation rather than 
strength. . . . His address, I perceived, 
was abrupt, unceremonious; probably not 
at all disinclined to logic, and capable of 
dashing in upon you like a charge of cos- 
sacks, on occasion: but it was also emi- 
nently ingenious, social, guileless. 
Sterling was of rather slim but well- boned 
wiry figure, perhaps an inch or two from 
six feet in height; of blonde complexion, 
without colour, yet not pale or sickly; 
dark-blonde hair, copious enough, which he 
usually wore short. The general aspect 
of him indicated freedom, perfect spon- 
taneity, with a certain careless natural 
grace. In his apparel, you could notice, 
he affected dim colours, easy shapes; 
cleanly always, yet even in this not fastidi- 
ous or conspicuous: he sat or stood, often- 
est, in loose sloping postures; walked with 
long strides, body carelessly bent, head 
flung eagerly forward, right hand perhaps 
grasping a cane, and rather by the middle 
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to swing it, than by the end to use it other- 


wise. ‘An ‘attitude of frank, cheerful im- 
petuosity, of hopeful speed and alacrity ; 
which indeed his physiognomy, on all sides 
of it, offered as the chief expression. 
Alacrity, velocity, joyous ardour, dwelt in 
his eyes too, which were of brownish gray, 
full of bright kindly life, rapid and frank 
rather than deep or strong. A smile, half 
of kindly impatience, half of rea] mirth, 
often sat on hisface. The head was long; 
high over the vertex; in the brow, of fair 
breadth, but not high for suchaman. In 
the voice, which was of good tenor sort, 
rapid and strikingly distinct, powerful too, 
and except in some of the higher notes har- 


monious, there was a clear-ringing metallic | 
tone, —which I often thought was wonder- | 


fully physiognomic.—CARLYLE, THOMAS, 
1851, Life of John Sterling. 


John Sterling would have been a far — 


better, happier, and greater man, had he 
remained a working curate to the last, in- 


stead of becoming a sort of petty Prome- | 


theus, equally miserable, and nearly as idle, 


with a big black crow (elegantly mistaken | 


for a vulture) pecking at his morbid liver. 
—GILFILLAN, GEORGE, 1855, A Third 
Gallery of Portraits, p. 271. 

Of all those very remarkable young men, 
John Sterling was by far the most brilliant 


and striking in his conversation, and the | 
one of whose future eminence we should all | 
But | 


of us have augured most confidently. 
though his life was cut off prematurely, it 
was sufficiently prolonged to disprove this 
estimate of his powers. The extreme 
vividness of his look, manner, and speech 
gave a wonderful expression of latent 
vitality and power; perhaps some of this 


lambent, flashing brightness may have been | 


but the result of the morbid physical con- 


ditions of his existence, like the flush on his 


cheek and the fire in his eye; the over 
stimulated and excited intellectual ac- 
tivity, the offspring of disease, mistaken by 
us for morning instead of sunset splendor, 
promise of future light and heat instead of 
prognostication of approaching darkness 
and decay. It certainly has always struck 
me as singular that Sterling, who in his 
life accomplished so little and left so little 
of the work by which men are generally 
pronounced to be gifted with exceptional 
ability, should have been the subject of two 


such interesting biographies as those | 


written of him by Julius Hare and Carlyle. 
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I think he must have been one of those 
persons in whom genius makes itself felt 
and acknowledged chiefly through the 
medium of personal intercourse; a not 
infrequent thing, I think, with women, and 
perhaps men, wanting the full vigor of 
_ normal health.—KeEmBLE, FRANCES ANN, 
1879, Records of a Girlhood, p. 185. 


“*Poor Sterling, ’’—such is the ever re- 
curring burden of Carlyle’s tribute to his 
friend, which he seems to have been pricked 
into writing largely because Sterling’s 
other loyal friend and biographer, Arch- 
deacon Hare, who had loved and labored 
with him in the Church of England, de- 
plored overmuch his throwing off its rule 
and vestments. Though Carlyle has no 
sympathy for Sterling’s knightly efforts to 
help the exile and the slave, and for his 
apostolic labors among the poor of Eng- 
land, scouts his verses and makes light of 
his essays and romance, and ever chafes 
because this fine courser was not a mighty 
drag-horse like himself,—yes, sad and 
‘soured by physical ailments, he more than 
half blamed his brave friend for having the 
cruel and long disease through which he 
worked, even to his censor’s admiration, — 
yet,in spite of all,Carlyle’s ‘‘Life of Ster- 
ling’’ shows in every page that this man’s 
short, brave course lifted and illuminated 
all about him, even that weary and sad-eyed 
Jeremiah himself ashe sat apart and proph- 
esied and lamented.—EMmERSON, KDWARD 
Wapo, 1897, ed., A Correspondence be- 
tween John Sterling and Ralph Waldo 
Emerson, p. 5. 

POETRY 

We began to read his volume of poetry 
with considerable expectations, both from 
the commendations bestowed upon it by 
some of our friends, whose judgment we 
esteemed, and from the ability which his 
prose had unquestionably displayed, but we 
confess ourselves to have been somewhat 
disappointed. It has, it is true, all those 
good elements to recommend it, which can 
be drawn from the moral nature and from 
the affections. It is the work of one, who 
thinks justly and feels rightly, who fears 
God and loves his neighbour, but it wants 
poetic power, originality, and grace. The 
tone of his mind seems too cold for poetry, 
and more adapted to philosophy. He re- 
flects and moralizes when he ought to feel 
and paint. He dwells too long upon par- 
ticulars and details; his figures want life 
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and his coloring warmth, and we are too 
often reminded of Hamlet’s pithy criti- 
cism, ‘‘What read you? Words, Words, 
Words.’’—HILLARD, GEORGE §., 1842, 
Recent English Poetry, North American 
Review, vol. 55, p. 228. 


This work has fairly taken us by sur- 
prise. On first reading its announcement 
we had many misgivings. That it would 
be a work worthy of serious attention, 
that it would be a work of unquestionable 
talent, we felt assured; the author’s pre- 
vious writing, various in form, but all the 
offspring of the same earnest, thoughtful 
spirit, were sufficient guarantee: but John 
Sterling a dramatist! The very advertise- 
ment was a paradox; and we will venture 
to assert that hardly one of his warmest 
friends and admirers (and among the latter 
we beg to rank ourselves) took up ‘‘Straf- 
ford’’ without an uneasy sense of the 
author’s having chosena wrong path. We 
would advise all, therefore, not to be satis- 
fied witha first reading; it was not till our 
second reading that we fairly estimated it; 
prejudice and astonishment had marred our 
judgment, and we had to get accustomed 
to its excellence before we could believe 
ANI bees . Inconclusion we may say 
that, although judged by the high and 
severe standard we are wont to erect as 
the model of the dramatic poet, the foun- 
dations of which are in truth of human 
passion, ‘‘Strafford’’ is found wanting; 
yet, judged by the standard of the day, it 
is an admirable production. It springs 
from a cultivated, thoughtful mind,and it 
bears the marks of its parentage in every 
scene. Of all the works of its author it is 
the most perfect and mature. The traces 
of imitation have almost completely 
vanished. His mind seems more self-suf- 
ficing and sustained. The expression does 
not struggle with the meaning, as in his 
former writings; there is less struggle and 
more victory, less artifice and more art. 
In his next venture we hope to meet him 
on less formidable, less ungrateful ground 
than that of the Historical Drama.— 
Lewes, GeorGE Henry, 1844, Strafford 
and the Historical Drama, The Westmin- 
ster Review, vol. 41, pp. 119, 128. 

Superior to the prose articles :—beauti- 
ful and highly wrought as these are—are 
the author’s poetical writings, distin- 
guished alike for purity of thought, deli- 
cacy of fancy, and depth and tenderness 
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of feeling.—GrIswoLD, Rurus W., 1844, 
The Poets and Poetry of England in the 
Nineteenth Century, p. 371. 

Strafford never alters, never is kindled 
by or kindles the life of any other being, 
never breathes the breath of the moment. 
Before us, throughout the play, is the view 
of his greatness taken by the mind of the 
author; we are not really made to feel it 
by those around him; it is echoed from 
their lips, not from their lives. —OssoLl, 
MARGARET FULLER, 1850? The Modern 
Drama; Art, Literature and the Drama, 
p. 144. 


John Sterling has some high qualities 
of mind, but he was utterly destitute of 
the self-reliance necessary to constitute a 
great poet. The finest of all his produc- 
tions, as a mere poem, is ‘‘The Sexton’s 
Daughter,’’ a striking lyrical ballad pro- 
duced in early youth, ere he sank into 
poetic. misgivings.—Morr, D. M., 1851- 
52, Sketches of the Poetical LIaterature of 
the Past Half-Century, p. 326. 


John Sterling, the subject of this short 
memoir, was a Poem. He had the quick 
discerning soul in which knowledge passed 
rapidly into feeling, and feeling flashed 
back into new knowledge. And while he 
himself ever remained more poetical than 
his poetry, he did not ‘‘leave out’’ the 
poems. Though truth compels the state- 
ment that his poetry, diligently as he 
laboured over it, never secured success or 
admiration in his own day, even from those 
who loved and honoured him, and only are 
read nowadays because he has been immor- 
talised in one of the finest biographies in 
our language, ‘‘The Life of John Sterling,” 
by his friend Thomas Carlyle.—Gipps, H. 
J., 1892, The Poets and the Poetry of the 
Century, Frederick Tennyson to Arthur 
Hugh Clough, ed. Miles, p. 125. 


GENERAL 


In broken tones and by lapses he ob- 
tained utterance. No shapely and com- 
plete temple rose beneath the hand whose 
nerves disease had unstrung; and hints in- 
stead of revelations are bequeathed by a 
mind seldom allowed to work continuously. 
—TUCKERMAN, Henry T., 1849, Charac- 
teristics of Literature, p. 194. 

The life of John Sterling, however, has 
intrinsic interest, even if it be viewed 
simply as the struggle of a restless aspiring 
soul, yearning to leave a distinct impress 
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of itself on the spiritual development of 
humanity, with that fell disease which, 
with a refinement of torture, heightens the | 
susceptibility and activity of the faculties, | 
while it undermines their creative force. | 
Sterling, moreover, was a man thoroughly } 
in earnest,to whom poetry and philosophy i 
were not merely another form of paper } 
currency or a ladder to fame, but an end 
in themselyes—one of those finer spirits 
with whom, amid the jar and hubbub of 
our daily life, 
‘«The melodies abide | 
Of the everlasting chime.”’ 
But his intellect was active and rapid, | 
rather than powerful, and in all hiswritings 
we feel the want of astronger electric cur- | 
rent to give that vigor of conception and | 
felicity of expression, by which we dis- : 
tinguish the undefinable something called | 
genius; while his moral nature, though | 
refined and elevated, seems to have been | 
subordinate to his intellectual tendencies } 
and social qualities, and to have had itself - 
little determining influence on his life.— |) 
ELIOT, GEORGE, 1851, Carlyle’s Life of | 
Sterling. 
Though not an exact scholar, Sterling | 
became well and extensively read, possess- | 
ing great facilities of assimilation for all 
kinds of mental diet. His studies were | 
irregular and discursive, but extensive and ] 
encyclopedic. — SMILES, SAMUEL, 1860, | 
Brief Biographies. If 
Of John Sterling a few words must suf- | 
fice. His name cannot be omitted, and 
yet we cannot dwell on it,nor are we called | 
upon to do so. There must have been an | 
infinite attractiveness in the man to have | 
drawn out as he did such treasures of | 
affection from teachers so different as Hare | 
and Maurice on the one side and Carlyle | 
on the other. . . . It must have beena, 
lovable character which drew around him 
so much love. There must also have) 
seemed in Sterling a marvellous potency | 
as if, with due maturity, he might have | 
done great things in literature if not in’ 
theology. But the brightness of his) 
promise soon spent itself. It may be) 
doubted even whether if. he had lived he | 
would have achievedmuch. ‘‘Over-haste,’’ 
says Carlyle, ‘‘was his continual fault. 
Over-haste and want of due strength.’’ 
His genius flashed and coruscated like ) 
sheet-lightning round a subject rather | 
than went to the heart of it. He lacked | 
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depth and capacity of continuous thought. 
He was moved, if not by “‘every wind of doc- 
trine,’’ by every breath of speculation that 
braced his intellectual lungs for atime. It 
was now Coleridge, and now Edward Irving, 
and now Schleiermarcher, and now Carlyle 
that swept the strings of his mind and made 
them vibrate. Sterling was not 
destined to be any force of religious 
thought for his generation. With all his 
“sleepless intellectual vivacity’’ he was 
“not a thinker at all.’’ The words are 
Carlyle’s and not ours. Yet he deserves 
to be remembered, as he will continue to be 
associated with the great Teacher who 
first kindled both his intellectual and 
religious enthusiasm. Carlyle has em- 
balmed his name and discipleship in beauti- 
ful form,and the picture will remain while 
English literature lasts. But students of 
religious opinion will always also think of 
him as a disciple of Coleridge and the 
friend of Maurice and Hare.—TuLLocu, 
JOHN, 1885, Movements of Religious 
Thought in Britain During the Nineteenth 
Century, pp. 29, 30. 

His writings were edited in 1848 by 
Julius Hare (‘‘Essays and Tales by John 
Sterling,’’ 2 vols. London, 8vo), with a 
memoir in many respects most admira- 
ble, but its inadequacy, inevitable from 
the writer’s point of view, stimulated 
Carlyle to the composition in 1851 of the 


455 


biography which has made Sterling almost 
as widely and intimately known as Carlyle 
himself. The book is remarkable for its 
inversion of the usual proportion between 
biographer and hero. Johnson for once 
writes upon Boswell. Sterling is a re- 
markable instance of a man of letters of 
no ordinary talent and desert who never- 
theless owes his reputation to a genius, 
not for literature, but for friendship.— 
GARNETT, RICHARD, 1895, Dictionary of 
National Biography, vol. Liv, p. 195. 

Posterity has not preserved the name 
of John Sterling as his contemporaries 
must have believed it was worthy to be 
preserved. What we know of him now is 
not by his own writings, but by the curious 
fact that two biographies of a man who 
did nothing in his short life of importance, 
and left nothing behind him to justify such 
a double record, were given to the world 
shortly after his death, one of which at 
least has a high place in permanent litera- 
ture,—the extraordinary elegy, apology, 
eulogium of Thomas Carlyle. That there 
were reasons besides the merits of their 
subject for the two books—that of Arch- 
deacon Hare on the side of his own benign 
and moderate churchmanship, and Carlyle’s 
on that of a wilder freedom and negation 
—no one would deny.— OLIPHANT, MARGA- 
RET O. W., 1897, William Blackwood and 
His Sons, vol. i, p. 185. 


Henry Francis Cary 
1772-1844 

Born, at Gibraltar, 6 Dec. 1772. Father settled in Staffordshire. Educated first at 
Uxbridge; at Rugby, 1783-85; at Sutton Coldfield Grammar School, 1785-87; at 
Birmingham Grammar School, 1787-90. Contrib. to ‘‘Gentleman’s Magazine,’’ from 
1788. To Ch. Ch., Oxford, 29 April 1790; B. A., 14 Jan. 1794; M. A., 23 Nov. 1796. 
Ordained, Spring of 1796; Vicar of Abbott’s Bromley, Staffordshire. Married Jane 
Ormsby, 19 Sept. 1796. Instituted in living of Kingsbury, Warwickshire, 27 June 1800; 
removed thither, 12 Nov. 1800. Occupied on Dante translation, 1797-1812. To Lon- 
don, 1807. Reader at Berkeley Chapel, 1810-18. To Chiswick,as Curate and Lecturer, 
1814. Curate of Savoy, June 1816. Contrib. to ‘‘London Magazine,’’ 1821-24. 
Assistant-Keeper of printed books in British Museum, June 1826 to July 1837. Crown 
pension, 23 Aug. 1841. Died, at Willesden, 14 Aug. 1844. Buried in Westminster 
Abbey. Works: ‘‘Sonnets and Odes ’’ 1788; ‘‘Ode to General Kosciusko,’’ 1797. 
Posthumous: ‘‘Lives of English Poets,’’ 1846; ‘‘The Early French Poets,’’ 1846. He 
translated: Dante’s ‘‘Divina Commedia,’’ 1814 (‘‘Inferno,’’ 1805); Aristophanes’ 
“<Birds,’’ 1824; Pindar, 1833; and edited: Cowper’s Poems, 1839; Milton, Thomson, 
and Young’s Poems, 1841. Life: by his son, H. Cary, 1847.—Suarp, R. FARQUHAR- 

Son, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 49. 
PERSONAL more often seen at the British Museum ; 
Cary was one of Coleridge’s frequent where he had a position that gave him con- 
visitors ; Isawhim atHighgate; buthe was genial occupation. His translation of 
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Dante retains its place of honor on the 
book-shelves. Ugo Foscolo, than whom 
there could be no better authority, told me 
he considered it not only the best English 
translation of any foreign poet, but the 
best in any language. I recall him to 
memory as very kindly, with a most 
gracious and sympathizing expression ; 
slow in his movements, as if he were always 
in thought, living among the books of 
which he was the custodian, and seeking 
only the companionship of the lofty spirits 
who had gone from earth—those who 
though dead yet speak.—HALL, SAMUEL 
CARTER, 1888, Retrospect of a Long Life, 
p. 318. 
GENERAL 

To whom Dante owes more than ever 
poet owed to translator. I will 
only say that there is no other version 
in the world, as far as I know, so faith- 
ful, yet that there is no other version 
which so fully proves that the trans- 
lator is himself a man of poetical genius. 
Those who are ignorant of the Italian 
language should read it to become ac- 
quainted with the Divine Comedy. Those 
who are most intimate with Italian litera- 
ture should read it for its original merits: 
and I believe that they will find it difficult 
to determine whether the author deserves 
most praise for his intimacy with the lan- 
guage of Dante, or for his extraordi- 
nary mastery over his own.—MACAULAY, 
THOMAS BABINGTON, 1824, Criticisms on 
the Principal Italian Writers, Critical and 
Miscellaneous Essays. 

Cary’s literary fame is almost wholly 
identified with one work. There will prob- 
ably always be two schools of Dante 


CARY—HALL 


translation in England, the blank verse and 
the terza rima, and until some great genius 
shall have arisen capable of thoroughly 
naturalising the latter metre, Johnson’s 
terse remark on the translators of Virgil 
will continue to be applicable. ‘‘Pitt,’’ 
he says, ‘‘is quoted, and Dryden read.”’ 
Cary’s standard is lower, and his achieve- 
ment less remarkable, than that of many 
of his successors, but he,at least, has made 
Dante an Englishman, and they have left 
him half anItalian. He has,nevertheless, 
shown remarkable tact in avoiding the 
almost inevitable imitation of the Miltonic 
style, and, renouncing the attempt to clothe 
Dante with a stateliness which does not 
belong to him, has in a great measure pre- 
served his transparent simplicity and in- 
tense vividness. In many other respects 
Cary’s taste was much in advance of the 
standard of his day; his criticisms on other 
poets are judicious, but not penetrating. 
His original poems and his translation of 
Pindar scarcely deserve a higher praise 
than that of elegance.—GARNETT, RICH- 
ARD, 1887, Dictionary of National Biog- 
raphy, vol. 1x, p. 244. 

His famous translation of the ‘‘Divina 
Commedia,’’ published in 1814, is not only 
one of the best verse translations in Eng- 
lish, but, after the lapse of eighty years, 
during which the study of Dante has been 
constantly increasing in England,in which 
poetic ideas have changed not a little, and 
in which numerous other translations have 
appeared, still attracts admiration from 
all competent scholars for its combination 
of fidelity and vigour. — SAINTSBURY, 
GEORGE, 1896, A History of Nineteenth 
Century Literature, p. 110. 


Basil Hall 
1788-1844 


Basil Hall, writer of travels, was born in Edinburgh, 31st December 1788. His father, 
Sir James Hall of Dungiass, baronet (1761-1832), was a chemist and the founder of 
experimental geology. Basil entered the navy in 1802, and in 1816 commanded a sloop 
in the naval escort of Lord Amherst’s mission to Peking, visiting Corea, as described 
in‘‘A Voyage of Discovery to Corea,’’ (1818). He also wrote ‘‘Journal on the Coast 
of Chili, Peru, and Mexico in 1820-22;’’ *‘Travels in North America in 1827-28 ;”? and 
‘Fragments of Voyages and Travels’? (1831-40). ‘‘Schloss Hainfeld’’ (1836) was a 
semi-romance, and ‘‘Patchwork’’ (1841) a collection of tales and sketches. He died 
insane in Haslar Hospital, Gosport, 11th Sept. 1844.—Patrick AND GROOME, eds., 
1897, Chambers’s Biographical Dictionary, p. 452. 


PRON Ay weather-beaten tar, but I found a gentle- 
Ihave met with Basil Hall,and was never man, with a soft voice and soft manners, 
more surprised; I looked for a bold pouring out small-talk in half whispers to 
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ladies; I believe, however, he is very esti- 

mable.— GRANT, ANNE, 1824, To Mrs. 

Hook, June 23; Memoir and Correspond- 

ence, ed. Grant, vol. 1, p. 36. 
GENERAL 

We think the author’s style uniformly 
happy, and peculiarly well suited to this 
species of composition. He is a discrimi- 
nating observer, his topics are selected 
with good judgment and good taste, his 
language is terse, appropriate, and varied ; 
sometimes perhaps a little too much 
studied, but never stiff nor ponderous. In 
short, we could hardly name a better model 
of journal-writing, than the little volume, 
whose contents we have just been review- 
ing; and whoever would read for the 
double purpose of instruction and amuse- 
ment, will find themselves richly compen- 
sated for the time they may give to its 
perusal.—SPARKS, JARED, 1828, Captain 
Hall’s Voyage to the Eastern Seas, North 
American Review, vol. 26, p. 588. 

It is, indeed, with considerable diffidence, 
that we express the opinion, that the style 
of Captain Hall errs in the extreme of 
plainness. It is frequently slovenly, and 
still more frequently incorrect. His pages 
contain a good deal of bad grammar, and 
several words, which are neither English 
nor Arnerican. His work will 
do considerable mischief, not in America, 
but in England. It will furnish food to 
the appetite for detraction, which reigns 
there toward this country. It will puta 
word in the mouths of those, who vilify 
because they hate, and hate because they 
fear us. Captain Hall is too brave for 
fear, and too generous for hate; but he has 
undesignedly played into the hands of 
those who are neither. This matter de- 
serves his consideration; and as he will 
probably revise his work for the correc- 
tion of its numerous faults in a literary 
point of view, the consequence of the haste 
in which it was written, we must recom- 
mend to him, in the calmness of after- 
thought, to review his whole system of 
thought and feeling toward this country. 
—EVERETT, EDWARD, 1829, Captain Hall’s 
Travels, North American Review, vol. 29, 
pp. 534, 574. 

Captain Hall’s book (and himself too, 
by the way) has put the Union in a blaze 
from one end to the other. [I never on 
any occasion heard so general an expres- 
sion of contempt and detestation as that 
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which follows his name. This hubbub 
made me very desirous of seeing his book, 
but I am glad to say I did not succeed till 
after my first volume was finished, and 
most of the notes for the second col- 
lected. I thus escaped influence of any 
kind from the perusal. A few days ago, 
however, I was at Philadelphia, and there 
I got his very strange work. I had one 
or two long and interesting conversations 
with Lee (the publisher), who knew him 
well, and, from one or two anecdotes he 
gave me, it appears that the ‘‘agreeable 
captain’’ was under writing orders as 
surely as he ever was, or hopes to be again, 
under sailing orders. He would have done 
quite enough service to the cause he in- 
tends to support if he had painted things 
exactly as they are, without seeking 
to give his own eternal orange-tawny 
color to every object. His blunders are 
such as clearly to prove he never, or very 
rarely, listened to the answers he received 
—for we must not suppose that he knew 
one thing and printed another. Do not 
suppose, however, that I am coming home 
fraught with the Quixotic intention of 
running a tilt with Captain Hall. My little 
book will not be of him, but of all I have 
seen, and of much that he did not.—TROL- 
LOPE, FRANCES, 1830, Letter to Miss Mit- 
ford, July 28; Friendships of Mary Russell 
Mitford, ed. L’ Estrange. 


That he has a keen, quick eye, voracious 
curiosity, restless activity, a gay tempera- 
ment, and an upright, virtuous mind—no 
man who has perused his previous lucubra- 
tions can doubt. That he is apt to 
see one side of a thing so vividly as to 
forget that there is another side at all— 
that his complete satisfaction with him- 
self and everything about him, though 
unaccompanied with the slightest shade of 
cynicism, is too prominent not to move 
now and then a passing smile—and that his 
sincerity cannot always excuse his dog- 
matism, are facts which his warmest ad- 
mirers seem to admit. That he tells a 
story with clearness and energy—describes 
manners and scenery with very consider- 
able skill and effect—seizes the strong 
points of a moral or political question, in 
general, with ready shrewdness, and de- 
livers his opinions on all subjects fairly 
and frankly—writes in a manly, unaffected 
style, rough but racy—and makes us feel 
throughout that we are in the hands of a 
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practical man, clever, humorous, kind- 
hearted, who has read much, seen more, 
studied and enjoyed life in a hundred 
spheres and shapes, a staunch and ardent 
lover of his country, and in all respects a 
gentleman—these are statements to which 
we presume the Captain’s bitterest politi- 
cal opponent would hardly refuse his im- 
primatur.—LOCKHART, JOHN GIBSON, 18381, 
Captain Hall, Quarterly Review, vol. 465, 
5 145; 
4 Wit is not to be measured, like broad- 
cloth, by the yard. Wasy writing, as the 
adage says, and as we all know, is apt to be 
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very hard reading. This brings to our rec- 
ollection a conversation, in the presence of 
Captain Basil Hall, in which some allusion 
having been made tothe astounding amount 
of Scott’s daily composition, the literary 
argonaut remarked, ‘‘There was nothing 
astonishing in all that, and that he did as 
much himself nearly every day before 
breakfast.’’ Some one of the company 
unkindly asked ‘‘whether he thought the 
quality was the same.’’ It is the quality, 
undoubtedly, which makes the difference. 
— Prescott, W. H., 1837, Lope de Vega, 
North American Review, vol. 15, p. 11. 


Thomas Hood 
1799-1845 

Born, in London, 23 May 1799. Atschoolin London. In mercantile house, 1813-15. 
Health failed. At Dundee, 1815-18; contrib. to local Press from 1814. Articled to 
firm engravers in London, 1818; but owing to ill-health devoted himself to literature. 
On staff of ‘‘London Mag.,’’ 1821-28. Married Jane Reynolds, 5 May 1824. Edited 
“The Gem,’’ 1829; edited ‘‘The Comic Annual,’’ 1880-42. Financial losses, 1834. 
Lived at Coblentz, 1835-37; at Ostend, 1887-40. Returned to England, April 1840. 
Joined staff of ‘‘New Monthly Mag.,’’ 1840; editor, Aug. 1841 to Jan. 1844. ‘‘The 
Song of the Shirt,’’ published in ‘‘Punch,’’ Christmas 1848. Started ‘‘Hood’s Mag.,”’ 
Jan. 1844. Crown Pension of £100 granted to his wife, Nov. 1844. Died, at Hamp- 
stead, 3 May 1845. Buried in Kensal Green Cemetery. Works: ‘‘Odes and Addresses 
to Great People’’ (anon.), 1825; ‘‘Whims and Oddities”’ (2 ser.), 1826-27; ‘‘National 
Tales’’ (2 vols.), 1827; ‘‘The Plea of the Midsummer Fairies,’’ 1827; ‘‘The Epping 
Hunt,’’ 1829; ‘‘The Dream of Eugene Aram,’’ 1831; ‘‘Tylney Hall’’ (8 vols.), 1834; 
“‘Hood’s Own,’’ 1839; ‘‘Up the Rhine,’’ 1840 (2nd edition same year) ; ‘‘ Whimsical- 
ities’”’ (2 vols.),1844. Posthumous: ‘‘Fairy Land,’’ (with his daughter, Mrs. Broderip), 
1861 (1860); ‘‘Hood’s Own,’’ 2nd series, ed. by his son, 1861. Collected Works: 
“‘Poems’’ (2 vols.), 1846; ‘‘Works,’’ ed. by his son and daughter (10 vols.), 1869-73. 
Life: ‘‘Memorials,’’ by Mrs. Broderip, 1860.—SuHarp, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dic- 


tionary of English Authors, p. 135. 
PERSONAL 


I think Hood, perhaps the most taking 
lion I have seen, perhaps because he does 
not try to take, and his wit comes out 
really because it cannot stop in, there is so 
much behind.—CuorLEY, Henry F., 1834, 
Autobiography, Memoir and Letters, p. 99. 
Take back into thy bosom, earth, 

This joyous, May-eyed morrow, 

The gentlest child that ever mirth 

Gave to be reared by sorrow! 

’Tis hard—while rays half green, half gold, 
Through vernal bowers are burning, 

And streams their diamond mirrors hold 

To Summer’s face returning— 

To say we’re thankful that his sleep 

Shall nevermore be lighter, 

In whose sweet-tongued companionship 
Stream, bower, and beam grow brighter! 
—SIMMONS, BARTHOLOMEW, 1845, To the 
Memory of Thomas Hood. 


Let laurelled marbles weigh on other tombs, 

Let anthems peal for other dead, 

Rustling the bannered depth of minster 
glooms 

With their exulting spread. 

His epitaph shall mock the short-lived stone, 

No lichen shall its lines efface, 

He needs these few and simple lines alone 

To mark his resting place :— 

‘-Here lies a Poet. Stranger, if to thee 

His claim to memory be obscure, 

If thou wouldst learn how truly great was 
he, 

Go, ask it of the poor.’’ 

—LOWELL, JAMES RUSSELL, 1845, To the 

Memory of Hood. 


I have the greatest tenderness for the 
memory of Hood, as I had for himself. 
But I am not very favourable to posthumous 
memorials in the monument way, and I 
should exceedingly regret to see any such 
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appeal as you contemplate made public, 
remembering another public appeal that 
was made and responded to after Hood’s 
death. I think that I best discharge my 
duty to my deceased friend, and best con- 
sult the respect and love with which I re- 
member him, by declining to join in any 
such public endeavours as that which you 
(in all generosity and singleness of pur- 
pose, I am sure) advance. I shall havea 
melancholy gratification in privately assist- 
ing to placea simple and plain record over 
the remains of a great writer that should 
be as modest as he was himself, but I re- 
gard any other monument in connection 
with his mortal resting-place asa mistake. 
—DICKENS, CHARLES, 1852, To Mr. John 
Watkins, Oct. 18; A Collection of Letters of 
Dickens, p. 84. 

My father’sreligious faith was deep and 
sincere: but it was but little known to a 
world ever too apt to decide by hearing 
professions, rather than by scrutinising 
actions. Those to whom his domestic life 
was every day revealed, felt how he lived 
after the divine requirements: for he ‘‘did 
justice,’’ sacrificing comfort, health, and 
fortune, in the endeavor; he ‘‘loved 
mercy’’ with a love that was whispering 
into his ear, even as he was dying, new 
labours for his unhappy fellows; and he 
*‘walked humbly with his God”’ in a faith 
too rare to be made a common spectacle. 
- - - Almost my father’s last words were, 
*‘Lord—say ‘Arise, take up thy cross, 
and follow me.’ ’’ He had borne that cross 
during his whole life, but the quiet unob- 
trusive religious faith I have endeavoured 
to describe, supplied him with exemplary 
patience under severe sufferings, with 
cheerfulness under adverse circumstances, 
with a manly resolution to wrong no one, 
with an affectionate longing to alleviate 
the suffering of all classes, and with a 
charity and love that I will not do more 
than touch on, for fear I should be thought 
to be carried away by my feelings.— 
Hoop, Tuomas, 1860, Memorials of Thomas 
Hood, Preface, vol. 1, pp. xi, xiii. 

He possessed the most refined taste and 
appreciation for all the little luxuries and 
comforts that make up so much of the 
enjoyments of life; and the cares and 
annoyances that would be scarcely per- 
ceptible to a stronger and rougher organ- 
isation, fell with a double weight on the 
mind overtasked by such constant and 
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harassing occupation. He literally fulfilled 
his own words, and was one of the ‘‘master 
minds at journey-work —moral magistrates 
greatly underpaid—immortals without a 
living—menders of the human heart, 
breaking their own—mighty intellects, 
without their mite.’? The income his 
works now produce to his children, might 
then have prolonged his life for many 
years; although, when we looked on the 
calm happy face after death, free at last 
from the painful expression that had 
almost become habitual to it, we dared 
not regret the rest so long prayed for,and 
hardly won.—BRoDERIP, FRANCES FREE- 
LING (Hoop), 1860, Memorials of Thomas 
Hood, vol. 1, p. 2. 

He dies in dearest love and peace with 
his children, wife, friends; to the former 
especially his whole life had been devoted, 
and every day showed his fidelity, simplic- 
ity, and affection. In going through the 
record of his pure, modest, honorable life, 
and living along with him, you come to trust 
him thoroughly, and feel that here is a 
most loyal, affectionate, and upright soul, 
with whom you have been brought into 
communion. Can we say as much of the 
lives of all men of letters? Here is one 
at least without guile, without pretension, 
without scheming, of a pure life, to his 
family and little modest circle of friends 
tenderly devoted. —THACKERAY, WILLIAM 
MAKEPEACE, 1863, Roundabout Papers. 


In his moral and social relations in life, 
Hood’scharacter lives, I believe, untainted, 
and in his commerce with his own soul he 
appears to have been imbued with a deep 
sense of true and rational piety. Through- 
out the whole of his works that I am 
acquainted with there will not be found a 
single expression that shall bring in ques- 
tion the integrity of his character upon 
this point. And yet he did not escape the 
arraignment of persons who constituted 
themselves an authority to question his 
orthodoxy in such matters, and to denounce 
him accordingly. — CLARKE, CHARLES 
CowbEN, 1872, On the Comic Writers of 
England, Gentleman’s Magazine, n. s., vol. 
8, p. 666. 

There seemed to be a mint in his mind in 
which the coining of puns was incessantly 
and almost unconsciously in process, not 
with the mere object of raising a laugh, 
but because his marvellous command of 
language enabled him to use words in every 
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possible sense in which they could be un- 
derstood; and he could not help playing 
upon them, even in his most serious moods. 
—Puancuh, J. R., 1872, Recollections and 
Reflections, vol. 1, p. 100. 

His labors consisted of writing verse, 
and his pastime in making puns and shoot- 
ing sparrows. I have often wondered that 
he did not make his passerine sport the 
subject of an ode; for no one was more 
capable of jesting with his own peculiari- 
ties than Thomas Hood. . . . He hada 
quiet face,the laughter lying hid behind its 
gravity. Just before his death, when con- 
sumption had mastered him, and the caprice 
of public favor had much diminished his 
means of living, he bore himself very in- 
dependently.—ProctTerR, BRYAN WALLER, 
1874? Recollections of Men of Letters. 

His was slow wit: it was neither sponta- 
neous nor ready: the offspring of thought 
rather than an instinctive sparkle; but it 
was always kindly, gracious, sympathetic ; 
never coarse, never ‘‘free,’’ never even 
caustic, neither tainted with distrust of the 
goodness of God, nor to rail at the ingrati- 
tude of man. His countenance had more 
of melancholy than of mirth, it was calm 
even to solemnity. There was seldom any 
conscious attempt at brilliancy in his talk ; 
and so far from sharing in that weakness 
with which wits are generally credited, a 
desire to monopolize the conversation, he 
seemed ever ready in society to give way 
to any who would supply talk. No, nota 
mere jester was Thomas Hood. He made 
humanity his debtor, to remain so as long 
as there are men and women with hearts 
to feel and understand the lessonhe taught. 
He was the poet of the poor, above all, of 
the poor who are women, and whose suffer- 
ings seem perpetual.— HALL, SAMUEL 
CARTER, 1883, Retrospect of a Long Life, 
p. 841. 

In the story of Hood there are no dark 
places which the friendly biographer must 
leave unnoticed, or gloss over as best he 
may; no dubious actions to be accounted 
for by ‘‘temperamental causes ;’’ no vices 
to be referred to ‘‘inherited tendencies. ’’ 
Few men stand less in need of apologies 
than he does. His character is a most 
effective protest against the theory that 
genius exempts its possessor from the ob- 
ligations which bind ordinary men, giving 
him license to covet and to appropriate 
the goods of his neighbor, and to make 
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himself variedly obnoxious to those around 
him. Here was a man, endowed with 
gifts of the highest order, delicate, sensi- 
tive, keenly alive to every impression of 
pleasure or of pain, yet living a life of un- 
obtrusive heroism; and,under most trying 
circumstances, practising the homely, 
every-day virtues; as faithful in the per- 
formance of social and domestic duties as 
though he had been the most mildly prosaic 
country gentleman who ever dozed through 
a life of tranquil prosperity. He was free 
from egotism. His own pains and troubles 
were the last things he thought of bring- 
ing forward for public or private notice. 
Under such trials as his, despondency 
would have seemed only natural, and much 
complaining would have been excusable; 
but he showed a brave front to the world, 
hid his sorrows in his own heart, and ut- 
tered no lamentations, no moans of self- 
commiseration. His fine temper was not 
easily ruffled; but on just occasion he 
could prove himself a formidable adver- 
sary. Notwithstanding his modesty and 
his peaceable disposition, he was a danger- 
ous man to trifle with when his self-respect 
was concerned; and no one ever assailed 
him on this ground without finding cause 
for regret. Anything approaching patron- 
age or intrusion upon his private affairs— 
still more, any meddlesome attempts to pry 
into his motives, or to impugn his personal 
character, were sure to be repelled 
promptly, and in a way not to be forgotten. 
To see with what spirit he resented and 
rebuked such offences, read his letter to 
the fanatical woman, who presumed to sit 
in judgment upon him for the frivolity of 
his writings. —MAson, Epwarp T., 1885, 
ed., Personal Tratts of British Authors, p.5. 


When they were getting up a subscrip- 
tion in London for his monument, some of 
the most distinguished names in England 
were prominent on the list; but, to my 
thinking, those small sums that came up 
from the working-people of Manchester 
and Bristol and Preston, far outweighed 
the piles of guineas poured out by the 
great ones. Some of those little packages, 
that were sent in from the working-dis- 
tricts, were marked, ‘‘From a few poor 
needle-women,’’ ‘‘From seven dressmak- 
ers,’’ ‘From twelve poor men in the coal- 
mines.’’ The rich gave of their abundance 
to honor the wit; the Englishman of 
genius, the great author; but the poor 
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women of Britain remembered who it was 
that sang the ‘‘Song of the Shirt,’’ and 
“The Bridge of Sighs;’’ and, down there 
in their dark dens of sorrow and poverty, 
they resolved to send up their mite, though 
coined out of heart’s blood, for the good 
man’s monument. They had heard all 
about their dying friend, who had been 
pleading their cause through so many 
years. They knew that he had been send- 
ing out from his sick-chamber lessons of 
charity and forbearance, reminding Wealth 
of Want, Feasting of Fasting, and Society 
of Solitude and Despair.—FiELps, JAMES 
T., 1885, Thomas Hood, Some Princes, 
Authors and Statesmen of Our Time, ed. 
Parton, p. 154. 


The monument to Hood in Kensal Green 
was erected by public subscription, at the 
suggestion of Eliza Cook, and was unveiled 
by Lord Houghton, July 18, 1854. The 
simple epitaph was of his own selecting: 
‘‘He sang ‘The Song of the Shirt.’ ’’— 
HuTTon, LAURENCE, 1885, Literary Land- 
marks of London, p. 139. 


Hood I saw at his chambers in the 
Adelphi when I went to fetch his drawings 
for his ‘‘Comic Annual,’’ queer pen-and- 
ink drawings to be cut in fac-simile, some 
by myself. I recall him only as a spare 
man of fair stature, grave but notungenial. 
But I most regarded his tools. Beside 
pencil and pen there lay on his desk an old 
graver, a reminiscence of his early time 
as an engraver in copper, a penknife, and 
anail, with which it appeared he cut or 
scraped out any wrong line in his drawing. 
— LINTON, WILLIAM JAMES, 1894, Three 
Score and Ten Years, 1820 to 1890. Rec- 
ollections, p. 11. 

GENERAL 

North—‘‘That original and inimitable 
genius in his way, and his way is wider 
and more various than most people think 
—Thomas Hood—and the verses by the 
editor himself, therein quoted, ‘Eugene 
Aram’s Dream,’ are among the best things 
Ihave seen for some years.’’—WILSON, 
JOHN, 1828, Noctes Ambrosiane, November. 


His ‘‘Dream of Eugene Aram’’ places 
him high among the bards who deal in dark 
and fearful things and intimate rather than 
express deeds which men shudder to hear 
named. Some other of his poems have 
much tenderness, and a sense of nature, 
animate and inanimate.—CUNNINGHAM, 
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ALLAN, 1838, Biographical and Critical 
History of the Literature of the Last Fifty 
Years. 

Mr. Hood possesses an original wealth 
of humour, invention and an odd sort of 
wit that should rather be called whimsi- 
cality, or a faculty of the ‘‘high fantas- 
tic.”’ Among comic writers he is one of 
those who also possess genuine pathos; it 
is often deep, and of much tenderness, 
occasional of expression, and full of melan- 
choly memories. The predominating char- 
acteristics of his genius are humorous 
fancies grafted upon melancholy impres- 
sions.—HoRNE, RICHARD H., 1844, A New 
Spirit of the Age. 

We look upon this writer as a quaint 
masquer—as wearing above a manly and 
profound nature, a fantastic and deliberate 
disguise of folly. He reminds us of 
Brutus, cloaking under pretended idiocy, 
a stern and serious design, which burns his 
breast, but which he chooses in this way 
only to disclose. Or, he is like Hamlet— 
able to form a magnificent purpose, but, 
from constitutional weakness, not able to 
incarnate it in effective action. A deep 
message has come to him from the heights 
of his nature, but, like the ancient prophet, 
he is forced to cry out, ‘‘I cannot speak— 
Iam a child!’ Certainly there was, at 
the foundation of Hood’s soul, a serious- 
ness, which all his puns and mummeries 
could but indifferently conceal. Jacquez, 
in the forest of Arden, mused not with a 
profounder pathos, or in quainter lan- 
guage, upon the sad pageant of humanity, 
than does he; and yet, like him, his ‘‘lungs’’ 
are ever ready to ‘‘crow like a chanti- 
cleer’’ at the sight of its grotesquer ab- 
surdities. Verily, the goddess of melan- 
choly owes a deep grudge to the mirthful 
magician, who carried off such a prom- 
ising votary.—GILFILLAN, GEORGE, 1847, 
Thomas Hood, Tait’s Edinburgh Magazine, 
vol. 14, p. 69. 

The beautiful stanzas called ‘‘The Bridge 
of Sighs,’”’ and the painfully touching 
“‘Song of the Shirt,’’ were the means of 
exciting for an unhappy and neglected 
class of his countrywomen the pity, the 
interest, and even the active benevolence 
of the nation. Such things are not only 
good works, but good actions; and the 
triumph of having made genius a minister 
to philanthrophy is a glory worthy of the 
friend of Lamb and the first humorous 
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writer of his age.—SHAw, THomas B., 
1847, Outlines of English Literature, 
p. 488. 

The vigor of this poem [‘‘Bridge of 
Sighs,’’] is no less remarkable than its 
pathos. The versification, although carry- 
ing the fanciful to the very verge of 
the fantastic, is nevertheless admirably 
adapted to the wild insanity which is the 
thesis of the poem.—PorE, EDGAR ALLAN, 
1850, The Poetical Principle, Works, ed. 
Stedman and Woodberry, vol. V1, p. 25. 

Hood’s verse, whether serious or comic, 
—whether serene like a cloudless autumn 
evening, or sparkling with puns like a 
frosty January midnight with stars, —was 
very pregnant with materials for thought. 

: Like every author distinguished 
for true comic humour, there was a deep 
vein of melancholy pathos running through 
his mirth; and even when his sun shone 
brightly, its light seemed often reflected 
as if only over the rim of acloud. Well 
may we say in the words of Tennyson, 
“‘Would he could have stayed with us!’’ 
for never Could it be more truly recorded 
of any one—in the words of Hamlet char- 
acterizing Yorick—that ‘‘he was a fellow 
of infinite jest, of most excellent fancy.’’ 
—Morr, D. M., 1851-52, Sketches of the 
Poetical Literature of the Past Half-Century. 


Hood’s pathos culminates in ‘‘The Song 
of the Shirt,’’ ‘‘The Lay of the Laborer,’’ 
and ‘‘The Bridge of Sighs.’’ These are 
marvellous lyrics. In spirit and in form 
they are singular and remarkable. We 
cannot think of any poems which more 
show the mystic enchantment of genius. 
How else was a ragged sempstress in a 
squalid garret made immortal, nay, made 
universal, made to stand for an entire 
sisterhood of wretchedness? Here is direst 
poverty, blear-eyed sorrow, dim and dis- 
mal suffering, —nothing of the romantic. 
A stern picture it is, which even the softer 
touches render sterner; still there is 
nought in it that revolts or shocks; it is 
deeply poetic, calls into passionate action 
the feelings of reverence and pity,and has 
all the dignity of tragedy. Even more 
wonderful is the transformation that a 
rustic mind undergoes in ‘‘The Lay of the 
Laborer,’’ in which a peasant out of work 
personifies, with eloquent impressiveness, 
the claims and calamities of toiling man- 
hood. But an element of the sublime is 
added in ‘‘The Bridge of Sighs.’’ In that 
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we have the truly tragic; for we have in 
it the union of guilt, grief, despair, and 
death. An angel from heaven, we think, 
could not sing a more gentle dirge, or one 
more pure; yet the ordinary associations 
suggested by the corpse of the poor, 
ruined, self-murdered girl are such as to 
the prudish and fastidious would not allow 
her to be mentioned, much less bring her 
into song.—GILES, Henry, 1860, Thomas 
Hood, Atlantic Monthly, vol. 6, p. 522. 


Like other men, Hood had his ‘‘fixed 
ideas’’ in life—permanent thoughts and 
convictions, in behalf of which he could 
become pugnacious or even savage, or 
under the excitement of which every show 
of humour would fall off from him, and he 
would appear as a man purely sorrowful 
and serious. The sentiment of Anti- 
Pharisaism may be regarded as traditional 
in all men of popular literary genius; and 
back from our own days to those of Burns 
and still farther, British Literature has 
abounded with expressions of it, each more 
or less powerful in its time, but not super- 
seding the necessity of another, and still 
anothér, in the times following. - Almost 
last in the long list of these poets of Anti- 
Pharisaism comes the.nameof Hood. His 
writings are full of this sentiment, and 
especially of protests against over-rigid 
Sabbatarianism. On no subject did he so 
systematically and resolutely exert his 
powers of sarcasm and wit; and perhaps 
the English language does not contain any 
single poem from which the opponents 
of extreme Sabbatarianism and of what is 
called religious formality in general can 
borrow more pungent quotations, or which 
is really in its way a more eloquent asser- 
tion of personal intellectual freedom, than 
the ‘‘Ode to Rae Wilson, Esquire.’’— 
Masson, DAvip, 1860, Thomas Hood, Mac- 
millan’s Magazine, vol. 2, p. 328. 

I look back at the good which of late 
years the kind English Humourists have 
done; and if you are pleased to rank the 
present speaker among that class, I own 
to an honest pride at thinking what 
benefits society has derived from men of 
our calling. That ‘‘Song of the Shirt,’’ 
which Punch first published, and the noble, 
the suffering, the melancholy, the tender 
Hood sang, may surely rank as a great act 
of charity to the world, and call from it 
its thanks and regard from its teacher and 
benefactor. That astonishing poem, which 
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you all of you know, of the ‘‘Bridge of 
Sighs,’’ who can read it without tender- 
ness, without reverence to Heaven, charity 
to man, and thanks to the beneficient genius 
which sang for us so nobly? —THACKERAY, 
WILLIAM MAKEPEACE, 1858, The English 
Humourists of the Eighteenth Century, 
p. 288. 
F strange glad and sad brain, 
Whose mirth, you may notice, turns all 
upon pain. 
His puns are such breeders of puns, in and in, 
Our laughter becomes a like manifold din: 
Yet a right poet also was Hood, and could 
vary 
His jokes with deep fancies of Centaur and 
Fairy; 
And aye on his fame willa tear be attending, 
Who wrote the starv’d song, with its burden 
unending. 
—Hunt, Leicu, 1859, The Feast of the 
Poets, Postscript. 


Pass we now to the serio-comic Hood, 
——a poet whose memory is ‘‘emblazoned 
with a halo of light-hearted mirth and 
pleasantry,’’ but whose coruscations of 
wit and fancy do not morecharm us, than 
do the genial charities and deep human 
sympathies which characterize his graver 
productions. If he was the ‘‘prince of 
punsters,’’ he was also pre-eminently the 
poet of pathos; for, asa portrayer of life 
in its various phases, his rich and grace- 
ful imagery,and vivid descriptions of sor- 
row and suffering, were no less conspicu- 
ous than the kindly spirit with which his 
sarcasms and satires are tempered, so that 
while they cauterize, they cure. How 
much of human suffering has been miti- 
gated, how many a home of sadness con- 
soled, by the pleadings of his powerful pen! 
The spirit of his playful productions, 
so chaste, and so glittering with sportive 
gayety and humour, are yet enriched with 
the pure gold of wisdom, so that while 
they charm the imagination, they also 
benefit the heart.—SAUNDERS, FREDERICK, 
1865-74, Festival of Song, p. 251. 

A genius of a high class cutting capers 
and making jokes, an author of the humour 
and deeper calibre of the highest Eliza- 
bethan poets, and with the gentle satire of 
Touchstone, an essayist in his way as sub- 
tile as Charles Lamb, a tale-maker with 
the drolatique power and capability of 
Rabelais, and a poet with much of the 
sweetness and more than the pathos of 
Keats;—these together would make up 


463 


Thomas Hood.—FRISWELL, JAMES HAIN, 
1869, Essays on English Writers, p. 348. 


Hood was not one of those men of com- 
manding intellect who arise but once or 
twice at most in a nation’s history. He 
did not signalize himself by being the first 
to climb the slippery steeps of Pisgah, and 
catch sublime glimpses of the promised 
land with which to gladden the heart of 
the world. He is no cold unapproachable 
idol of the intellect—to be worshipped 
from afar with awe and trembling. Rather 
is he enshrined amid the Lares and Penates 
of our hearts—our household favorites— 
our Charley Lambs and Sir Philip Sidneys ; 
a kind, genial, honest-hearted man of 
genius, whom one feels it is good to know 
and pleasant to remember, whose laugh has 
a hearty ring wherewith to blow away thé 
cobwebs of sorrow and care, and the shake 
of whose hand does one’s heart good. 
There have been three or four greater 
writers in our nation’s history, and a few 
more as great, but there has been no one 
whose noble efforts on behalf of the poor, 
the-outcast, and the sinning, will serve to 
embalm his memory and his works in a 
kindlier affection and regard than Thomas 
Hood, ‘‘the darling of the English heart.’’ 
—FRaASER, J., 1871, Thomas Hood, The 
Westminster Review, vol. 95, p. 354. 


He was the poet of the heart, and sound 
at heart himself,—the poet of humane 
sentiment, clarified by a living spring of 
humor, which kept it from any taint of 
sentimentalism. To read his pages is to 
laugh and weep by turns; to take on human 
charity; to regard the earth mournfully, 
yet be thankful, as he was, for what sun- 
shine falls upon it, and to accept man- 
fully, as he did,each one’s condition, how- 
ever toilsome and suffering, under the 
changeless law that impels and governs 
all. Even his artistic weakness (and he 
had no other) were frolicsome and endear- 
ing. Much of his verse was the poetry of 
the beautiful, in a direction opposite to 
that of the metaphysical kind. His 
humor—not his jaded humor, the pack- 
horse of daily task-work, but his humor at 
its best, which so lightened his pack of ills 
and sorrows, and made all England know 
him—was the merriment of hamlets and 
hostels around the skirts of Parnassus, 
where not the gods, but Harth’s common 
children, hold their gala-days within the 
shadow. Lastly, his severer lyrical faculty 
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was musical and sweet: its product is as 
refined as the most exacting need require, 
and keeps ‘more uniformly than other 
modern poetry to the idiomatic measures 
of English song. . There are 
no strained and affected cadences in his 
songs. Their diction is so clear that the 
expression of the thought has no resisting 
medium,—a high excellence in ballad- 
verse. With respect to their sentiment, 
all must admire the absolute health of 
Hood’s poetry written during years of 
prostration and disease. He warbled 
cheering and trustful music, either as a 
foil to personal distress,—which would 
have been quite too much to bear, had he 
encountered its echo in his own voice,— 
or else through a manly resolve that, come 
what might, he would have nothing to do 
with the poetry of despair. The man’s 
humor, also, buoyed him up, and thus was 
its own exceeding great reward.—STED- 
MAN, EDMUND CLARENCE, 1875-87, Vic- 
torian Poets, pp. 73, 88. 

On the whole, we can pronounce Hood 
the finest English poet between the gen- 
eration of Shelley and the generation of 
Tennyson. —ROSSETTI, WILLIAM MICHAEL, 
1878, Lives of Famous Poets, p. 381. 


Whether, under favourable circum- 
stances, he would have produced more 
work of a high character is a question that 
it is scarcely profitable to discuss; but it 
is manifest that during his life-time the 
somewhat coarse-palated public welcomed 
most keenly not so much his best as his 
second-best. The ‘‘Tom Hood’’ they cared 
for was not the delicate and fanciful 
author of the ‘‘Plea of the Midsummer 
Fairies,’’ but the Hood of ‘‘Miss Kilman- 
segg and her Precious Leg,’’—the master 
of broad-grin and equivoque, the delight- 
ful parodist, the impressible and irresisti- 
ble joker and Merry-Andrew. Itis not to 
be denied that much of his work in this way 
is excellent of its kind, admirable for its 
genuine drollery and whim, having often 
at its core, moreover, that subtle sense of 
the lacrime rerum, which lends a piquancy 
of sadness and almost a quality of per- 
manence to much of our modern jesting. 
But the rest!—the larger part! Nothing 
except the record of his over-strained, 
over-burdened life can enable us to under- 
stand how the author of the ‘‘Ode to Rae 
Wilson,’’ the ‘‘Lament for Chivalry,’’ and 
the lines “On a distant Prospect of Clapham 
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Academy’? could ever have producea 
such mechanical and melancholy mirth as 
much of that which has been preserved 
appears to be. Yet his worst work is 
seldom without some point; it is better 
than the best of many others; and, with all 
its drawbacks, it is at least always pure. 
It should be remembered too that the 
fashions of fun pass away like other fash- 
ions.—Dopson, AUSTIN, 1880, The Lng- 
lish Poets, ed. Ward, vol. Iv, p. 5381. 

The sonnets of Hood scarcely appear to 
have received the recognition that they 
deserve. They havea strength of thought, 
and clearness of expression that should 
insure them a higher rank than they have 
yet been permitted to take.—WADDING- 
TON, SAMUEL, 1882, English Sonnets by 
Poets of the Past, p. 235. 

Hood was indeed a boom to the litera- 
ture of this century; for he had, not only 
the language of genius, but the genius of 
language as well. He was facile princeps 
in diction as well as in thought. The 
ground he occupies is an exceptional one, 
quite as peculiar to himself as that which 
belongs to Tennyson or Dickens. He is 
no reproduction of anybody else. He is 
nobody’s echo, nobody’s mantle-bearer. 
He is Hood the Only, just as the Germans 
claim for Jean Paul that special distinc- 
tion of individuality.— Fieups, JAmEs 
T., 1885, Thomas Hood, Some Noted 
Princes Authors and Statesmen of our 
Time, ed. Parton, p. 155. 

To Hood, with his grim imagination and 
his strange fantastic humour, death was 
meat and drink. Itis as though he saw 
so much of the ‘‘execrable Shape’’ that at 
last the pair grew friends, and grinnec 
whenever they foregathered even ir 
thought. — HENLEY, WILLIAM ERNEST, 
1890, Views and Reviews, p. 168. 

Hood produced in twenty-four years ar 
amount of prose and verse of which ai 
least one-half the world might willingly 
let die. Of the other half, all the seriou: 
poetry is remarkable, and a small portio1 
of first-rate excellence. Lyrics such a; 
the ‘‘Song of the Shirt,’’ the ‘‘Bridge o: 
Sighs, ”” «“FHugene Aram,”? the song begin 
ning “<T remember, I remember, the hous: 
where I was born,’’ and the “Ode to Mel 
ancholy’’ are of an assured immortality 
His humorous verse—and in the best o 
it, as in ‘‘Miss Kilmansegg,’”’ are ofte 
blended poetry, pathos, and even real tragic 
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power—is of a kind that Hood absolutely 
created. Not only was he the most pro- 
lific and successful punster that ever used 
that form of wit, but he turned it to pur- 
poses of which no one had ever supposed 
it capable. It became in his hands the 
most natural and obvious vehicle for all 
his better gifts. The truth is, he brought 
to it the transfiguring power of real im- 
agination and, instead of its degrading 
whatever object touched, in his hands it 
ministered to the noblest ends. —AINGER, 
ALFRED, 1890, Chambers’s Encyclopedia, 
vol. V, p. 768. 

In reply to the further question, ‘‘ What 
was Thomas Hood?”’ we answer, Punster, 
poet, preacher, all combined; a teacher 
both in life and word on highest Christian 
principle. Hood’s reputation with the 
general public is undoubtedly only as a 
joker, and, beyond controversy, he was in 
act and word, constitutionally, spontane- 
ously, necessarily, always and everywhere, 
the perpetrator of jests, verbal and practi- 
cal. The design of this paper is to cor- 
rect, if possible, this false estimate of a 
brave knight who went laughingly to 
battle, but still went to battle,against giant 
falsehoods and follies and giant wrongs 
and giant misbeliefs, and with his smooth 
round stones of song did smite them. Its 
aim is to portray him as poet; in high- 
est, truest sense a poet in life and verse; 
a maker, creator, who of materials old and 
familiar doth fashion results startling in 
their beauty, and in themselves a revela- 
tion. And its further aim is to claim for 
the punster-poet the honor due to the 
preacher, though unordained and unrecog- 
nized, and to show from his sermons how 
effective was his preaching of that charity 
“‘which suffereth long and is kind, which 
envieth not, vaunteth not itself, is not 
puffed up, thinketh no evil;’’ of toleration, 
that hardest lesson for humanity to learn. 
—Dupuey, T. U., 1891, Thomas Hood, 
Harper’s Magazine, vol. 82, p. 720. 


There was little that was didactic or 
practical in these famous songs of sorrow. 
Not his was the mission of teaching or the 
hand to build up reformatory institutions. 
He fulfilled the true office of poetry in 
giving vent to that boundless sympathy 
with suffering and remorseful horror of 
having any share in the system which 
makes it possible—which has become in 
our days the warmest sentiment of the 
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common mind, little as even that has been 
able to do for the long established evils 
which mock reformation, or for those 
human incapacities and weakness which 
force so many struggling creatures down- 
ward to the lowest hopeless depths of 
worthless labour and starvation. Hood’s 
poems did more perhaps to awaken the 
national heart than the most appalling 
statistics could have done, more a hundred 
times than recent attempts to make capital 
of vice and feed the impure imagination 
and gather profit from a vile curiosity, 
ever could accomplish. That dreadful 
image of the drowned creature ‘fashioned 
so slenderly’’ taken out of the tragic river 
with who could tell what piteous past be- 
hind her, and nu refuge but the dark and 
awful tides surging between its black 
banks—has been impressed for ever on the 
imagination, intolerable yet perfect in 
the tragedy of its voiceless despair.— 
OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. W., 1892, The 
Victorian Age of English Literature, p. 236. 


Few have taught so forcibly as Hood the 
truth that the resources of laughter and 
tears are very near together. Whether 
we look upon him as a master of frolic, 
or a master of pathos, his place among 
English poets is a high one. His hard 
struggle for existence enriched him with 
the qualities in which he at first seemed 
deficient ; and the pieces composed under 
pressure of necessity, and perhaps without 
direct poeticintention, place him far higher 
than his deliberate bids for the name and 
fame of a poet.—GARNBETT, RICHARD, 1894, 
The Poets and the Poetry of the Century, 
John Keats to Edward Lord Lytton, ed. 
Miles, p. 218. 


Asa poet he takes a place among contem- 
porary poets and a place peculiarly his own. 
—Muiues, ALFRED H., 1894, The Poets and 
the Poetry of the Century, Humour, Society, 
Parody and Occasional Verse, p. 250. 


Iam very fond of Hood, who is strongest 
on his whimsical side. —LOCKER-LAMPSON, 
FREDERICK, 1895, My Confidences, p. 179. 


The fountain of his fun was really inex- 
haustible, since he drew from it without 
ceasing for a quarter of a century. But 
at intervals in later years the waters ran 
thin and flat, without sparkle or efferves- 
cence. Yet no humorist ever wrote so 
much with so large a remainder of excel- 
lence. His puns are not mere verbal sleight 
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of hand, but brilliant verbal wit. Not even 
Charles Lamb has so mastered the subtlety 
and the imagery of the pun. Hood goes 
beyond the analogy of sound and catches 
the analogy of meaning. But leaving out 
of the question this inimitable control of 
words, his drollery is still unrivaled, be- 
cause it is the whimsical expression, not 
of the trifler but of the thinker, even of the 
moralist, and always of the imaginative 
poet. In the whirl of his absurdities 
suddenly appears a glimpse of everlast- 
ing truth. The merry-Andrew rattles his 
hoop and grins, but in his jest there is a 
hint of wholesome tears. —RUNKLE, LUCIA 
GILBERT, 1897, Thomas Hood, Library of 
the World’s Best Literature, ed. Warner, 
vol. XI, p. 7590. 


Hood, it is true, was too great aman to 
be dismissed as merely a writer of the 
transition; yet, just because of his great- 
ness, his history shows better than that of 
any other man how earnestness was dis- 
couraged and triviality fostered. Seldom 
have so great poetic gifts been so 
squandered—with no dishonour to Hood— 
on mere puns. The poet, as an early critic 
pointed out, was aman of essentially seri- 
ous mind; but he had to earn bread for 
himself and his children, and as jesting 
paid, while serious poetry did not, he was 
compelled to jest. Perhaps the 
most original fruit of Hood’s genius is 
“‘Miss Kilmansegg,’’ which conceals under 
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a grotesque exterior deep feeling and 
effective satire. It has been sometimes 
ranked as Hood’s greatest work; and if 
comparison be made with his longer pieces 
only, or if we look principally to the unique- 
ness of the poem, the judgment will hardly 
be disputed; but probably the popular in- 
stinct which has seized upon ‘‘The Song 
of the Shirt’’ and ‘‘The Bridge of Sighs,”’ 
and the criticism which exalts ‘‘The 
Haunted House,’’ are in this instance 
sounder. —WALKER, HuGH, 1897, The Age 
of Tennyson, pp. 54, 55. 


Humour and Pathos, acentury ago, linked 
their hands across the cradle of Thomas 
Hood to vow him for their own. And he 
was theirs till death. Over the events of 
his life, or the creations of his brain, that 
joint-possession never slacked its hold for 
an hour. If, to visible seeming, Pathos 
holds supremacy to-day in the sufferings 
of the poet’s body, Humour claims the 
guidance of his muse; if to-morrow 
Humour should irradiate his outward life 
with laughter, we may be sure that Pathos 
will cast its shadow within. Tears and 
laughter are never far apart in that 
strangely-mingled life. Behind the smile 
there is a thinly-veiled sadness; through 
the tears there comes a gleam of mirth. 
It was a dual life he lived, an April day of 
shine and shadow.—SHELLEY, H. C., 1899, 
Thomas Hood’s First Centenary, Fortnightly 
Review, vol. 71, p. 987. 


Sydney Smith 
1771-1845 
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PERSONAL 


I never saw a man so formed to float 
down the stream of conversation, and, 
without seeming to have any direct in- 
fluence upon it, to give it his own hue and 
charm. He is about fifty, corpulent, but 
not gross, with a great fund of good 
nature, and would be thought by a person 
who saw him only once, and transiently, 
merely a gay, easy gentleman, careless 
of everything but the pleasure of con- 
versation and society. This would be a 
great injustice to him, and one that offends 
him, Iam told; for, notwithstanding the 
easy grace and light playfulness of his 
wit, which comes forth with unexhausted 
and inexhaustible facility, and reminded 
me continually of the phosphoric brilliancy 
of the ocean, which sparkles more brightly 
in proportion as the force opposed to it is 
greater, yet he is a man of much culture, 
with plain good-sense, a sound, discreet 
judgment, and remarkably just and accu- 
rate habits of reasoning, and values him- 
self upon these, as well as on his admirable 
humor. This is an union of opposite 
qualities, such as nature usually delights 
to hold asunder, and such as makes him, 
whether in company or alone, an irre- 

‘sistibly amusing companion; for, while 
his humor gives such grace to his argu- 
ment that it comes with the charm of wit, 
and his wit is so appropriate that its sallies 
are often logic in masquerade, his good- 
sense and good-nature are so prevalent 
that he never, or rarely, offends against 
the proprieties of life or society, and 
never says anything that he or anybody 
else need to regret afterwards.—TICKNOR, 
GEORGE, 1819, Journal, Jan.; Life, Letters 
and Journal, vol. 1, p. 265. 

Dined at Rogers’s. A distinguished 
party. . . . Smith particularly amusing. 
Have rather held out against him hitherto ; 
but this day he conquered me; and I now 
am his victim, in the laughing way, for life. 
His imagination of a duel between two 
doctors, with oil of croton on the tips of 
their fingers, trying to touch each other’s 
lips highly ludicrous. What Rogers says 
of Smith, very true, that whenever the 


conversation is getting dull, he throws in 
some touch which makes it rebound, and 
rise again as light as ever. Ward’s arti- 
ficial efforts, which to me are always pain- 
ful, made still more so by their contrast 
to Smith’s natural and overflowing exuber- 
ance. Luttrel too, considerably ‘extin- 
guished to-day ; but there is this difference 
between Luttrel and Smith—that after the 
former, you remember what good things 
he said, and after the latter, you merely re- 
member how much you laughed.—Moorg, 
THOMAS, 1828, Diary, April 10; Memoirs, 
Journal and Correspondence, ed. Russell, 
vol. IV., p. 58. 

The very powerful parson, Peter Pith, 

The loudest wit I e’er was deafen’d with. 
Byron, LorD, 1824, Don Juan, Canto, 
XVI, s. 81. 

Tickler. ‘‘Yes—Sydney Smith has a 
rare genius for the grotesque. He is, 
with his quibs and cranks, a formidable 
enemy to pomposity and pretension. No 
man can wear a big wig comfortably in his 
presence; the absurdity of such enormous 
frizzle is felt; and the dignitary would 
fain exchange all that horsehair for a few 
scattered locks of another animal.’’— 
WILSON, JOHN, 1826, Noctes Ambrosiane, 
June. 

I have really taken a great liking to 
him. Heis full of wit, humor, and shrewd- 
ness. Heis not one of those show-talkers 
who reserve all their good things for 
special occasions. It seems to be his 
greatest luxury to keep his wife and 
daughters laughing for two or three hours 
every day. His notions of law, govern- 
ment,and trade are surprisingly clear and 
just. His misfortune is to have chosen a 
profession at once above him and below 
him. Zeal would have made him a prodigy ; 
formality and bigotry would have made 
him a bishop; but he could neither rise to 
the duties of his order, nor stoop to 
its degradations. — MACAULAY, THOMAS 
BABINGTON, 1826, To His Father, July 26; 
Life and Letters, ed. Trevelyan. 

Sydney Smith preached a most beauti- 
ful, eloquent sermon this morning to a 
crowded, alas! dining-room. I like him 
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better so than when insociety He is, as 
Mr. Sneyd says, something between Cato 
and Punch. You must allow that this 
describes his physique admirably.—GRAN- 
VILLE, HARRIET COUNTESS, 1826, To Lady 
Carlisle, May; Letters ed. Gower, vol. 1, 


I do not know any man whom I should 
wish more to make my friend: super emi- 
nent talents and an excellent heart, which 
in my opinion almost always go together. 
—EDGEWoRTH, Marta, 1827, To Captain 
Basil Hall, April 25 ; Letters, vol. u, p.154. 

Went to St. Paul’s yesterday evening, 
to hear Sydney Smith preach. He is very 
good; manner impressive, voice sonorous 
and agreeable, rather familiar, but not 
offensively so, language simple and un- 
adorned, sermon clever and illustrative.— 
GREVILLE, CHARLES C. F., 1834, Memoirs, 
Dec. 1. 

His great delight was to produce a suc- 
cession of ludicrous images: these followed 
each other with a rapidity that scarcely 
left time to laugh; he himself laughing 
louder and with more enjoyment than any 
one. This-electric contact of mirth came 
and went with the occasion; it cannot be 
repeated or reproduced. Any thing would 
give occasion to it. For instance, having 
seen in the newspapers that Sir Atneas 
Mackintosh was come to town, he drew 
such a ludicrous caricature of Sir A‘neas 
and Lady Dido, for the amusement of their 
namesake, that Sir James Mackintoshrolled 
on the floor in fits of laughter, and Sydney 
Smith, striding across him, exclaimed 
“‘Ruat Justitia !’’—RUSSELL, LORD JOHN, 
1853, Memoir, Journal and Correspondence 
of Thomas Moore, Preface. 

He had no philosophic turn, little poetic 
fancy,and scarce any eloquence, but a pro- 
digious fund of innate sagacity, vast powers 
of humorous illustration, and a clear per- 
ception of the practical bearing of every 
question. In society he was very 
much sought after, from the fame of his 
convivial talents and the real force of his 
colloquial expressions; but there was a 
constant straining after effect, and too 
little interchange of thought to raise 
his discourse to a very high charm.— 
ALISON, Sir ARCHIBALD, 1853-59, History 
of Europe, 1815-1852, ch. v. 

It signified not what the materials were: 
I never remember a dull dinner in his com- 
pany. He extracted amusement from 
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every subject, however hopeless. He de- 
scended, and adapted himself to the mean- 
est capacity, without seeming to do so; he 
led without seeking to lead; he never 
sought to shine—the light appeared be- 
cause he could not help it. Nobody felt 
excluded. Hehad the happy art of always 
saying the best thing in the best manner to 
the right person at the right moment; it 
was a touch-and-go impossible to describe, 
guided by such tact and attention to the 
feelings of others, that those he most at- 
tacked seemed most to enjoy the attack; 
never in the same mood for two minutes 
together, and each mood seemed to be 
more agreeable than the last. —HOLLAND, 
Lavy, 1855, A Memoir of the Rev. Sydney 
Smith. 

He was a giant when roused, and the 
goad which roused him was Injustice. He 
was clear from envy, hatred, and all un- 
charitableness, and incapable of any little- 
ness. He was ever ready to defend the 
weak. He showed as much zeal in saving 
a poor village boy, as in aiding a Minister 
of State. His hatred of every form of 
cant and affectation was only equalled by 
his prompt and unerring detection of it. 

: There never was a man in whom 
they were calculated to excite more dis- 
gust than the brave, frank, and high- 
spirited gentleman whose letters are be- 
fore us. For in hima passion for truth 
was enlightened by the utmost perspicacity 
of mind, and the most acute sense of 
the ludicrous and unseemly.—AUSTIN, 
SARAH, 1855, Letters of Sydney Smith, 
Preface. 

He came, and sat down, broad and com- 
fortable, in the middle of my sofa, with his 
hands on his stick, as if to support himself 
in a vast development of voice; and then 
he began, like the great bell of St. Paul’s, 
making me start at the first stroke. He 
looked with shy dislike at my trumpet, 
for which there was truly no occasion. I 
was more likely to fly to the furthest corner 
of the room. It was always his boast that 
I did not want my trumpet when he talked 
with me.—MARTINEAU, HARRIET, 1855- 
77, Autobiography, ed. Chapman, vol. 1, 
p. 244, 

He seems to have been a thoroughly 
good husband, good father, good master— 
loving and beloved—caring for the con- 
venience, the feelings, of all round hin— 
free from parsimony, equally free from 
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prodigality—tfree from the vulgarity which 
is ashamed of poverty, and the vulgarity 
which pretends to despise wealth. —KinGs- 
LEY, CHARLES, 1855, Sydney Smith, Fra- 
ser’s Magazine, vol. 52, p. 84. 

In default of an episcopal palace, Sydney 
Smith removed, in 1828,to Combe Florey, 
near Taunton, which hesoon converted into 
one of the most comfortable and delight- 
ful of parsonages. . . . On one occasion, 
when some London visitors were expected, 
he called in art to aid nature, and caused 
oranges to be tied to the shrubs in the 
drive and garden. The stratagem suc- 
ceeded admirably,and great was his exulta- 
tion when an unlucky urchin from the vil- 
lage was detected in the act of sucking one 
through a quill. Another time, 
on a lady’s happening to hint that the 
pretty paddock would be improved by 
deer, he fitted his two donkeys withantlers, 
and placed them with this extraordinary 
head-gear ona rising ground immediately 
in front of the windows. The effect, 
enhanced by the puzzled looks of the 
animals, was ludicrous in the extreme.— 
HAYWARD, ABRAHAM, 1855, Rev. Sydney 
Smith, Biographical and Critical Essays. 

Like pious and brave old Herbert, he 
found a kingdom in his mind which he knew 
how to rule and to enjoy; and this price- 
less boon was his triumph and comfort in 
the lowliest struggles and in the highest 
prosperity. It irradiated the damp walls 
of his first parsonage with the glow of 
-wit; nerved his heart, as a poor vicar, to 
plead the cause of reform against the 
banded conservatives of a realm; hinted 
a thousand expedients to beguile isolation 
and indigence of their gloom; invested 
his presence and speech with self-posses- 
sion and authority in the peasant’s hut and 
at the bishop’s table; made him an archi- 
tect,a physician, a judge, a schoolmaster, 
a critic, a reformer, the choicest man of 
society, the most efficient of domestic 
economists, the best of correspondents, 
the most practical of political writers, the 
most impressive of preachers, the most 
genial of companions; a good farmer, a 
patient nurse, and an admirable husband, 
father, and friend. The integrity, good 
sense, and moral energy, which gave birth 
to this versatile exercise of his faculties, 
constitute the broad and solid foundation 
of Sydney Smith’s character; they were 
the essential traits of the man, the base 
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to that noble column of which wit formed 
the capital and wisdom the shaft. In the 
temple of humanity what support it yielded 
during his life, and how well-proportioned 
and complete it now stands to the eye of 
memory, an unbroken and sky-pointing 
cenotaph on his honored grave !—TUCKER- 
MAN, HENRY T.,1857, Hssays, Biographical 
and Critical, p. 368. 

I at this time [1832] became acquainted 
with Sydney Smith, through my friend 
Newton. His wit and humour were always 
unpremeditated, and seemed not so much 
the result of efforts to amuse, as the over- 
flowing of a mind full of imagery, instantly 
ready to combine with whatever passed in 
conversation. His very exaggerations 
took away the sting of his most personal 
witticisms, and I suppose no man was ever 
so amusing with so little offence ; for those 
who were the subjects of his jokes were 
often the most ready to relate them.— 
LESLIE, CHARLES ROBERT, 1860 Autobio- 
graphical Recollections, ed. Taylor, 71. 

Such eyes, so noble a brow, with its 
brown hair thinly scattered; so sym- 
metrical a profile, so expressive a mouth, 
so fine and glowing a complexion; such a 
combination of manly dignity and beauty, 
—were never before seen, nor since, as 
were combined in the face of that short, 
slight, active youth, Sydney Smith.— 
THOMSON, KATHERINE (GRACE WHAR- 
TON), 1862, The Literature of Society, vol. 
Ul, p. 804. ; 

While his main delight was in intel- 
lectual intercourse, and, during his more 
active life, in intellectual exertion, he 
could hardly be called a student of litera- 
ture. He thought it no more necessary 
for a man to remember the different books 
that had made him wise than the different 
dinners that had made him healthy: he 
looked for the result of good feeding in a 
powerful body, and that of good reading 
in a full strong mind. Thus his pleas- 
ure in the acquaintance of authors was 
rather in the men and women themselves 
than in the merit of this or that produc- 
tion. —MILNES, RICHARD MONCKTON (LORD 
Houcuton), 1873, Monographs, Personal 
and Social, p. 260. 

The only wit, perhaps, on record, whom 
brilliant social success had done nothing 
to spoil or harden; a man who heartened 
himself up to enjoy, and to make others 
enjoy, by the sound of his own genial 
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laugh; whose tongue was as keen as a 
Damascus blade when he had to deal with 
bigotry, or falsehood, or affectation; but 
whose forbearance and gentleness to 
those, however obscure, whom he deemed 
honest, were as healing as his sarcasm 
could be vitriolic.—CHORLEY, HENRY 
FOTHERGILL, 1873, Autobiography, Memoirs 
and Letters, vol. 1, p. 196. 

The special and reportable sallies of 
Sydney Smith have been, of course, often 
repeated, but the fanciful fun and inex- 
haustible humorous drollery of his conver- 
sation among his intimates can never be 
adequately rendered or reproduced. He 
bubbled over with mirth, of which his own 
enjoyment formed an irresistible element, 
he shook, and his eyes glistened at his own 
ludicrous ideas, as they dawned upon his 
brain ; and it would be impossible to convey 
the faintest ideas of the genial humor 
of his habitual talk by merely repeat- 
ing separate witticisms and repartees.— 
KEMBLE, FRANCES ANN, 1882, Records of 
Later Life, p. 64. 

He was buried at Kensal Green Ceme- 
tery, on Friday the 28th; the funeral was 
strictly private, and only a few of his 
nearest relatives and friends were present ; 
but in spirit at least, there was no section 
of the nation which was not represented 
by the sorrow round that grave. There 
is an official handbook to the vast and 
silent city of the dead in which he sleeps, 
and yet so late as the summer of 1883, the 
name of oneof the truest benefactors of the 
English people who rests within its gates, 
was not judged of sufficient importance to 
be included in the pages of that manual. 
Those who wish to make a pilgrimage to 
the grave of Sydney Smith, will therefore 
be glad to know that they can easily find 
it, by following the north walk until they 
are opposite the entrance to the cata- 
combs. Turning to the left at that point, 
they will discover in the fifth row from 
the walk a raised tomb of Portland stone. 

With the solitary exception of 
a small painted window (erected through 
the efforts of his successor Mr. Sanford) 
in the church at Combe-Florey, the grave 
in Kensal Green is the only memorial to 
Sydney Smith which England has to show. 
Rew, Stuart J., 1884, A Sketch of the 
Life and the Times of Rev. Sydney Smith, 
pp. 390, 392. 
He was a very striking looking man, 
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with a countenance indicating great intel- 
lectual power; a countenance, indeed, 
which might have been said to wear a 
thoughtful, if not rather astern expres- 
sion in repose—only that it never was in 
repose. His strength of mind, firmness 
of purpose, and great general ability, 
ought, no doubt, to have earned for him a 
bishopric from the Whigs, but unluckily 
his wit lost it him. The chiefs of his 
party had not courage enough (more shame 
to them) to place so unquenchable a live 
firework upon the episcopal bench, though 
nobody who knew him ever doubted that 
he would have made an excellent bishop. 
For he was thoroughly conscientious, knew 
men, and understood life in all its forms 
and varieties, and was rendered indulgent, 
both to high and low, by the softening in- 
fluence of humour, as well as by the breadth 
and vigor of his mind. He also distin- 
guished himself as a preacher, but that as 
a qualification for a bishop, whose busi- 
ness it is to rule, guide, and organise, 
seems to me to be of secondary importance. 
DOYLE, SIR FRANCIS HASTINGS, 1886, Rem- 
iniscences and Opinions, p. 62. 

The manner of the preacher remains 
more vividly present to my mind than his 
words. He spoke with extreme rapidity, 
and had the special gift of combining ex- 
treme rapidity of utterance with very per- 
fect clearness. His manner, I remember 
thinking, was unlike any that I had ever 
witnessed in the pulpit, and appeared to me 
to resemble rather that of a very earnest 
speaker at the hustings than the usual 
pulpit style. His sentences seemed to run 
down-hill, with continually increasing 
speed till they came to a full stop at the 
bottom. It was, I think, the only sermon 
ITever heard which I wished longer. He 
carried me with him completely, for the 
century was in those days, like me, young. 
—TROLLOPE, THOMAS ADOLPHUS, 1888, 
What I Remember, p. 278. 

GENERAL 

If no publication ever came with more 
defective claims, in point of theological 
quality, than these sermons, we must em- 
ploy a different language as to what they 
exhibit of intellectual ability and moral 
instruction. They display a great deal of 
acuteness, diversified mental activity, and 
independent thinking. Whatever else 
there is, there is no commonplace. The 
matter is sometimes too bad, sometires 
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too good, but always too shrewd, to be 
dull. The author is a sharp observer of 
mankind, and has a large portion of knowl- 
edge of the world. The cast of 
his language compels an unwilling sus- 
picion, that the purpose is not so much to 
enforce the subject, as to parade it; and, 
in doing so, to play off the greatest possible 
number of quaint pranks of rhetorical 
manceuvre. We doubt whether we ever 
saw, within an equal space, so many fan- 
tastic quiddities of diction, such a perverse 
study to twitch our strong, honest, manful, 
old language into uncouth postures and 
vain antics.—FosTER, JOHN, 1809, Syd- 
ney Smith’s Sermons, Critical Essays, ed. 
Ryland, vol. 1, pp. 803, 309. 

The present publication [‘‘A sermon 
preached before his Grace the Archbishop 
of York,’’] etc., is by far the worst of all 
his performances, avowed or imputed. Lit- 
erary merit it hasnone; but in arrogance, 
presumption, and absurdity it far outdoes 
all his former outdoings.—CroKER, JOHN 
WILSON, 1810, Sydney Smith’s Visitation 
Sermon, Quarterly Review, vol. 3, p. 193. 

Almost everything he has written is so 
characteristic, that it would be difficult to 
attribute it to any other man. The marked 
individual features, and the rare combina- 
tion of powers, displayed in his works, give 
them a fascination unconnected with the 
subject of which he treats, or the general 
correctness of his views. He sometimes 
hits the mark in the white, he sometimes 

‘misses it altogether; for he by no means 
confines his pen to themes to which he is 
calculated to do justice; but whether he 
hits or misses, he is always sparkling and 
delightful. The great peculiarity 
of his works, apart from the qualities of 
character they display, is their singular 
blending of the beautiful with the ludi- 
crous; and this is the source of his refine- 
ment. He is keen and personal, almost 
fierce and merciless, in his attacks on public 
abuses; he has no check on his humor 
from authority or conventional forms; and 
yet he very rarely violates good taste. 
There is much good nature in him inspite 
of his severity. His quick perception of 
what is laughable modifies his sensibility 
to what is detestable. He cannot be grave 
for ten minutes, though on the gravest of 
subjects. His indignation and invective 
are almost ever followed by some jesting 
allusion or grotesque conceit. He draws 
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down upon the object of his censure both 
scorn and laughter ; and makes even abuse 
palatable by clothing it in phrases or im- 
ages which charm by their beauty or wit. 
—WHIPPLE, EDWIN P., 1844, Sydney 
Smith, North American Review, July; 
Essays and Reviews. 

His sermons are replete with pure 
doctrine, toleration, and liberality of senti- 
ment. The Irish Catholics ought to erecta 
monument to him, with his statue onthe top 
—looking very grave, but with the hands 
“‘holding both his sides,’’ and the tablets 
at the base covered with bas-relief selected 
from the graphic pages of Peter Plymley. 
Although wit is the great predominating 
characteristic of the writings of Sydney 
Smith, the finest and most original humour 
is not unfrequently displayed.—HORNE, 
RIcHARD HENGIST, 1844, A New Spirit of 
the Age, p. 165. 

A pen which, I think, I may venture 
to assert was never sullied by private 
passion or private interest, never de- 
graded by an impure or unworthy motive, 
and, with all its unexampled powers of 
sarcasm, never wounding but for the public 
good. He was a sort of rough- 
rider of asubject; sometimes originating, 
but more frequently taking up what others 
had for years been stating humbly, or 
timidly, or obscurely, or lengthily, or im- 
perfectly, or dully, to the world; extract- 
ing at once its essence, unveiling the mo- 
tives of his opponents, and placing his 
case clearly, concisely, simply, eloquently, 
boldly, brightly, before the public eye. 
Thus the subject became read, thought of, 
discussed, and often acted upon by thous- 
ands of persons dispersed over various 
parts of the world. This cannot have been 
without powerful influence on the opinions 
and conduct of society.—HOoLLAND, LaDy, 
1855, A Memoir of the Rev. Sydney Smith. 


Sydney Smith wasan after-dinner writer : 
his words have aflow, a vigor, anexpression, 
which is not given to hungry mortals; you 
seem to read of good wine, of good cheer, 
of beaming and buoyant enjoyment. There 
is little trace of labor in his composition: it 
is poured forth like an unceasing torrent, 
rejoicing daily to run its course. And 
what courage there isin it! There is as 
much variety of pluck in writing across a 
sheet as in riding across a country.— 
BAGEHOT, WALTER, 1855, The First Edin- 
burgh Reviewers, Works, ed. Morgan. 
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Mrs. Austin justly remarks that the 
reputation of Sydney Smith has risen since 
his death. It has risen, and it is to rise. 
Every year lessens the number of those 
who can remember the marvellous charm of 
his conversation, that diaphragm-shaking, 
fancy-chasing, oddity-piling, incongruity- 
linking, hyperbole-topping, wonder-work- 
ing faculty of his, which a bookful of Ho- 
meric compound adjectives wouldstill leave 
undescribed. But meanwhile, the true pro- 
portions of that large intellect have been 
growing upon the visionof men. Blinded 
with tears of laughter, they could not 
estimate his magnitude. Hands palsied by 
convulsive cachinnations were too un- 
steady to hold the measure and fit the 
colossus witha judgment. Now itis better 
understood how all that wit was only the 
efflorescence of his greatness—the way- 
ing wild flowers on the surface of a 
pyramid. Time may take from the edifice 
of his fame some of its lighter decorations, 
obliterate quaint carvings, decapitate some 
grotesque and pendant gargoles, destroy 
some rich flamboyant word traceries; but 
that very spoliation will only display more 
completely the solid foundation, the broad 
harmonious plan of his life’s structure, and 
exhibit the fine conscientiousness with 
which those parts of the building most re- 
motefrom the public eye were finished,even 
as they most seem. . . . The wit of Sydney 
Smith was always under the control of 
good taste and good feeling. It was never 
mischievous to him by any unseemliness, 
impertinence, or vulgarity. Throughout 
his writings, so remarkable for natural flow 
and freedom of style, so simple and so 
idiomatic, you search in vain for anything 
slipshod, for triteness or chit-chat, for a 
single colloquial solescism. His style, like 
golden haired Pyrrha, is always simplex 
munditits.—V AUGHAN, ROBERT ALFRED, 
1857? Essays and Remains, vol. 11. 

There are passages in them tinged with 
the wit which made him so delightful a 
companion out of the pulpit, but this does 
not in the least impair their seriousness. 
He seems to me, in these discourses, to be 
at all times equally earnest, eloquent, and 
sound in the view he takes of his subject, 
and the more I read them the more I find 
them to contain.—LEsLIn, C. R., 1860, 
Autobiographical Recollections, p. 75. 

Underneath the almost riotous exuber- 
ance of his humour, joyous to himself as to 
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all around him, there ever lay a foundation 
of strong masculine sense, as well as of 
wholesome satire upon the foibles or 
wrongdoings of the world. Swift 
somewhere speaks of ‘‘the Ghost of Wit 
delighting to walk after the death of the 
body.’’ Sydney Smith’s writings are never 
haunted by this spirit. His wit comes un- 
sought for, serves its purpose, and he passes 
at once again into serious argument— 
serious, but always short and pithy in style. 
Those who love Dryden—and they ought 
to be legion—will recognise the charm, 
belonging to the bold and unexpected 
phrases of his poetry. Sydney Smith’s 
prose has the same charm. His phrases 
are never pedantic or pirated, but always 
fresh from the mint of his own genius. 
He never looked over again what he 
had once written, and, as I know, could 
hardly ever be persuaded to correct the 
errors of a proof-sheet. He revelled in his 
own manner of handling a subject, and was 
comparatively careless of its effect on 
others.—HOoLLAND, Sir Henry, 1871, 
Recollections of Past Life, pp. 276, 277. 


His style has something of the reported 
character of his conversation; mixed up 
with the ‘‘infinite humour,’’ we have clear 
statement of pertinent facts and sound 
arguments. We are not conscious of any 
awkwardness of transition from the comic 
to the serious; he usually writes with a 
serious purpose—with the object of dis- 
crediting, both by reason and by ridicule, 
something that he disapproves of. He is 
often humorous, purely for the sake of the 
humour, but his prevailing purposes are 
serious. What is more, he did not, like 
the ‘‘Spectator,’’ the ‘‘Rambler,’’ and the 
“*Citizen of the World,’’ attack ignorance, 
folly, bigotry, and vice with inoffensive 
generality, directing his ridicule against 
imaginary types; but he openly assailed 
and turned to scorn living men, and laws, 
parties, and institutions that were in actual 
existence. He was far from surveying 
mankind with the artistic impartiality of 
Goldsmith; he used his wit unmercifully 
on the side of a party; he was one of the 
most aggressive of the Edinburgh Re- 
viewers. . . . Althougha good-natured 
man, without a trace of the sourness and 
fierceness of Swift, and now recognised as 
having used his powers in the main on the 
side of good sense and good feeling, he was 
most provokingly and audaciously personal 


SYDNEY SMITH 


in his strictures. This point must be 
especially attended to in an estimate of 
Sydney Smith as a master of the ludicrous ; 
the mere fact of overt personality distin- 
guishes him from all our great humorists 
or satirists except Swift, and he is distin- 
guished from Swift by his greater hearti- 
ness of nature. He is too complacent, too 
aboundingly self-satisfied, too buoyantly 
full of spirits, to hate anybody; but he 
burlesques them, derides them, and abuses 
them with the most exasperating effront- 
ery—in a way that is great fun to the 
reader, but exquisite torture to the victim. 
—MinTo, WILLIAM, 1872-80, Manual of 
English Prose Literature, pp. 5382, 538. 
Sydney Smith was one of the most 
formidable pamphleteers whick this coun- 
try has ever produced. With extraor- 
dinary powers of wit, sarcasm, and ex- 
pression, his writings hadanimmense effect 
on the politics of his time. Born in 1771, 
and producing his most pungent work— 
“The Letters of Peter Plymley’’—in 1807 
and 1808, he was at the zenith of his reputa- 
tion at the close of the great war. Smith’s 
forte lay in unsparing and occasion- 
ally indiscriminating attack. His writings 
were logical; but he rarely relied on his 
arguments alone for the success of his 
cause. He did not convert his readers to 
his own side. He overwhelmed his oppo- 
nents with ridicule. The process of dam- 
ning the plaintiff’s attorney has been often 
resorted to; but it has usually been adopted 
by advocates with a weak cause to rely 
upon. Sydney Smith thrust home his at- 
tack on the person of his adversary, when 
his adversary might have been beaten with 
more logical weapons. His exuberant wit 
shone forth in his most argumentative 
writings, and dazzled with its brilliancy 
. thosé who were not convinced by his argu- 
ments.— WALPOLE, SPENCER, 1878, A 
History of England from the Conclusion of 
the Great War in 1815, vol. 1, p. 385. 
Sydney Smith would not appear to have 
encountered many of the grief of life, and 
his witticisms are a constant succession of 
mere jeux desprit; they are pretty rain- 
bow-tinted foam-bells on the waters of life. 
And while it is impossible not to admire 
their brilliancy and their point, it is only 
the prejudice of friendship that can draw 
any parallel between him and many of his 
contemporaries, while to a name like that 
of Lamb there is not the most remote 
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approach. It is also true that Sydney 
Smith approached more nearly to a wit 
than ahumorist. He attacked the world’s 
follies rather by satire than by banter; 
yet let us not be ungrateful, he lived to a 
purpose, and he employed his great and 
lively powers to advance the interests and 
the well-being of humanity.—Hoop, E. 
PAXTON, 1882, The Kings of Laughter, 
Leisure Hour, vol. 31, p. 552. 


When one tries to estimate the genius 
of Sydney Smith, what strikes one most is 
his humor unaccompanied by melancholy. 
Most great humorists have been melan- 
choly men, like Moliére. Sydney Smith, 
on the other hand, was not a jester only 
in his books and in society. His wonder- 
ful high spirits were almost constantly 
with him in the home which they filled 
with happiness and laughter. The essence 
of his wit is this volatile and airy spirit, 
soaring without trammel high above the 
laboring world, and discovering, from its 
familiaf heights, mirthful resemblances in 
things where other men only saw incon- 
gruities. Boldness, freedom, vivacity, these 
are the characteristics of hishumor. He 
had an extraordinary audacity in venturing 
almost on the verge of nonsense. He was 
daring in humorous exaggeration. This 
buoyant courage and gayety of fancy some- 
times give his good things the character 
of American humor.—LANG, ANDREW, 
1884, Sydney Smith, Harper’s Magazine, 
vol. 69, p. 899. 

In life and in conversation, as well as 
more rarely in his private letters, he may 
sometimes have passed from comedy to 
farce, but he never does this in his regular 
literary work. There is,as arule,no verbal 
horseplay, no literary practical joking al- 
lowed in these remarkable productions. 
Even in the most daring and the most 
unscrupulous of them, ‘‘Peter Plymley,’’ 
there is little of either. That quality 
of exact proportion and measure which 
Thackeray—no lenient judge in that case 
—rightly assigned to Swift’s humour, is 
in a lower degree and share equally char- 
acteristic of Sydney Smith’s wit. ‘ 
Intensely amusing as itis, Sydney Smith’s 
pleasantry belongs on the whole to the 
severer styles and orders of literary archi- 
tecture. Itis Greek rather than Gothic, 
and Jonic rather than Corinthian.— 
SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1896, English 
Prose, ed. Craik, vol. v, pp. 128, 129. 
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Nor had he, . . either the im- 
agination or the grasp of large issues, 
which makes the great satirist. He was 
English to the core in his overmastering 
instinct for the matter of fact. His best 
work was done in promoting definite prac- 
tical ends, and his wit in its airiest gambols 
never escaped his control. He did not 
write to entertain, but because he had 
strong opinions. Few men of letters of 
his standing have had less of the foppery 
of the literary man.—HERFORD, C. H., 
1897, The Age of Wordsworth, p. 55. 

The great success of the review brought 
a reputation to the chief contributors. 
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Smith’s articles are among the best, and | 


are now the most readable. Many of them 
are mere trifles, but nearly all show his 
characteristic style. He deserves the 
credit of vigorously defending doctrines 
then unpopular, and now generally ac- 
cepted. Smith was a thorough whig of 
the more enlightened variety, and his 
attacks upon various abuses, though not 
in advance of the liberalism of the day, 
gave him a bad name among the dis- 
pensers of patronage at the time. His 
honesty and manliness are indisputable. 
—STEPHEN, LESLIE, 1898, Dictionary of 
National Biography, vol. Lim, p. 120. 


Richard Harris Barham 
1788-1845 


Born, at Canterbury, 6 Dec. 1788. Educated at St. Paul’s School, London, 1800-07. 
Matric. Brasenose Coll., Oxford, 13 June 1807, as a Pauline Exhibitioner; B. A. Nov. 
1811. Ordained 1813; Curate of Ashford, 1813-14. Married Caroline Smart, 30 


Sept.1814. Curate of Westwell, 1814-17; Vicar of Snargate, Romney Marsh, 1817-24; 


Minor Canon, St. Paul’s Cathedral, April1821. To London, Aug. 1821. Rector of St. 
Mary Magdalene and St. Gregory, and Priest in Ordinary to Chapels Royal, 1824-42. 
Rector of St. Faith, 1824. Assisted J. G. Gorton in compilation of ‘‘Biographical 
Dictionary,’’ 1828. Contrib. to ‘“Blackwood,’’ ‘‘John Bull,’’ ‘‘Globe,’’ ‘‘Literary 
Gazette,’’ and ‘‘London Chronicle.’’ Edited latter for a time. ‘‘Ingoldsby Legends”’ 
appeared in ‘‘Bentley’s Miscellany,’’ 1837-48 ; in ‘‘ New Monthly Magazine,’’ 1843-44. 
Divinity Lecturer at St. Paul’s 1842. Vicar of St. Faith, 1842. Died in London, 17 
June 1845. Buried in vault of St. Mary Magdalene’s; on its being burnt down his 
remains were removed to Kensal Green Cemetery, and memorial tablet transferred 
to crypt of St. Paul’s. Works: ‘‘Look at the Clock’’ [18307]; ‘‘Ingoldsby Legends,’’ 
1st series, 1840; 2nd series, 1842; ‘‘Some Account of my Cousin Nicolas’’ (under 
pseud. of Thomas Ingoldsby), 1841. Posthumous: 3rd series of ‘‘Ingoldshy Legends, ”’ 
edited by R. H. D. Barham, 1847; ‘‘Ingoldsby Lyrics’’ (miscellaneous poems), 1881. 
“‘Life and Letters,’’ by R. H. D. Barham, 1870.—SuHarp, Rk. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A 


Dictionary of English Authors, p. 16. 
PERSONAL 


lam perfectly convinced that the same 
social influence would have followed Mr. 
Barham into any other line of life that he 
might have adopted; that the profits of 
agitating pettifoggers would have materi- 
ally lessened in a district where he acted 
as a magistrate; and that duels would 
have been nipped in the bud at his regi- 
mental mess. It isnot always an easy task 
to do as you would be done by; but to 
think as you would be thought of and 
thought for, and to feel as you would be 
felt for, is perhaps still more difficult, as 
superior powers of tact and intellect are 
here required in order to second good in- 
tentions. These faculties, backed by an 
uncompromising love of truth and fair 
dealing, indefatigable good nature, and a 


nice sense of what was due to every one 
in the several relations of life, both gentle 
and simple, rendered our late friend in- 
valuable, either as an adviser or a peace- 
maker, in matters of delicate and difficult 
handling. How he managed to get through 
his more important duties is a marvel 
Certain it is that they were well and 
punctually performed in every point relat- 
ing to cathedral matters, as well as his 
engagements as a parochial incumbent and 
“Priest of the Household,” (which I believe 
was the nature of his office at the Chapel 
Royal). —Hucurs, JoHN, 1845, Sketch of 
the Late Rev. R. H. Barham, New Monthly 
Magazine, vol. 74, p. 527. 

Independently, indeed, of any admiration 
Mr. Barham’s wit and talent might excite, 
there was a warmth of heart about him, 
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and an amiability of disposition, which 
rendered him justly dear to many even 
_ beyond the pale of intimacy. His spirits 
were fresh and buoyant, his constitution 
vigorous, and his temperament sanguine. 
His humour never ranged ‘‘beyond the 
limits of becoming mirth,’’ and was in its 
essence free from gall. Where irony was 
employed, it was commonly just, and always 
gentle. On his writings might, in fair- 
ness, be inscribed :— 

Non ego mordaci distrinxi carmine quen- 


quam, 

Nulla venenato est litera mixta joco. 
Perhaps his virtues were of a kind 
especially adapted to win their own re- 
ward; certain it is that to him humanity 
was ever presented under its fairest 
aspect. He never losta friend; he never 
met with coldness or neglect. . . . Those 
upon whom he was instrumental in con- 
ferring benefits were rarely, if ever, want- 
ing in gratitude; and his own claims to 
consideration were readily and liberally 
allowed.—BarHAM, R. H. D., 1870, ed., 
The Life and Letters of the Rev. Richard 
Harris Barham, vol. i, p. 225. 


The life of Barham was in a certain 
sense typical of the class to which he be- 
longed. He enjoyed life, loved his friends, 
was fond of a good dinner and a good 
story, a right-minded, jovial English par- 
son. Literature was as much his amuse- 
ment as his employment.—SToDDARD, 
RicHARD HENRY, 1874, ed., Personal 
Reminiscences by Barham, Harness and 
Hodder, Preface, p. xii. 


As a man Barham was exemplary, a 
pattern Englishman of the most distinct- 
ively national type. The associate of men 
of wit and gaiety, making himself no pre- 
tension to any extraordinary strictness of 
conduct, he passed through life with per- 
fect credit as a clergyman and universal 
respect asa member of society. He miti- 
gated the prejudices of his education by 
the innate candour of his disposition, and 
added to other endowments soundness of 
judgment and solidity of good sense.— 
GARNETT, RICHARD, 1885, Dictionary of 
National Biography, vol. 1, p. 189. 

INGOLDSBY LEGENDS 
184047 
All Barham’s care and forethought were 


employed on mere prosaic matters of 
business, professional and otherwise, and 


~ 


415 


the ‘‘Ingoldsby Legends’’ were the occa- 
sional relief of a suppressed plethora of 
native fun. The same relaxation which 
men seek in music, pictures, cards, or 
newspapers, he sought in, as it were, strip- 
ping off his coat to have a hearty romp 
with the laughing part of the public, in the 
confidence of a bold unsuspicious nature. 
Many of these effusions were written while 
waiting for a cup of tea, a railroad train, 
or an unpunctual acquaintance, on some 
stray cover of a letter in his pocket-book : 
one in particular served to relieve the 
tedium of a hot walk up Richmond Hill. 
It was rather a piece of luck if he found 
time to joint together the disjecti membra 
poete in a fair copy: and before the 
favoured few had done laughing at some 
rhyme which had never entered a man’s 
head before, the zealous Bentley had popped 
the whole into type.—HuGHEs, JOHN, 
1845, Sketch of the Late Rev. R. H. Bar- 
ham, New Monthly Magazine, vol. 74, 
p. 530. 


The humor of these poems approaches 
more nearly to that of Hudibras than any 
other similar poem, and, like that work, 
they are unsparing in their ridicule of 
hypocrisy and knavery.—BALDWIN, J AMES, 
1882, English Literature and Literary 
Criticism, Poetry, p. 567. 

Barham owes his honourable rank among 
English humourists to his having done one 
thing supremely well. He has thoroughly 
naturalised the French metrical conte with 
the adaptations necessary to accommodate 
it to our national genius. French humour 
is rather finely malicious than genial: 
Barham carries geniality to the verge of 
the exuberant. He riots in fancy and 
frolic,and his inexhaustible faculty of gro- 
tesque rhyming is but the counterpart of 
his intellectual fertility in the domain of 
farcical humour. There is,indeed,an ele- 
ment of farce in his fun, an excessive re- 
liance on forced contrasts between the 
ghastly and the ludicrous, and a not unfre- 
quent straining after cheap effects; nor 
can the most successful work of the pro- 
fessional jester be compared to the recre- 
ation of a great poet, such as Browning’s 
“‘Pied Piper of Hamelin.’’ It is neverthe- 
less true that no English author, with the 
exception of Hood, has produced such a 
body ofexcellent rhymed mirth as Barham ; 
and that, if his humour is less refined than 
Hood’s, and his gaiety not equally purified 
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and ennobled by being dashed with tears, 
he excels his rival as a narrative poet. 
He may, indeed, be said to have prescribed 
the form in our language for humorous 
narrative in irregular verse, which can 
now hardly be composed without seeming 
to imitate him.— GARNETT, RICHARD, 
1885, Dictionary of National Biography, 
vol. I, p. 189. 


I have been told indeed that ‘“The In- 
goldsby Legends’ of very late years have 
shown a certain loss of grip on popular, 
at least on popular literary estimation. 
They are not so often quoted; the young 
man of letters of the day does not appre- 
ciate them, but rather disdains and so 
forth. Even, however, if this were true 
(and Iam rather doubtful of its truth), 
even if we were to suppose that the very 
amusing onslaught made upon the ‘‘Le- 
gends’’ some ten or a dozen years ago by 
a person of the esthetic persuasion, in 
very nearly the same terms as those which 
good Roger Ascham applied to the ‘‘ Morte 
d’Arthur,’’ had effect, it would remain 
certain that for at least an entire gener- 
ation after their first collected appearance 
in 1840, and probably for an entire 
generation after their author’s death in 
1845, they enjoyed an almost unexampled 
and a certainly unexceeded popularity. — 
SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 18938, Three Hu- 
mourists, Macmillan’s Magazine, vol. 69, 
p. 110. 


His ‘‘Ingoldsby Legends’’ have enjoyed 
a popularity wider, probably, than that of 
any other humorous verse of the century. 
They are clever, rapid in narrative, and 
resourceful in phrase and inrhyme. Yet 
a certain want of delicacy in the wit and 
of melody in the verse is evident when we 
compare them with the work of Hood and 
Praed, or that of such later humorists as 
Calverley, or J. K. Stephen, or Lewis 
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Carroll.—WaLkeErR, Hucu, 1897, The Age 
of Tennyson, p. 58. 
GENERAL 

The intimate friend of Theodore Hook, 
Mr. Barham had something of Hook’s 
manner, with a love of punning and pleas- 
antry as irrepressible as that of Hood, 
though accompanied with less literary 
power.—CHAMBERS, ROBERT, 1876, Cyclo- 
pedia of English Literature, ed. Carruthers. 


He had aveinof humour both rollicking 
and grim, and he was an expert in the art 
of weaving a story into verse. His com- 
mand of rhyme was almost unsurpassable. 
The most intractable phrases become plas- 
tic and fluent at his touch; words which 
seem to defy the resources of the language 
to wed them with rhyme are set dancing 
down his lines in the most unexpected and 
comical partnerships. The ingenuity and 
vigour of the style, the wealth of incident, 
the gusto with which the best stories are 
told, the brisk canter and jingle of the 
verse, the broad drollery of some passages, 
and the grotesque power of others, account 
for the immense popularity which ‘‘The 
Legends’’ at once secured, and which, in 
a great measure, they retain. And yet, 
with all their cleverness, have not their 
merits been somewhat over-rated? When 
two or three of them are read consecu- 
tively, does not the cleverness become a 
trifle irksome? Does not the dead rattle 
of the rhyme begin to jar on the ear? 
Does not one grow weary before long of 
the gluttonous, bibulous, amorous crew of 
burlesque monks, and churchmen, and 
saints, and devils, and frail fair ladies? 
His transitions from the jocose to the 
serious are often inartistic, and sometimes 
even repellent.—WuHyYTE, WALTER, 1894, 
The Poets and the Poetry of the Century, 
Humour, Society, Parody and Occasional 
Verse, ed. Miles, p. 199. 


Carolina Oliphant 


Baroness Nairne 
1766-1845 
Song-writer, was born 16th August 1766, at the ‘‘auld house’’ of Gask in Perth- 


shire, third daughter of its Jacobite laird. 


In 1806 she married her second cousin, 


Major Nairne (1757-1830), who in 1824, by reversal of attainder, became sixth Lord 


Nairne, and to whom she bore one son, William (1808-87). 


They settled at Edin- 


burgh, and after her husband’s death she lived for three years in Ireland, then for nine 


on the Continent. 


She died at Gask, 27th October 1845. Her eighty-seven songs 


appeared first in ‘‘The Scottish Minstrel’? (1821-24), and posthumously as ‘‘Lays 
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from Strathearn.”’ 
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Some of them are mere Bowdlerisations of ‘‘indelicate’’ favour- 


ites; but four at least live'and shall live with the airs to which they are wedded—the 
“Land o’ the Leal’’ (c. 1788), ‘‘Caller Herrin’,’’ ‘‘The Laird 0’ Cockpen,’’ and ‘‘The 


Auld House.’’ 


See Rogers’s ‘‘Life of Lady Nairne’’ (1869), and Kington Oliphant’s 


“Jacobite Lairds of Gask’’ (1870).—PatTRICK AND GROOME, eds., 1897, Chambers’s 


Biographical Dictionary, p. 683. 
PERSONAL 


The personal aspects of our Poetess are 
represented in the portrait with which 
this volume is adorned. ‘The original was 
painted by the late Sir John Watson Gor- 
don, in 1816, and is preserved at Gask. In 
her fiftieth year the ‘‘Flower of Strat- 
hearn’’ retains her charms. The counte- 
nance is of the aristocratic type; the nose 
aquiline, a small mouth, dark expressive 
eyes, and a high and gracefully moulded 
forehead. She was of middle size; her 
hands and arms were elegantly shaped; 
and her very movement betokened the 
polished gentlewoman. Her manners were 
such as to evoke respect and reverence. 
She possessed an abundant vivacity and 
much enjoyed the tale of humour. By 
her kindly ways she attracted the young. 

As a Christian gentlewoman, Lady 
Nairne was an honor to her country and 
age. No dispenser of charity ever ful- 
filled the injunction more literally as to 
the bestowal of alms in secret. When 
any of her good deeds became known, she 
was sensibly pained. ‘Religion is a walk- 
ing and not a talking concern’’ was her 
favourite maxim: she acted upon it.— 
ROGERS, CHARLES, 1869, ed. Life and 
Songs of the Baroness Nairne, Memoir, pp. 
141, 142. 

Carolina Oliphant, in her songs for the 
people, vindicated nobly the genuine hu- 
manity of true nobility, and the strong, 
sweet sympathies of a patriarchal life. 
But Carolina Oliphant also was a grand 
dame. The blue blood in her veins ran 
very blue. In her stateliness as a bride, 
she put aside with some impatience and 
vexation the kiss of her cousin and bride- 
groom, as being too bold and public an 
assertion of the rights which she had just 
givenhim. She had even a greater horror 
than Lady Anne Linsday cherished of 
being reduced to the level of literary pub- 
licity, and of being exposed to rude praise 
and blame along with the common herd of 
authors. Not only was she a woman,— 
and authorship was counted unfeminine by 
these great ladies,—she was also a lady, 
an Oliphant, a Nairne. Lady Nairne did 


not so much as confide to Lord Nairne the 
secret which would have made his heart 
proud, if he were a match for his wife in 
genius and feeling. She did not even 
tell him that she was the author of ‘‘The 
Land 0’ the Leal,” lest his honest gratifica- 
tion should tempt him to betray the truth. 
—TYTLER, SARAH, AND WATSON,J.L., 1871, 
The Songstresses of Scotland, vol. u, p. 112. 

In her youth she was so notable for her 
personal charms that she was known in 
popular language as the Flower of Strat- 
hearn; and the beauty of her mind, mani- 
fested in an early occupation with music 
and lyrical poetry, was not inferior to the 
fascination of her person. She lived single 
till she was forty years of age, and then 
married Captain William Murray Nairne, a 
military gentleman of noble descent, whose 
duties as inspector-general of barracks in 
Scotland forced him to reside in Edin- 
burgh. The house which she occupied, 
still recognised by the visitor in the letters 
C. N. above the portal,is pleasantly situ- 
ated beneath the shadow of the lofty 
Arthur’s Seat, looking eastward towards 
Portobello and the Forth. In this abode 
Lady Nairne dwelt for about thirty years, 
performing her part gracefully in the 
literary society of the Modern Athens, 
and at the same time, as a christian woman, 
signalising herself, in her own modest way, 
by contributing munificently towards the 
support of the popular charities, then ris- 
ing into notice under the intelligent 
apostleship of Dr. Chalmers.—BLACKIE, 
JOHN STUART, 1888, Scottish Song, p. 228. 

She was foremost in all scenes of gayety, 
and is said to have taken a carriage at 
midnight and driven several miles to bring 
one of her young lady friends out of bed 
for a party where partners were scarce. 
In the simple social pleasures of the local 
aristocracy, the country balls and meet- 
ings, and the gatherings of the tenantry, 
“the Flower of Strathearn’’ was a con- 
spicuous figure, while her keen eyes were 
taking in the queer figures that appeared 
later in all the glow of bright humor in 
“‘The Laird of Cockpen,’’ ‘‘The County 
Meeting,’’ and ‘‘ Jamie, the Laird.”’ . 


ee 
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She would not allow her son to be taught 
to dance, and regarded her poetry as the 
somewhat flagitious exercise of a worldly 
spirit, and spent her days in the doubt and 
self-affliction of a harsh creed and in the 
petty interests of a narrow church. She 
was deeply interested in the hopeless task 
of ‘‘converting’’ the Catholics of Ireland 
and the Jews to Scotch Presbyterianism, 
and was the mentor of her relatives after 
the fashion of Mrs. Hannah More, the 
patroness of bazaars, and at one time with 
her sister was expelled from an Italian 
town for distributing Protestant Bibles to 
the people. But her native nobleness of 
character shone through the theological 
clouds. She was regarded with affection 
as well as reverence by her younger rela- 
tives and her servants, and impressed all 
who came in contact with her by the 
cordial grace of her manners, and the 
aristocratic and highly marked contour of 
her features, which in the bloom of youth 
had made her ‘‘the Flower of Strathearn.”’ 
Her benevolence was unceasing and self- 
sacrificing, if not always wisely directed, 
and at one time she had all her family plate 
sold and the proceeds sent to Dr. Chalmers 
for the support of an industrial school for 
the poor.—WILLIAMS, ALFRED M., 1894, 
Studies. in Folk-Song and Popular Poetry, 
pp. 109, 118. 

In her later years Lady Nairne was in- 
volved in the atmosphere of pietism which 
began to prevail over Scotland, dating 
from the pious crusade of the Haldanes. 
Secular amusements—save painting—were 
no longer to‘her mind, the fashions of the 
world that pass away were no more to the 
taste of her who had in unregenerate days 
written the ‘‘Laird o’ Cockpen.’’ She 
had always been religious, though the 
humour would bubble over into fun in her 
songs. —GRAHAM, HENRY GREy, 1901, 
Scottish Men. of Letters of the Highteenth 
Century, p. 351. 

GENERAL 


Two great motives may be distinguished 
in her verse—sympathy with the life of 
the common people among whom she moved 
with old-fashioned familiarity asa radiant 
comforter and joy-bringer, and sympathy 
with the chivalrous spirit of Jacobitism, 
which was the air she breathed in her own 
family. Her songs contain all that is best 
and highest in the Jacobite poetry of Scot- 
land, —the tender regret that never sinks 


CAROLINA OLIPHANT 


into wailing, the high-tempered gaiety that 
bends but will not break, the fiery spirit 
that reaches forward to victory and never 
thinks of defeat. It wasa misfortune for 
the Pretender that sucha poet-laureate of 
his cause did not appear till forty years 
after that cause was hopelessly lost.— 
MinTO, WILLIAM, 1880, The English Poets, 
ed. Ward, vol. i, p. 572. 

Lady Nairne, who was a religious person, 
and yet loved her country’s songs, and felt 
how much they contain, which, if not di- 
rectly religious, was yet ‘‘not far from the 
kingdom of heaven,’’ desired to remove 
the barrier; and shesang one strain, ‘‘The 
Land 0’ the Leal,’’ which, even were there 
none other such, would remain to prove 
how little alien to Christianity is the 
genuine sentiment of Scottish song,— 
how easily it can rise from true human 
feeling into:the pure air of spiritual re- 
ligion.—SHAIRP, JOHN CAMPBELL, 1881, 
Scottish Song and Burns, Aspects of Poetry. 


It seems to me that by far the finest of 
this group of writers is the Baroness 
Nairne, ‘‘The Flower of Strathearn,’’ as 
she was fitly called in her own district. 
She may not have the strength of Joanna 
Baillie, or the versatility of Mrs. Hemans, 
but her songs are full of deep pathos and 
kindly humour. They are never local nor 
of an interest purely temporary, as was 
the case with the poems of many of her 
compeers, but they are instinct with fine 
feeling that comes straight from the heart 
and goes straight to the hearts of all 
readers.— SHARP, ELIZABETH A., 1890, 
Women Poets of the Victorian Era, Pref- 
ace, p. XXV. 

That this woman had ever written a line 
of verse was a secret which she all but 
carried to the grave with her. And yet | 
for fifty years, no less, people all round her © 
had been singing her songs and talking 
about: them with admiration, and phrases 
from them had become household words 
throughout Scotland, and some of them 
were universally spoken of as the finest 
Scottish songs, the songs of keenest and 
deepest genius, since those of Burns. 

Then there are love-songs, satirical 
songs, humorous songs and songs of Scot- 
tish character and oddity, nonsense songs 
and songs of philosophic ‘‘ pawkiness’’ and 
good sense, songs of scenery and places, and 
songs of the most tearful pathos. A few 
are of a distinctively religious character. 
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Passing from matter or subject to quality, 
one may say that there is a real moral worth 
in them all, and that all have that genuine 
characteristic of a song which consists of 
an inner tune preceding and inspiring the 
words, and coiling the words as it were out 
of the heart along with it. Hence there 
is not perhaps one of them that, with the 
advantage they have of being set to known 
and favourite airs, would not please suf- 
' ficiently if sung by agood singer. Apart 
from this general melodiousness or suit- 
ability for being sung, the report for all 
of them might not be so favourable; but, 
tried by the standard of strict poetic 
merit, about twenty or twenty-five of the 
whole number, I should say, might rank as 
good, while eight or ten of these are of 
supreme quality.—Masson, Davin, 1892, 
Edinburgh Sketches and Memories, pp. 
130, 184. 


Lady Nairne wasa true poet. Her “Laird 
o’ Cockpen” is full of a humour that is quite 
peculiar to herself; while her Jacobite 
songs, ‘‘Wha’ll be King but Charlie, ’’ and 
“‘Charlie is my Darling,’’ are alive with 
warlike spirit as sincere and earnest as 
though they had been written in the heat 
of the struggle, during the pauses of the 
very battles. In these poems she evidently 
feels every wordshe writes, and this quality 
of sincerity alone, even apart from their 
other conspicuous merits, causes them to 
reach a far higher standard of excel- 
lence than all the other Jacobite verse 
which was written in her time. ‘‘Caller 
Herrin’’ written to a tune representing 
the chime of the bells of the Tron Kirk at 
Edinburgh, will always be worthy of study 
as a fine example of words arranged to 
musicalsounds. Her masterpiece is ‘‘The 
Land o’ the Leal.’’ This faultless poem 
is worthy of the pathetic situation it 
renders so irresistibly. We seem to hear 
the very accents of the dying woman as 
she speaks to the fond husband who was 
the father of her dead child. Yet ‘‘The 
Land o’ the Leal,’’ flawless as it is, seems 
as spontaneous as her more crude work. 
Indeed it may be said of this kind of lyric 
no less than of the Jacobite ballads, that 
Lady Nairne never wrote a line that she 
did not feel; and this fact gives to her 
poems a strength which nothing else could 
give. —BELL, MACKENZIE, 1892, The Poets 
and Poetry of the Century, Jounna Baillie 
to Mathilde Blind, ed. Miles, p. 19. 
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Lady Nairne excels in the humorous 
ballad, the Jacobite song, and songs of 
sentiment and domestic pathos. She skil- 
fully utilised the example of Burns in 
fitting beautiful old tunes with interesting 
words; her admirable command of lowland 
Scotch enabled her to write for the Scot- 
tish people, and her ease of generalisation 
gave breadth of significance to special 
themes. In her ‘‘Land o’ the Leal,”’ 
‘‘Laird 0’ Cockpen,’’ and “Caller Herrin’,” 
she is hardly, if at all, second to Burns 
himself. ‘‘The Land o’ the Leal,’’ set to 
the old tune ‘‘ Hey tutti taiti,’’ also used by 
Burns for “Scots wha ha’e,” was translated 
into Greek verse by the Rev. J. Riddell, 
fellow of Balliol College,Oxford. ‘‘Caller 
Herrin’ ’’ was written for the benefit of 
Nathaniel Gow, son of the famous Perth- 
shire fiddler Neil Gow, whose melody for 
the song, with its echoes from the peal of 
church bells, has been a favourite with 
composers of variations.—BAYNE, THOMAS, 
1894, Dictionary of National Biography, 
vol. XL, p. 25. 


Perhaps the most perfect example of 
the lyric song, in which the melody is 
mingled with and sustains and elevates 
the feeling, and both are conjoined in an 
effect which melts the heart and possesses 
the ear, although the strain is not of so 
high a rapture of love or sorrow as parts 
of Burns’s ‘‘Ae Fond Kiss’’ or Lady Anne 
Bothwell’s ‘‘Balow,’’ and is of a peaceful 
sweetness and resignation rather than 
passion, is ‘‘The Land of the Leal,’’ by 
Carolina, Lady Nairne. In its original and 
simplest form, before she had interpolated 
a verse to express some of her theological 
ideas, it is the perfect interpretation of a 
sweet, solemn, and simple thought, the 
tenderest and purest emotion, breathed in 
an equally simple, but absolutely perfect 
melody, that is like the flowing of limpid 
water, crystal clear and unbroken to the 
end. The heart of the world has re- 
sponded, and it has a place like none other 
in the tongue of song. The fame 
of the authoress, so far asshe can be said 
to have any of her own individual person- 
ality, rests upon this song, and sufficiently, 
while the English language shall last, but 
it was not the solitary example of her 
genius, and her poetical work, although not 
great in bulk, contains other lyrics of a 
very high quality, with a wide range from 
high martial spirit and homely pathos to 
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gay and frolicsome humor, and instinct 
with the vital and living element of song. 
— WILLIAMS, ALFRED M., 1894, Studies in 
Folk-Song and Popular Poetry, pp. 105, 107. 

For the number and beauty of her lyrics 
of all kinds, among the song-writers of 
Scotland Lady Nairne is excelled only by 
Burns and rivalled only by Tannahill. . . . 
With a genius which was equally at home 
in the pathetic, the humorous, and the 
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patriotic, Carolina Oliphant remains not 
only the sweetest and most famous singer 
of the lost Jacobite cause, but far and 
away the greatest of all Scottish lyric 
poets of her sex, and in two of her pieces, 
the two above mentioned, it does not 
appear extravagant to say, she is not sur- 
passed even by Burns himself.—HyYRE- 
Topp, GEORGE, 1896, ed. Scottish Poetry of 
the Highteenth Century, vol. i, pp. 298, 295. 


Samuel Laman Blanchard 
1804-1845 
Born at Great Yarmouth, England, May 15, 1804: died at London, Feb. 15, 1845. 


An English littérateur and journalist. 


He was acting editor of the ‘‘ Monthly Magazine’’ 


(1831), editor of ‘‘The True Sun’? (1832), of ‘‘The Constitutional’’ (1886), ‘‘The 
Court Journal’’ (1837), ‘‘The Courier’’ (1837-89), and other periodicals, and author 
of ‘‘Lyric Offerings,’’ ‘‘Sonnets,’’ etc. —Smitu, BENJAMIN H., ed., 1894-97, The Century 


Cyclopedia of Names, p. 161. 
PERSONAL 


It was impossible to help trusting a 
man so thoroughly generous and honest, 
and loving one who was so perfectly gay, 
gentle, and amiable. On the night 
of the 14th February, in a gust of de- 
lirium, having his little boy in bed by his 
side, and having said the Lord’s Prayer 
but a short time before, he sprang out of 
bed in the absence of the nurse (whom he 
had besought not to leave him) and made 
away with himself with a razor. He was 
no more guilty in his death than a man 
who is murdered by a madman, or who dies 
of the rupture of a blood-vessel. In his 
last prayer he asked to be forgiven, as he 
in his whole heart forgave others; and not 
to be led into that irresistible temptation 
under which it pleased Heaven that the 
poor wandering spirit should succumb. 
At the very moment of his death his friends 
were making the kindest and most gener- 
ous exertions in his behalf. Such a noble, 
loving, and generous creature, is never 
without such. — THACKERAY, WILLIAM 
MAKEPEACE, 1846, A Brother of the Press, 
Fraser’s Magazine, vol. 33, pp. 3382, 339. 

In person, Laman Blanchard was small 
and slight, though sufficiently well knit. 
His dark features, of rather an oriental 
cast, were prepossessing in themselves, 
and made still more so by their expression 
of intelligence and urbanity. His eyes 
and hair were beautiful. His manners 
were more than ordinarily attractive; 
quiet, but not reserved; and gentle, but 
never servile. His natural kindness was 


so great, so visible in the small details of 
life, that it imparted to him that high and 
delicate breeding which we are accustomed 
to consider the peculiar attribute of loftier 
birth and more tender nurturing. . . . 
When I asked a friend who saw him more 
frequently than myself what faults he 
possessed, as drawbacks to his apparent 
excellences; shadows that might enable 
me to show him, to use my own phrase 
‘“as flesh and blood;’’ the answer after a 
pause was, ‘‘Why, I know of no faults, 
unless it is that he was hardly even of 
flesh and blood.’? — Lytton, EDWARD 
BuLWER LorD, 1846, Memoir of Laman 
Blanchard. 

The beautiful mask which his mind al- 
most always wore,and which was reflected 
in the set smile that always illumined his 
regular and finely moulded, but small and 
somewhat sharp features, was not a thing 
put on for the nonce, to serve a purpose; 
it was a natural endowment. The extreme 
sweetness, amounting to benignity, of his 
natural disposition, rendered him that 
anomaly in social life, a natural courtier 
—a courtier without knowing or intending 
it—above all, without thinking or hoping 
to get anything byit. Butifthis was one 
of the great charms of Blanchard’s mind 
and personal bearing, it was also their one 
besetting sin; for it made him equally be- 
loved and popular with all manner of men; 
which an honest and delicately-minded 
man can scarcely permit himself to be.— 
PaTmorg, P. G., 1854, My Friends and 
Acquaintance, vol. 11. p. 195. 
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As a poet, essayist, and editor he took 
prominent and honorable rank. A more 
estimable man I have rarely known. He 
died sadly; his mind had become gloomily 
o’ercast by the death of his admirable 
wife, to whom he was devotedly attached. 
He died in a moment of madness, brought 
on by despondency that had reached de- 
spair.—HALL, SAMUEL CARTER, 1883, 
Retrospect of a Long Life. 

GENERAL 

I question Sir Bulwer Lytton’s state- 
ment about Blanchard, viz. that he would 
have been likely to produce with leisure, 
and under favourable circumstances, a 
work of the highest class. I think his 
education and habits, his quick, easy man- 
ner, his sparkling, hidden fun, constant 
tenderness and brilliant good humour, 
were best employed as they were. Atany 
rate he had aduty, much more imperative 
upon him than the preparation of ques- 
tionable great works,—to get his family 
their dinner. Amanmustbeavery great 
man, indeed, before he can neglect this 
precaution. His three volumes of essays, 
pleasant and often brilliant as they are, 
give no idea of the powers of the author, 
or even of his natural manner, which, asI 
think, was a thousand times more agree- 
able. He was like the good little child in 
the fairy tale, his mouth dropped out all 
sorts of diamonds and rubies. His wit, 
which was always playing and frisking 
about the company, had the wonderful 
knack of never hurting anybody. He had 
the most singular art of discovering good 
qualities in people; in discoursing of which 
the kindly little fellow used to glow and 
kindle up, and emphasize with the most 
charming energy.—THACKERAY, WILLIAM 
MAKEPEACE, 1846, A Brother of the Press, 

. Fraser’s Magazine, vol. 33, p. 335. 

His style and his conceptions were not 
marked by the vigor which comes partly 
from concentration of intellect, and partly 
from heat of passion; but they evince, on 
the other hand, a purity of taste, and pro- 
priety of feeling, which preserve him from 
the caricature and exaggeration that de- 
face many compositions obtaining the 
praise of broad humor or intense purpose. 
His fancy did not soar high, but its play 
was sportive, and it sought its aliment 
with the grateful instincts of the poet. He 
certainly never fulfilled the great promise 
which his ‘‘Lyric Offerings’’ held forth. 
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He never wrote up to the level of its 
source. . Born at an earlier day, 
Laman Blanchard would probably have 
known sharper trials of pecuniary circum- 
stance ; andinstead of the sufficient, though 
precarious income, which his reputation as 
a periodical writer afforded him, he might 
have often slept in the garret, and been 
fortunate if he had dined often in the 
cellar. But then he would have been com- 
pelled to put forth all that was in him of 
mind and genius; to have written books, 
not papers; and books not intended for 
the week or the month, but for permanent 
effect upon the public.—Lyrron, Ep- 
WARD BuLWER Lorp, 1846, Memoir of 
Laman Blanchard. 


This difference of mere manner between 
Blanchard and Lamb was perhaps to be 
accounted for by the habits and incidents 
of their early lives. . . . The moral and 
intellectual resemblances of these two men 
were equally striking, and were equally 
worn with marked and almost strange 
differences. There wasa benign humanity, 
a truly Christian spirit and temper, about 
both, which I have never seen equalled or 
even approached, in any other men—a uni- 
versal loving-kindness and_ toleration, 
which scarcely allowed them to see, and 
absolutely forbad them to feel, any essen- 
tial difference, morally and humanly speak- 
ing, between the vilest of mankind and the 
purest, between the wisest and the weakest. 
And yet this universal and almost divine 
sympathy and toleration, so far from dead- 
ening their sense of superior moral claims 
and intellectual endowments in individual 
instances, seemed to act in precisely an 
opposite direction; and this was especially 
the case with Blanchard, who felt an al- 
most worshipful and religious admiration 
for superiority of intellectual or moral 
pretensions, of whatever kind they might 
be.—PaTmorE, P. G., 1854, My Friends 
and Acquaintance, vol. I, p. 199. 

Blanchard was in his own day a very 
popular writer of light literature, but he 
wrote nothing of lasting merit. His 
“Sonnets” and his “Lyric Offerings” show 
the influence of Wordsworth, but are com- 
monplace in sentiment and versification. 
His vers de société run easily, but are less 
readable now than those of many of his 
contemporaries. His prose essays take 
an invariably cheerful view of life, but 
they are not to be classed in the same 
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category as the ‘‘Hssays of Elia,’’ which 
Blanchard clearly took as his model. 
Bulwer-Lytton warned Blanchard in early 
life that ‘‘periodical writing is the grave 
of true genius,’’ and Blanchard’s literary 
career proves the wisdom of the warning. 
—LEE, Sipney, 1886, Dictionary of Na- 
tional Biography, vol. v, p. 194. 

He is more forgotten and overlooked 
than he ought to be, considering the varied 
kinds of work he did, and that he did all 
with skill and individuality. . . . Laman 
Blanchard as a poet is marked at once by 
great tenderness and freshness of feeling, 
by flowing metres, and by very felicitous 
lines and touches. If not a great poet, 
he is everywhere an attractive and pleas- 
ing one. He touches a varied lyre too 
—always pure, elevated, and inclined to 
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celebrate common incident and the domes- 
tic affections. As a humorous poet, he 
shares with Thomas Hood the power of 
punning with a kind of natural ease and 
grace; and sometimes in his case this is 
more effective than anywhere else we can - 
recall save in the pages of “Hood’s Own.” 
Some of his parodies are exceedingly good. 
In one or two pieces there is a felicity and 
daintiness of touch to be surpassed only 
by the happiest efforts of Praed, Locker, 
or Austin Dobson.—JApp, ALEXANDER H., 
1894, The Poets and the Poetry of the 
Century, John Keats to Lord Lytton, ed. 
Miles, pp. 547, 549. 

He was an agreeable writer, but not, 
even at his best, a distinguished one.— 
WALKER, HuGu, 1897, The Age of Tenny- 
son, p. 57. 


Joseph Story 
1779-1845 


American jurist, wasanative of Massachusetts, and was educated at Harvard College. 
In 1805 he was elected to the State legislature, and in 1811 was appointed Associate 
Justice of the Supreme Court of the United States, a post he filled for thirty-four 


years. 


Story became law professor at Harvard in 1829. He ischiefly remembered as 


a writer of legal treatises which are considered of the highest authority. Among them 
the most important are his ‘‘Commentary on the Constitution of the United States’’ 
(1833), ‘Commentaries on the Conflict of Laws’’ (1837), ‘‘Commentaries on Equity 
Jurisprudence”’ (1886), ‘‘On the Law of Agency’’ (1839), and ‘‘On the Law of Bills 


of Sale’’ (1843).—SANDERS, LLoyp C., ed., 


PERSONAL 


Judge Story’s power of conversation 
among the hills and monuments and deep 
shady graves of Mount Auburn was in- 
comparable. He lead Ma by the arm all 
the way, and he was eloquence, and poetry, 
and pathos, and feeling and tenderness, and 
anecdote, and boundless benignity, all per- 
sonified in his identical person. I believe 
he is the most accomplished and ardent 
and enlightened intellect extant.—KEnrT, 
JAMES, 1886, To William Kent, July 4; 
Memoirs and Letters, ed. his Great-grand- 
son, p. 266. 

At Cambridge, three miles off, we have 
Judge Story, of the Supreme Court, elo+ 
quent, deeply learned, garrulous, lively, 
amiable, excellent in all and every way 
that a mortal can be. He is, decidedly, 
the gem of this western world.—GRAT- 
TAN, T. C., 1841, Letter to Mrs. Trollope; 
What I Remember, by T. A. Trollope, 
p. 503. 

A newspaper from America, directed by 


1887, Celebrities of the Century, p. 957. 


Charles Sumner, which I joyfully opened; 
to be struck down with anguish in read- 
ing at the head of a column “Funeral of 
Mr. Justice Story.” That great and good 
man—that dear and revered and inesti- 
mable friend—is taken from us! God’s will 
be done! But how the cords that bind us 
to life are rapidly loosening—one is here 
snapped! Wrote to Charles Sumner on 
dear Judge Story’s death— Vale! Amice 
dilecte et reverende—vale! vale !—Mac- 
READY, W. C., 1845, Diary, Sept. 29; 
Reminiscences, ed. Pollock, p. 571. 

His countenance, familiar in this pres- 
ence, was always so beaming with good- 
ness and kindness that its withdrawal 
seems to lessen sensibly the brightness of 
the scene. We are assembled near the 
seat of his favorite pursuits, among the 
neighbors intimate with his private virtues, 
close by the home hallowed by his domes- 
tic altar. These paths he often trod; and 
all that our eyes here look upon seems to 
reflect his genial smile. His twofold official 
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relations with the University, his high 
judicial station, his higher character as 
Jurist, invest his name with a peculiar in- 
terest, while the unconscious kindness 
which he showed to all, especially the 
young, touches the heart, making us rise 
up and call him blessed. How fondly 
would the youth nurtured in jurisprudence 
at his feet—were such an offering, Al- 
cestis-like, within the allotments of Prov- 
jdence — have prolonged their beloved 
master’s days at the expense of their own! 
—SUMNER, CHARLES, 1846, The Scholar, 
The Jurist, The Artist, The Philanthropist, 
Works, vol. 1, p. 258. 

In his religious tenets, he was a Unita- 
rian. He thought more of a good life than 
creed, and judged of a man’s faith by the 
fruits it bore. He was wholly free from 
sectarianism, bigotry,and proselytism. He 
never sought to shake the belief of any 
man in his own dogmas, believing them 
to be the mere metaphysics, not the 
realities of religion. He was desirous 
that Christians of all denominations should 
be represented in the University at Cam- 
bridge, and that the question as to their 
appointment should be in respect to their 
qualifications, not to their creed. He 
believed in the inspiration and the doc- 
trines of Christ, in the immortality of 
the soul, in the unity of God, and he 
often intimated a design to write a work, 
in which the rules of legal evidence should 
be applied to the facts of the Gospel nar- 
ration, and the question of its authen- 
ticity argued as before a court of justice. 
His religious faith was not a dry and bar- 
ren belief, but an ever-living principle, 
animating every act and thought. In his 
bereavements, he found in it consolation 
and support. In his happiness,it was never 
out of sight. He lived a truly religious 
life. He died in the full faith of a re- 
newed and purified existence beyond the 
grave.—STorY, WILLIAM WETMORE, 1851, 
Life and Letters of Joseph Story, vol. u, 
p. 612. 

In reviewing his life we are not so much 
struck with his genius as with his sim- 
plicity, unselfishness, and laboriousness. 
He worked not for himself, but for pos- 
terity. What he acquired he used not for 
his own advancement, but freely bestowed 
it on the world. Free from vanity, arro- 
gance, and self-seeking, he passed his life 
in seeking the greatest good of mankind. 
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As few men have bestowed so much, so 
few have labored so hard to acquire. 
Order, method, and punctuality marked his 
whole career. Story’s fame is 
the result,not of genius, but of that labor 
which conquers all things.—BROWNE, 
IRVING, 1878, Short Studies of Great Law- 
yers, p. 306. 


My acquaintance with this distinguished 
man began when, as an undergraduate, I 
dined with him in Salem, during a visit to 
that town. As a boy I was fascinated by 
the brillianey of his conversation, and now 
that I was at the base of the profession 
which he adorned I regarded him with pe- 
culiar reverence. I remember my father’s 
graphic account of the rage of the Feder- 
alists when ‘‘Joe Story, that country pet- 
tifogger, aged thirty-two,’’ was made a 
judge of our highest court. He was a 
bitter Democrat in those days, and had 
written a Fourth of July oration which 
was as a red rag to the Federal bull. It 
was understood that years and responsi- 
bilities had greatly modified his opinions. 
—QUINCY, JOSIAH, 1883, Figures of the 
Past from the Leaves of Old Journals, 
p. 188. 


His charges were perfect in point 
of explicitness, comprehensiveness, and 
adaptation to the non-legal mind; never 
deep, though the manifest result of deep 
thought; never technical, though on sub- 
jects that seemed to crave technical treat- 
ment; never dry or dull, though in cases 
that seemed wholly void of interest. I 
think that it could always be seen in what 
direction his own opinion turned; but he 
never failed to do full justice to both sides 
of the case in hand. His charges might 
have been too prolix for the eye, but not 
for the ear.— PEABODY, ANDREW P., 
1888, Harvard Reminiscences, p. 58. 

GENERAL 

The work [‘‘Constitutional Law’’] prop- 
erly used, with a diligent and faithful re- 
sort to the authorities cited, amounts to 
a digested course of reading on constitu- 
tional law ; and the student, well possessed 
of its contents, would need nothing farther 
in this great department, than that which 
the active and discriminating mind must 
elaborate itself, in order to make any study 
profitable. It is a question that unavoid- 
ably presents itself, now we have the book, 
How we did without it?—It is evidently 
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such a course on constitutional law, as is 
indispensable to the enlightened politician, 
to the accomplished lawyer, to the student 
of our history,and even the well informed 
American citizen. ‘ Mr. Justice 
Story relates the history of the formation 
of the Constitution. A chapter on the 
objections to it follows. To this succeeds 
a discussion of the nature of the Constitu- 
tion, —whether it be a compact. This is 
one of the most able, luminous, and valu- 
able chapters of the work. The whole 
artillery of constitutional law, on this 
great topic of present interest, is brought 
out with masterly skill and power; and 
the politician, who knows nothing of his 
calling, but how to inflame popular feel- 
ing on topics of local interest, may read 
this chapter and Jearn how mean his occu- 
pation is. And here begins the great 
business of this work, not indeed, that the 
previous chapters are not of close connex- 
ion with its main subject, and some of them, 
in fact,not inferior in present interest and 
seasonableness. But in this discussion of 
the question, whether the Constitution is a 
compact er a government, we enter the 
great temple of constitutional law.— 
EVERETT, EDWARD, 1834, Story’s Consti- 
tutional Law, North American Review, 
vol. 38, pp. 63, 81. 


Every page and ordinary topic is re- 
plete with a copious and accurate display 
of principles, clothed in a powerful and 
eloquent style, and illustrated and recom- 
mended by striking analogies,and profuse 
and brilliant illustrations. You handle 
the topic of the mechanical arts, and the 
science on which they are founded, en- 
larged, adorned, and applied, with a mas- 
tery, skill, and eloquence, that is un- 
equalled. And as for jurisprudence, you 
have again and again,and on all occasions, 
laid bare its foundations, traced its his- 
tories, eulogized its noblest masters, and 
pressed its inestimable importance, with 
a gravity, zeal, pathos, and beauty, that 
is altogether irresistible-—KENT, JAMES, 
1836, To Joseph Story; Life and Letters 
of Joseph Story, ed. Story, vol. u, p. 217. 

In regarding the deceased as an author, 
jurisprudence mourns one of her greatest 
sons, —one of the greatest not only among 
those of his own age, but in the long suc- 
cession of ages, whose fame has become 
a familiar word in all lands where the law 
is taught as a science, whose works have 
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been translated and commented on in 
several of the classical languages of the 
European Continent, and have been re- 
ceived as authorities throughout the civ- 
ilized world. It was his lot, while yet 
alive, to receive as from a distant pos- 
terity, the tribute of foreign nations to 
his exalted merit as a jurist.— WEBSTER, 
DANIEL, 1845, Resolutions of the Suffolk Bar. 
The first of these, Contracts, Agency, 
Bailments, Bills of Exchange, Promissory 
Notes and Partnership, are made the sub- 
jects of as many distinct elementary 
treatises by that indefatigable, learned and 
experienced jurist Mr. JusticeStory. We 
have been for some time familiar with 
them, and can confidently recommend them 
to the student as better adapted for his 
purpose, and indeed for those of prac- 
titioners, than any others which we are 
aware of being extant.—WARREN, SAM- 
UEL, 1845, Law Studies, 2nd ed., p. 759. 
His legal reputation in America rests, 
perhaps, upon a work little known in this 
country,—his Commentaries upon the Con- 
stitution of the United States. This was 
followed, within a few months, by his Com- 
mentaries on the Conflict of Laws, and pre- 
ceded by his admirable work on Bailments. 
These works, followed between 1888 and 
his death by treatises on the law of Prin- 
cipal and Agent, Bills of Exchange and 
Promissory Notes, Equity Jurisprudence 
and Equity Pleading, have, from their ful- 
ness, their research, their candor, and the 
comprehensiveness which characterizes 
them, placed the name of Professor Story 
in the very first rank of the legal authors 
of the age.—Joy, H. H., 1847, Letters 
on the Present State of Legal Education. 
The style of Story, both in his Commen- 
taries and in his Miscellanies, is that of 
the scholar and man of general read- 
ing, as well as the thoroughly practised 
lawyer. It is full, inclined to the rhetori- 
cal, but displays everywhere the results of 
laborious investigation and calm reflec- 
tion. His law books have fairly brought 
what in the old volumes was considered 
a crabbed science to the appreciation and 
sympathy of the unprofessional reader. — 
DUYCKINCK, EverT A. AND GEORGE L., 
1855-65-75, Cyclopedia of American Lit- 
erature, ed. Simons, vol. ul, p. 16. 
As an author, Judge Story began his 
career early in life, by publishing an ex- 
cellent edition of Abbott on the ‘‘Law of 
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Shipping.’? Soon after his appointment 
to the Dane Professorship, he published 
his ‘‘Commentaries on the Constitution of 
the United States,’’ in three volumes, oc- 
tavo. These were followed by a succession 
of treatises on different branches of the 
law, the extent and excellence of which, 
with the vast amount of legal learning 
displayed in them, leave it a matter of 
astonishment that they could be prepared, 
within the short space of twelve years, by 
a man who was all the while discharging, 
with great assiduity, the onerous duties 
of a Judge of the Supreme Court of the 
United States,and a Professor in the Law 
School of the University. But in his de- 
votion to the science of the law, he did 
not forget the claims of literature and 
general scholarship; and his addresses on 
public occasions, his contributions to the 
**North American Review,’’ and the other 
miscellaneous writings, show a mind im- 
bued with sound and varied learning.— 
CLEVELAND, CHARLES D., 1859, A Com- 
pendium of American Literature, p. 270. 

The style of Judge Story is clear, flow- 
ing, and often elegant. His legal knowl- 
edge was undoubtedly great, but his 
opinions are somewhat diffuse, and lack 
the point that characterizes some less 
known authors.—UNDERWOOD, FRANCIS 
H., 1872, A Hand-book of English Liter- 
ature, American Authors, p. 61. 

Judge Story’s name is among the first 
that impress themselves upon the atten- 
tion of the young American student of 
law, and ranks in importance second af 
to that of Chancellor Kent. < 
the breadth of research and the iinerality 
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of spirit manifested in these works, es- 
pecially in the ‘‘Treatise on the Conflict 
of Laws,’’ the author earned for himself 
a lasting reputation not only among his 
countrymen but also among the jurists 
of France,Germany, and England. Judge 
Story’s works, however, all suffer from one 
defect. They are too diffuse. The ma- 
terials which they contain are very ample, 
but they are not sufficiently worked up by 
the author. The young student especially 
is bewildered oftentimes in a labyrinth 
of seemingly contradictory decisions and 
arguments, and feels the want of a few 
skilful, trenchant words from the com- 
piler.—Hart, JOHN S., 1872, A Manual 
of American Literature, pp. 126, 127. 


Like a good many other men who have 
turned out to be nothing but lawyers, 
Story early imagined that he was a poet. 
Not content with an occasional flirtation 
with the muse, he committed himself to a 
serious declaration by a volume of verse. 

So Story, possessing a dangerous 
facility for rhyming, wrote some unobjec- 
tionable didactic sentiments in correct 
heroic verse, after the manner, but not 
after the matter,of Pope. No valid cause 
could be why his verse should not be 
suppressed; it might just as well have 
been prose. His maturer judgment told 
him he was not a poet, and he assiduously 
endeavored to buy up and suppress the 
volume, with such success that it has be- 
come very scarce. His son has given co- 
pious extracts from the ‘‘Power of Soli- 
tude, ’’ which one finds it difficult to read. 
—Browne, IRVING, 1878, Short Studies 
of Great Lawyers, pp. 299, 300. 


John Hookham Frere 
1769-1846 


John Hookham Frere, the translator of Aristophanes, was born in London, 21st May 
1769, and educated at Eton and Caius College, Cambridge. He entered the Foreign 
Office, in 1796 was returned for [ West] Looe, supported Pitt’s government, and contributed 
to the Anti-Jacobin. His chief piece was ‘‘The Loves of the Triangles,’’ a parody on 
Darwin’s ‘‘Loves of the Plants,’’ but he had a share with his schoolfellow Canning in 
“The Needy Knife-grinder.’’ Under-secretary for Foreign Affairs (1799), he was 
appointed envoy to Lisbon (1800), and twice minister to Spain (1802 and 1808). Re- 
called after the retreat to Corunna, he retired in 1821 to Malta, where he devoted 
himself to Greek, Hebrew, and Maltese, and died 7th January 1846. Frere’s clever 
mock-heroic ‘‘Specimen of an Intended National Work by William and Robert Whistle- 
craft’’ (1817) suggested its ottava rima to Byron for his ‘‘Beppo;’’ but his fame rests 
on his admirable translations of the ‘‘Acharnians,’’ ‘‘Knights,’’ ‘‘ Birds,” and ‘‘Frogs’’ 
of Aristophanes. —PATRICK AND GROOME, eds., 1897, Chambers’s Biographical Dtction- 
ary, p. 386. 
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PERSONAL 


Frere is aslovenly fellow. His remarks 
on Homer, in the ‘‘Classical Journal,’’ 
prove how fine a Greek scholar he is; his 
“Quarterly Reviews,’’ how well he writes ; 
his ‘‘ Rovers, or The Double Arrangement,” 
what humor he possesses; and the reputa- 
tion he has left in Spain and Portugal, 
how much better he understood their liter- 
atures than they do themselves: while, at 
the same time, his books left in France, 
in Gallicia, at Lisbon, and two or three 
places in England; his manuscripts, neg- 
lected and lost to himself; his manners, 
lazy and careless; and his conversation, 
equally rich and negligent, show how little 
he cares about all that distinguishes him in 
the eyes of the world. He studies as a 
luxury, he writes as an amusement, and 
conversation is a kind of sensual enjoy- 
ment to him. If he had been born in Asia, 
he would have been the laziest man that 
ever lived.—TICcKNoR, GEORGE, 1819, 
Journal; Life, Letters and Journals, vol. 
I, p. 267. 

Those who knew him most intimately 
soon discovered that the largest tolerance 
and charity were not incompatible with a 
thorough contempt for all that was mean 
and base; among other marks of true 
nobility of character he possessed the 
royal art of never humiliating one in any 
way inferior to himself. Meaner natures 
near him, while they saw and felt his 
superiority, tasted the luxury of feeling 
their own aims elevated, and of discover- 
ing a higher standard than that by which 
they had been accustomed to regulate 
their own actions. It was this quality 
which secured for him at one and the same 
time the affection of the poorest and weak- 
est, and the respect of the best and noblest 
who knew him well enough to judge of his 
true character.—FRERE, SiR BARTLE, 
1871, Memoir of John Hookham Frere, 
p- 344. 

In ,conversation always animated and 
pleasant, he yet found his chief happiness 
in the quiet of old books and whimsical 
reveries, the ‘‘inertes hore’’ of the poet. 
His strange absences of mind were the 
subject of some amusing anecdotes among 
the few with whom he continued in habits 
of intercourse. He knew and humorously 
vindicated his own indolence, in its con- 
trast with the angry and agitated lives of 
many of his political friends. —HoLLAND, 
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Sir Henry, 1871, Recollections of Past 
Life, p. 273. 

Never could one who contemplated a 
literary career have been better prepared 
for itthanFrere. The cause of his limited 
reputation was that he cared nothing for 
popular applause. He saw no advantage 
in fighting his way into notoriety, and pre- 
ferred the appreciation of a limited num- 
ber of clever men to the noisy acclama- 
tions of the many. He did everything so 
easily that he had not the ordinary am- 
bition which is obliged to toil laboriously 
to achieve itsends. By taste,culture,and 
position he entered the ranks of author- 
ship; he was in no sense a rival of the 
professional author. Such ideasas he had 
were original in conception, and elegant 
and refined in execution; but he some- 
times exercised his talents on small and in- 
adequate subjects. If he had been thrown 
upon the world without a friend he would 
have become a great man. His audience 
may be small but it is a keenly appreciative 
one.—SMITH, GEORGE BARNETT, 1888, 
John Hookham Frere, Gentleman's Maga- 
zine, vol. 264, p. 48. 


GENERAL 


I saw Frere in London, and he has 
promised to let me print his translations 
from the ‘‘Poema del Cid.’’ They are ad- 
mirably done. Indeed, I never saw any- 
thing so difficult to do, and done so excel- 
lently,except your supplement to Sir Tris- 
trem.—SouTHEY, Ropert, 1808, To Sir 
Walter Scott, April 22; Life and Corre- 
spondence, ed. C. C. Southey, ch. xiv. 


Tickler. ‘“Why,whom do you calla good 
versifier, then?” Odoherty. “We have not 
many of them. Frere and Coleridgeare, I 
think, the most perfect, being at once more 
scientific in their ideas of the matter than 
any others now alive, and also more easy 
and delightful in their melody which they 
themselves produce.’’ — WILSON, JOHN, 
1824, Noctes Ambrosiane, June. 


T have only met, in my researches into 
these matters, with one poem, which, if it 
had been produced as ancient, could not 
have been detected on internal evidence. 
It is the War Song upon the Victory at 
Brunnanburgh, translated from the Anglo- 
Saxon into Anglo-Norman, by the Right 
Hon. John Hookham Frere. See Ellis’s 
“Specimens of English Poetry,’’ vol. 1, 
p. 32. The accomplished editor tells us, 
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that this very singular poem was intended 
as an imitation of the style and language 
of the fourteenth century, and was written 
during the controversy occasioned by the 
poems attributed to Rowley. Mr. Ellis 
adds—‘‘The reader will probably hear 
with some surprise that this singular in- 
stance of critical ingenuity was the com- 
position of an Eton schoolboy.’’—Scort, 
SiR WALTER, 1830, Essay on Imitations 
of the Ancient Ballad, p. 19. 


One of the most accomplished scholars 
England has produced, and one whom Sir 
James Mackintosh has pronounced to be 
the first of English translators.—Tick- 
NoR, GEORGE, 1849, History of Spanish 
Literature, First Period, ch. i. 


Mr. Frere’s best-known original pro- 
duction (besides his share in the poetry 
of the ‘‘Anti-Jacobin’’) is a poem called 
“The Monks and the Giants,” in the Ottava 
Rima stanza, and, as Southey said of it, 
“‘being an adaptation of Pulci, Berni, and 
Ariosto in his sportive mood.’’ Frere’s 
stanzas contain several very poetical 
passages,and many of great humour. The 
characters also of several of the leading 
men of the time are sketched in it with 
great skill and poignancy. But it offers 
little to interest the general reader; and 
it never obtained extensive popularity. It 
is chiefly remembered as having furnished 
the hint and the metrical model,on which 
Byron avowedly framed his far-better- 
known “Beppo.” It was as a translator that 
Hookham Frere shone to most advantage. 

Frere’s renderings of passages 
from the old Spanish epic, the ‘‘Chronicles 
of the Cid,’’ appear to me to be the best 
specimens of his skill as a translator, and 
especially of his marvellous ear for 
rhythm.—Creasy, Sir EDwArp, 1850-75, 
Memoirs of Eminent Etonians, pp. 518,519. 


The translation is far above my praise, 
but as a woman privileged to avow her 
want of learning, it may be permitted to 
express the gratitude which the whole sex 
owes to the late illustrious scholar, who 
has enabled us to penetrate to the heart 
of one of the scholar’s deepest mysteries ; 
and to become acquainted with something 
more than the name of Aristophanes.— 
Mitrorp, Mary RusSELL, 1851, Recollec- 
tions of a Literary Life, p. 487. 


There are few books of its size which 
contain as much genuine wit, humor, and 
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fancy, or which display greater skill in the 
management of both light and serious 
verse, or indicate fuller resources of 
culture. It is a fresh and unique jeu 
@esprit, which exhibits a quality of clever- 
ness as rare as it is amusing. The form 
and method of the poem, the structure 
of its verse, its swift transitions from 
sprightly humor to serious description or 
reflection, its mingling of exaggeration 
with sober sense, its heroi-comic vein, 
are all derived from the famous Italian 
romantic poems, especially from the ‘‘ Mor- 
gante Maggiore’’ of Pulci, and in a less 
degree from the ‘‘Animali Parlanti’’ of 
Casti. It has no moral object, and does 
not confine itself to a single continuous 
narrative, but is a simple work of amuse- 
ment, free in its course, according to the 
whim and fancy of the writer. It is the 
overflow of an abundant and lively spirit, 
restrained only by the limits imposed by 
a fine sense of the proprieties of humor, 
and a thorough acquaintance with the rules 
of art. Itsexecution displays a command 
of style so complete inits way that it may 
be called perfect. It is a mis- 
fortune for the lovers of good letters, that 
all of Mr. Frere’s books are so scarce as 
to be practically inaccessible. No better 
gift could be made to the best readers 
than a new edition of them, together with 
such unpublished works, even if only frag- 
ments, as he may have left to his literary 
executors. Mr. Frere’s name is not to be 
found in the Biographical Dictionaries. 
If literary genius gave title to a place in 
their voluminous and crowded columns, 
few names would stand before his.—Nor- 
TON, CHARLES ELioT, 1868, John Hook- 
ham Frere, North American Review, vol. 
107, pp. 148, 166. 


The vein of humour in Hookham Frere, 
like that of his and my friend William 
Rose, was strongly tinged with the style 
of the Italian romantic poetry of the 
fifteenth century, that of Ariosto, Boiardo, 
Casti,&c. His strange poem of ‘‘ Whistle- 
craft,” coloured in this serio-comic fashion, 
put at defiance all common comprehension, 
and was indeed very little known or read. 
He counted upon the saying of Lord 
Shaftesbury, ‘‘that it is a dull sort of wit 
which amuses all alike,’’ and in this spirit 
rather enjoyed, I think, the failure of his 
poem. His translations from Simonides, 
almost in the boyhood of life, show how 
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early his powers as a poet were evoked. 
But Frere’s chief revelry when I knew 
him was in Aristophanes; and his trans- 
lations of that great comic writer, though 
fragmentary, mark the strong hold he had 
got of the spirit as well as text of his 
author. —HOLLAND, SiR Henry, 1871, 
Recollections of Past Life, p. 272. 


Whatever differences of opinion may 
exist as to the capacity of John Hookham 
Frere as a statesman or diplomatist, there 
can be no question as to the scholarship 
and literary calibre of the friend of Can- 
ning, the author of ‘‘Monks and Giants,”’ 
the translator par excellence of Aristoph- 
anes and Theognis. His trans- 
lations of Aristophanes stand alone above 
all other classical translations in the Eng- 
lish language. There may not be 
in his published works much evidence of 
the originality which goes to the making 
of a first-rate poet, though none will deny 
to him the gifts of a bright fancy, a correct) 
ear, an abundant flow of lyric power. His 
classical predilections and the bent of his 
humour disposed him to content himself 
with the. praise of complete mastery of 
Aristophanes, and successful efforts in the 
region of burlesque. Referable indeed to 
this taste and aim are almost all of his 
best and happiest literary efforts. The 
‘““Monks and Giants’’ would not entitle 
him to rank high among original poets, 
but as an outcome of the same vein of 
humour which we trace in the Anti-Jacobin 
and in the Aristophanic free translations, 
they claim a place of honour amid the 
writings of English humorists. This in 
fact was his métier.—DAvIins, JAMES, 
1872, John Hookham Frere, Contemporary 
Review, vol. 19, pp. 512,523, 588. 

Frere’s versions of the Aristophanic 
Comedy have an established reputation for 
spirit of rendering and mastery of metre. 
His translations from the ‘‘Poema del 
Cid,’’ which were printed in Southey’s 
‘‘Chronicle,’’ have also a fine balladic 
lilt; but their literal fidelity to the 
Spanish has been lately challenged. Of 
his original work, the best examples are 
to be found in the Antt-Jacobin and the 
Whistlecraft fragment. He had a hand 
in all the great successes of the former, 
—notably the immortal ‘‘Needy Knife- 
Grinder’’ and the excellent imitations of 
Darwin and Schiller in the ‘‘Loves of the 
Triangles’’ and ‘‘The Rovers.”’ 
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Notwithstanding the cleverness and versa- 
tility of ‘‘The Monks and the Giants,’’ its 
interest was too remote and its plan too 
uncertain to command any but an eclectic 
audience.—Dosson, AUSTIN, 1880, The 
English Poets, ed. Ward, vol. 1v, p. 240. 


If the poetry of wit and cleverness were 
equal to the poetry of inspiration, then 
the right Honourable John Hookham Frere 
would be one of the greatest of English 
poets. He is the author of a jeu desprit 
which undoubtedly suggested the idea of 
“‘Don Juan’’ to Lord Byron, and while 
“‘The Monks and the Giants’’ of Frere is 
equal to Byron’s satiric masterpiece in 
brilliancy, force,and versification, it is de- 
void of the objectionable elements which 
disfigure the latter. Nor is this the only 
claim that Frere has to remembrance. He 
is so saturated with the old Greek writers 
that we verily breathe the Attic air as we 
read his pages, while his appreciation and 
apprehension of the ancient Saxon are 
nobly manifest in his translation of the 
Saxon poem on the ‘‘ Victory of Athelstan 
at Brunanburgh.’’ Coleridge described 
him as one able to convince Tieck that 
there was amongst us a man in whom taste 
at its maximum had vitalised itself into 
productive power.—SMITH, GEORGE BAR- 
NETT, 1888, John Hookham Frere, Gentle- 
man’s Magazine, vol. 264, p. 30. 

As a diplomatist Frere is now almost 
forgotten, and it is only by the few that 
he is remembered as a brilliant wit and a 
sparkling writer of humorous poetry. His 
translations of Aristophanes cannot fail 
to be the most lasting memorials of his 
genius, and the manner in which he has 
successfully caught the spirit of the origi- 
nal comedies places him in an almost 
unique place as a translator.—BARKER, 
G. F. Russet, 1889, Dictionary of Na- 
tional Biography, vol. XX, p. 269. 

It is, however, by his translation of 
“Aristophanes” that he will retain a place 
in literature. It is one of the very best 
translations in any language, and that it 
will ever be surpassed by another metrical 
version is improbable in the extreme. The 
changing, many-coloured style of the in- 
comparable satirist—the wonderful inter- 
playing of lyric fire with lyric laughter, 
of bird-like song with poignant wit and 
riotous buffoonery—can never be more 
than very imperfectly reproduced by even 
the most consummate master of English. 


FRERE—CHALMERS 


Nevertheless, Frere’s version is infinitely 
delightful to read ; it is scholarly, spirited, 
racy in diction and richly humorous—a 
frolic and sparkling ‘‘revel of rhymes.’’ 
A harder task was surely never attempted 
by a translator of Greek or Latin poetry, 
and no such translator has left a happier 
example of difficulties boldly encountered 
and dexterously overcome. — WHYTE, 
WALTER, 1894, The Poets and the Poetry 
of the Century, Humour, Society, Parody 
and Occasional Verse, ed. Miles, p. 26. 
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Frere stands in far closer relation than 
Tennant to the Italian burlesque of Pulci. 
His work travesties an Arthurian legend, 
as the ‘‘Morgante’’ (1848) had done the 
legend of Roland,and is quite without the 
realism of detail. . . . Frere shows rather 
accomplishment of style than strength in 
narrative. Many single stanzas are on a 
level with all but the best in ‘‘Beppo,’’ 
but the poem as a whole is wanting in 
organic vis.—HERFORD, C. H., 1897, The 
Age of Wordsworth, p. 237. 


Thomas Chalmers 
1780-1847 


Born at Anstruther, Fife, 17th March 1780, educated at St. Andrews, and in 1803 
ordained minister of Kilmany. He carried on mathematical and chemistry classes 
at St. Andrews in 1803-4, and in 1808 published an “Inquiry into National Resources.” 
Shortly after this he came under profound religious impressions; in 1815 he was 
translated to the Tron parish in Glasgow, where his magnificent oratory, partly published 
as ‘‘Astronomical Discourses’? (1817) and ‘‘Commercial Discourses’’ (1820), took the 
city by storm. He laboured hard to abate the apalling ignorance and immorality of 
his parish by ‘‘re-modelling and extending the old parochial economy of Scotland.’’ 
To the English compulsory assessment for the poor, he preferred the old Scotch method 
of voluntary church-door contributions, administered by elders; and as minister of St. 
John’s parish (after 1819), by reviving this method, he in four years reduced the pau- 
per expenditure in the parish from £1400 to £280 per annum. Edward Irving was 
for two years his assistant. In 1823 he accepted the Moral Philosophy chair in St. 
Andrews, where he wrote his ‘‘Use and Abuse of Literary and Ecclesiastical Endow- 
ments’’ (1827). In 1827 he was transferred to the chair of Theology in Edinburgh, 
and in 1832 published a work on politicaleconomy. In 1833 appeared his Bridgewater 
treatise, ‘‘On the Adaptation of External Nature to the Moral and Intellectual Con- 
stitution of Man.’’ As convener of the Church-extension Committee (1834), after 
seven years of enthusiastic labour, he collected £300,000 for building 220 new churches. 
Meanwhile, the struggles in regard to patronage became keener, until in 1843 Chalmers, 
followed by 470 ministers, left the church of his fathers,and founded the Free Church, 
whose swift and successful organisation was greatly owing to his indefatigable exer- 
tions. He spent the close of his life as principal of the Free Church College, and in 
completing his “Institutes of Theology.” He died suddenly, May 30,1847. His works, 
in 34 vols., deal especially with natural theology, apologetics, and social economy.— 
PATRICK AND GROOME, eds., 1897, Chambers’s Biographical Dictionary, p. 196. 


PERSONAL 


At first sight, no doubt, his face is a 
coarse one—but a mysterious kind of 
meaning breathes from every part of it, 
that such as have eyes to see, cannot be 
long without discovering. It is very pale, 
and the large, half-closed eye-lids have a 
certain drooping, melancholy weight about 
them, which interested me very much. 
. . . The lips, too, are singularly pensive 
in their mode of falling down at the sides, 
although there is no want of richness and 
vigour in their central fulness of curve. 
The upper-lip, from the nose downwards, 


is separated by a very deep line, which 
gives a sort of leonine firmness of ex- 
pression to all the lower part of the face. 
The cheeks are square and strong, in 
texture like pieces of marble, with the 
cheek-bones very broad and prominent. 
The eyes themselves are light in colour, 
and have a strange, dreamy heaviness, that 
conveys any idea rather than that of dul- 
ness, but which contracts in a wonderful 
manner, with the dazzling, watery glare 
they exhibit when expanded in their 
sockets, and illuminated into all their 
flame and fervour, in some moment of high 
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entranced enthusiasm.—LOcKHART, JOHN 
GiBson, 1819, Peter’s Letters to his Kins- 
folk, Letter xxiii. 

He is rather inattentive to his dress and 
person, and has much of the abstracted- 
ness which generally goes to the credit 
of genius. He wearsadeep-crowned hat, 
drawn so much over his eyes, as to dis- 
figure him. He is above all the little 
arts, by which some men attempt to build 
greatness upon personal dignity, or grace- 
fulness of manners. . Ihave been 
told, by one of his friends, that having left 
his house, at a very early hour, one morn- 
ing, with a bundle under his arm, to take 
his departure for some neighboring place, 
in a steamboat, he was arrested by one of 
the city watch, who did not know him, and 
who insisted upon conveying him to the 
watch-house. Dr. C., impatient to be in- 
terrupted, told the man who he was. ‘‘Na, 
na,’’ said the guard of the police, ‘‘yure 
no Dr. Chalmers; he’s not such a man as 
you; and he’d not be seen strolling at this 
hour.’’ Tothe watch-house therefore he 
went, where he was immediately recog- 
nized, and set at liberty.—Griscom, JOHN, 
1823, A Year in Hurope, 1818-19, vol. 11, 
p. 399. 


He is like the very genius or demon of 
theological controversy personified. He 
has neither airs nor graces at command; 
he thinks nothing of himself: he has 
nothing theatrical about him (which can- 
not be said of his successor and rival); 
but you see a man in mortal throes and 
agony with doubts and difficulties, seizing 
stubborn knotty points with his teeth, 
tearing them with his hands, and strain- 
ing his eyeballs till they almost start out 
of their sockets, in pursuit of a train of 
visionary reasoning, like a Highland-seer 
with his second sight. The description 
of Balfour of Burley in his cave, with his 
Bible in one hand and his sword in the 
other, contending with the imaginary 
enemy of mankind, gasping for breath, 
and with the cold moisture running down 
his face, gives a lively idea of Dr. Chal- 
mers’s prophetic fury in the pulpit. . . . 
Dr. Chalmers’s manner, the determined 
way in which he gives himself up to his 
subject, or lays about him and buffets 
sceptics and gainsayers, arrests attention 
in spite of every other circumstance, and 
fixes it on that, and that alone, which ex- 
cites such interest and such eagerness in 
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his own breast! Besides, he is a logician, 
has a theory in support of whatever he 
chooses to advance, and weaves the tissue 
of his sophistry so close and intricate, 
that it is difficult not to be entangled in 
it, or to escape from it.—HAZLITT, WIL- 
LIAM, 1825, The Spirit of the Age, pp. 59,60. 

A lady who lives very near me,is an in- 
valid,and staid in town for the attendance 
of physicians, summoned me last evening 
to meet her confessor, Dr. Chalmers, a 
person whose genius and whose piety I re- 
spect highly, though there are certain 
points on which I much differ from him. 
There is a perfect artlessness and origi- 
nality about his conversation that is very 
pleasing; he is modest too, and quite un- 
spoilt. He and the great Well-known are 
the only persons I see whose manners are 
perfectly simple.—GRANT, ANNE, 1827, 
Letter to Mrs. Hook, Sept. 12; Memoir and 
Correspondence, ed. Grant, vol. 1, p. 101. 

He is of low stature, and square built, 
with a full, but by no means corpulent 
person. His head is very large, though 
not disproportionably so. Features,regu- 
lar -and commanding; a high, uncom- 
monly broad, retreating forehead; even 
and strongly marked brows; eyes, though 
dimmed by study, yet mildly intellectual ; 
a straight, though prominent nose; a well 
defined and proportioned mouth.—GrIF- 
FIN, EDMUND Dorr, 1881, Remains. 

He could reason broadly and powerfully ; 
he could explain and illustrate with ex- 
haustless profusion; he could persuade by 
all the earnestness of entreaty, all the 
pathos of affection, and all the terrors of 
threatening; he could apply, with great 
skill and knowledge of men’s ways, the 
truth he would inculcate; and he could 
pour,in a torrent of the most impassioned 
fervor,the whole molten mass of thought, 
feeling, description, and appeal, upon the 
hearts and consciences of his hearers. 
Thus singularly endowed, and thus wisely 
using his endowments, he arrived at a place 
of the highest eminence in the highest 
walk of popular oratory.—ALEXANDER, 
WILLIAM LINDSAY, 1846, A Discourse on 
the Qualities and Worth of Thomas Chal- 
mers. 

He is of middle height, thick set and 
brawny, but not corpulent. His face is 
rather broad, with high cheek-bones, pale, 
and,as it were, careworn, but well-formed 
and expressive. His eyes are of a leaden 
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color, rather dull when in a state of re- 
pose, but flashing with a half-smothered 
fire when fairly roused. His nose is broad 
and lion-like, his mouth, one of the most 
expressive parts of his countenance, firm, 
a little compressed and stern, indicating 
courage and energy, while his forehead is 
ample and high, . covered with 
straggling grey hair.—TURNBULL, RoB- 
ERT, 1847, The Genius of Scotland. 


By those of his school-fellows, few now 
in number, who survive, Dr Chalmers is 
remembered as one of the idlest, strongest, 
merriest, and most generous-hearted boys 
in Anstruther school. Little time or at- 
tention would have been required from 
him to prepare his daily lessons, so as to 
meet the ordinary demands of the school- 
room; for when he did set himself to 
learn, not one of all his school-fellows 
could do it at once so quickly and so well. 
When the time came, however, for saying 
them, the lessons were often found scarcely 
half-learned, sometimes not learned at 
all. . . . Joyous,vigorous,and humorous, 
he took his part in all the games of the 
playground, ever ready to lead or to follow, 
when school-boy expeditions were planned 
and executed; and wherever, for fun or 
for frolic, any little group of the merry- 
hearted was gathered, his full, rich laugh 
might be heard rising amid their shouts 
of glee. —HANNA, WILLIAM, 1849, Me- 
motrs of the Life and Writings of Thomas 
Chalmers, vol. 1, ch. i. 

‘Another of our occasional guests, during 
the winter of 1806, was a young student 
from the University of St. Andrews, named 
Thomas Chalmers, who, I believe, had not 
then assumed the title of reverend, nor 
ever dreamed of being dubbed Doctor of 
Divinity. In truth I think no one could 
then have rationally predicted in what 
particular path of life a spirit so energetic 
and yet so versatile would at last de- 
termine to move. Retaining the 
broadest Scotch accent, he spoke with 
rapidity and fervor on subjects number- 
less and completely incongruous. Con- 
sidering his force and calibre, he might 
indeed have seemed born to grapple with 
all pursuits and all sciences ; he 
entered with equal zest into all studies, 
theological, poetical, political, metaphys- 
ical,and mathematical. Apparently there 
were no obstacles too great for him. Diffi- 
culties could not weigh him down, because 
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he was au dessus de tout cela; he could 
look down upon the difficulties, and he 
trampled on them; yet no one could say 
that this was the effect of arrogance. On 
the contrary, the consideration of his sub- 
ject, or object, whatsoever it might be, was 
paramount; it absorbed his attention; he 
was not disturbed by the morbid sensi- 
bility and idiosyncrasies of genius, and the 
consideration of self disappeared utterly. 
—GILLIES, ROBERT PIERCE, 1851, Memoirs 
of a Literary Veteran. 


Thomas Chalmers wasaGreat Man. All 
the characteristics of genuine greatness 
marked him as he stood among others. It 
was not that he surpassed all men around 
him in pure intelligence, or in any single 
element of moral excellence; but, taken 
altogether, mind and heart, and visible 
bearing—you gave him involuntarily, and 
he naturally took, the foremost position in 
almost any assemblage of notable persons 
with whom he had to do. The unassum- 
ingness of a child did not avail to screen 
him from that homage of which he was 
the object. The admitted meritsand talents 
of others, on the right hand or the left, 
did not render that homage ambiguous— 
did not abate it. ‘There might often be 
men near him who surpassed him in talent, 
but they did not dislodge him, in the view 
of others, from his place. All was harmony 
in Chalmers’s conformation. His figure 
and attitude very nearly accorded with the 


+ Ideal of such a man,after Michael Angelo; 


and if it showed a rusticity to which that 
great artist would have applied his chisel, 
there was beneath the rugged surface a 
refinement, an intellectuality, to which only 
the hand of Raphaelle could have given 
expression.—TAYLor, Isaac, 1852, Me- 
motrs of Dr. Chalmers, North British Re- 
view, vol. 17, p. 206. 

Dr. Chalmers was a ruler among men: 
this we know historically ; this every man 
who came within his range felt at once. 
He was like Agamemnon, a native avag 
avipov, and with all his homeliness of 
feature and deportment, and his perfect 
simplicity of expression there was about 
him ‘‘that divinity that doth hedge a 
king.”’? You felt a power, in him, and 
going from him, drawing you to him in spite 
of yourself. He was in this respect a solar 
man, he drew after him his own firmament 
of planets. They, like all free agents, 
had their centrifugal forces acting ever 
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towards an independent, solitary course, 
but the centripetal also was there, and 
they moved with and around their imperial 
sun,—gracefully or not, willingly or not, 
as the case might be, but there was no 
breaking loose: they again, in their own 
spheres of power, might have their attend- 
ant moons, but all were bound to the great 
massive luminary in the midst. . 3 
Dr. Chalmers would have made a sorry 
Balaam; he was made of different stuff, 
and for other purposes. Your ‘‘respecta- 
ble’’ men are ever doing their best to keep 
their status, to maintain their position. He 
never troubled himself about his status; 
indeed, we would say status was not the 
word for him. He had a sedes on which 
he sat, and from which he spoke: he had 
an imperium, to and fro which he roamed 


as he listed: but a status was as little in” 


his way as in that of a Mauritanian lion. 
—Brown, Dr. JOHN, 1858-61, Hore Sub- 
secive, Second Series, pp. 117, 130. 

He was of middle stature, square built, 
with tight florid complexion and hair partly 
gray, about sixty years of age. His ap- 
pearance was prepossessing, and I ex- 
pected to be much pleased. My chagrin 
was therefore great when he read the 
hymn and | found it impossible to under- 
stand him. His voice was almost inaudible 
from hoarseness, his articulation indistinct 
from loss of teeth, and a broad Fifeshire 
accent made his language seem like a for- 
eign tongue. The singing of that hymn 
was delightful. Of the prayer I under- 
stood a little,and it was unlike any that I 
ever before heard. By the time he came 
to the sermon the power of his voice in- 
creased, and I was able to understand most 
of it.—FARRAR, Mrs. JOHN, 1866, Recol- 
lections of Seventy Years, p. 239. 

He was a man of much natural dignity, 
ingenuity, honesty, and kind affection, as 
well as sound intellect and imagination. 
A very eminent vivacity lay in him, which 
could rise to complete impetuosity (glow- 
ing conviction, passionate eloquence, fiery 
play of heart and head),—all in a kind of 
rustic type, one might say, though wonder- 
fully true and tender. He had a burst of 
genuine fun too,I have heard; of thesame 
honest, but most plebeian, broadly natural 
character. . . . He wasa man essentially 
of little culture, of narrow sphere, all his 
life; such an intellect, professing to be 
educated, and yet so ill-read, so ignorant 
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in all that lay beyond the horizon in place 
or in time, I have almost nowhere met 
with. A man capable of much soaking 
indolence, lazy brooding, and do-nothing- 
ism, as the first stage of his life well in- 
dicated ; a man thought to be timid, almost 
to the verge of cowardice: yet capable of 
impetuous activity and blazing audacity, 
as his latter years showed.—CARLYLE, 
Tuomas, 1866, Edward Irving, Reminis- 
cences, ed. Norton, vol. I. 

It has been questioned whether, like so 
many men of genius, who have been masters 
of the most delicious harmony in their 
writings, . . . he was really destitute of 
what is usually termed an ear for music. 
From ail that I can learn, he had only an 
ear for good markedtunes. . . . He 
was present at an evening party, where a 
very accomplished lady was discoursing 
most eloquent music from the fashionable 
opera of the day. When she was at the 
overture and the recitative he looked 
perplexed, as if listening to a medley of 
madness; but when she struck upon some 
lively and expressive airs, he turned round 
with a look of great relief to the gentle- 
man who was next to him, ‘‘Do you know, 
sir,I love these lucid intervals !’’—Dopps, 
JAMES, 1870, Thomas Chalmers, p. 308. 

It was interesting to observe the never- 
failing attention of his class. From the 
commencement to the close of his lecture 
they maintained a breathless silence; 
during his more impassioned flights of 
oratory they eagerly bent forward, and 
sometimes those that were in the back 
rows stood up. On one remarkable oc- 
casion, when he was powerfully demon- 
strating the impossibility of order arising 
out of chaos without the agency of an in- 
telligent Creator, I observed that by de- 
grees, not merely the front rows, but nearly 
the whole class had risen. lam not sure 
that I was not myself among those who 
instinctively gave this evidence of excite- 
ment.—SINCLAIR, JOHN, 1875, Sketches 
of Old Times and Distant Places, p. 681. 

It would be hard to name an orator of 
equal fame who had so few of the usual 
external helpsand ornaments of eloquence ; 
and hence the first feeling of almost every 
hearer whom his fame had attracted, was 
a shock of disappointment. As he rose 
to speak, and the hearer contrasted with 
his ideal of an orator, or with his pre- 
conceived notions, the middle-sized, and 
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somewhat strange and uncouth figure be- 
fore him, with its broad but not lofty fore- 
head, its prominent cheek bones, and its 
drooping, lack-lustre eyes; as he observed 
the abrupt and awkward manner, ap- 
parently indicating embarrassment or 
irreverence, or both, and listened to the 
harsh croaking tones, the broad Fifeshire 
tongue, while the speaker bent over his 
manuscript, and following it with his 
finger, read every word like a schoolboy, 
—it seemed incredible that this could be 
the man who had stormed the hearts of 
his countrymen for more than thirty years, 
and whose published discourses had rivalled 
in their sale the productions of the great 
Wizard of the North. Gradually 
the great preacher would unveil himself; 
the ungainly attitude, the constraint and 
awkwardness, the vacant look, and feeble- 
ness of voice and manner, would be cast 
aside, or if in some degree retained, would 
be overlooked by the hearer in the deepen- 
ing interestof the theme; the voice, though 
still harsh and unmusical, would ring out 
and thrill like a clarion; the eye, which 
was so dull and half-closed, would be 
lighted up with intelligence; the breast 
would heave, and the body sway to and 
fro, with the tumult of the thought; voice 
and face would seem bursting with the 
fury of excitement, while his person was 
bathed with perspiration; the words, be- 
fore so slow, would leap forth with the 
rapidity and force of a mountain torrent; 
argument would follow argument, illus- 
tration would followillustration, and appeal 
would follow appeal, in quick succession, 
till at last all hearts were subdued, and 
carried captive by the flood of an over- 
whelming and resistless eloquence. — 
MaTHEWS, WILLIAM, 1878, Oratory and 
Orators, pp. 400, 401. 


Not very familiar with the Scotch 
brogue which Chalmers spoke, of the 
rudest Glasgow kind, and finding it not 
only difficult to understand but painful to 
listen to, I was little disposed, at first, to 
give much heed to his sermon. His ap- 
pearance and manner in the pulpit, more- 
over, were by no means attractive. His 
face and features were coarse and large; 
his lank gray hair fell carelessly about a 
narrow forehead, and he kept his head 
bent, and his blinking eyes close to his 
manuscript; while his only action was an 
up and down or sawing movement with 
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his right arm, from the elbow. In spite 
of all these personal disadvantages, which, 
at the beginning, were very repulsive to 
me, I was soon so interested in his fervid 
utterances, and absorbed by the quick al- 
ternations of emotion with which my feel- 
ings responded to his earnest appeals, that 
I unresistingly yielded to the torrent of 
his eloquence. The man,in the mean time, 
seemed transfigured, and my tearful eyes 
saw, as it were through a sacred halo, the 
prophet or apostle.—TomEs, ROBERT, 
1880, My College Days, p. 85. 


He was one of nature’s nobles, and most 
of the qualities which stamped him with 
that character were obvious—almost glar- 
ing—to all who came across his path. I 
do not mean merely his rich and glowing 
eloquence, but his warrior grandeur, his 
unbounded philanthropy, his strength of 
purpose, his mental integrity, his absorbed 
and absorbing earnestness. They might 
not be so well aware of his singular sim- 
plicity and detachment from the world, of 
which I remember to have been deeply 
struck on a particular occasion. He some- 
times gave me the honor of a walk with 
him, and one day he said he wished to make 
an appointment of this kind with me, when 
during our walk he would explain to me 
fully his situation with respect to the 
emoluments of his professorship—the 
chair of Divinity. If I remember right 
that chair, when he was appointed to it, 
was believed to have a large endowment, 
but a point of law was, I think, subsequently 
raised which, if affirmed, would have swept 
away nearly the whole. After forty-five 
years I may state this inaccurately, but 
what I remember clearly is that the ques- 
tion was a very grave one, and I think it 
materially affected his prospects,and even 
the status of himself and his family. The 
day came and the walk began,and lasted, 
I suppose a couple of hours or more. At 
our starting he opened one of his favorite 
and engrossing subjects, probably that of 
evangelizing the country by the means of 
manageable districts,each with its church 
and minister. Having begun, he forgot 
all about his endowment and his status. 
The conversation held fast by the original 
theme till we were within a few yards of 
my father’s door. He seemed then to 
recollect himself, and said: ‘‘If you will 
allow me I will send my man of business 
to call upon you, and he will acquaint you 
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with all particulars of the question which 
has been raised.’’ Such was the impotence 
of lucre to lay hold on his great, stately 
and heavenly mind. —GLADSTONE, WILLIAM 
Ewart, 1880, To Lord Moncreiff. 


It was a smart saying of Robert Hall, 
that the mind of Chalmers seemed to 
“‘move on hinges, not on wheels. There 
is incessant motion, but no progress.”’ 
Hall was more discursive in thought, and 
in style far more finished. But Chalmers 
knew what he was about, and secured the 
effect at which he aimed. He concen- 
trated his force on one important truth at 
a time, turned it round and round in every 
light, and would not leave it till he had 
made full demonstration of it to those 
who heard him, and pressed it home upon 
them with all his energy. Till this was 
accomplished he would not,and could not, 
pass on to other matters. In this sense 
it may be admitted that he moved—he 
was born to move—on hinges, and not on 
wheels. And it must also be admitted 
that this, while it may arrest and convince 
an audience, may not suit so well the quiet 
examination of students. . . . Let Thomas 
Chalmers be remembered. Those who knew 
him need no such exhortation, those who 
were his students or his helpers cry with 
an air of triumph, ‘‘We were with Chal- 
mers!’ as soldiers who had been in the 
Peninsular or at Waterloo used to say, 
““We were with Wellington !’—FRASER, 
DONALD, 1881, Thomas Chalmers. 


The end of the life was in exquisite 
keeping with his saintly and genial char- 
acter. After a happy Sunday evening 
spent in the sweet intercourse of his family 
and of a brother minister, he retired with 
a beaming countenance and a general 
“‘good-night,’’ promising to conduct wor- 
ship himself the following morning. But 
long ere it dawned he had entered into his 
eternal rest. The countenance was so 
calm and sweet, and the grand head and 
form were so full of dignity and repose, 
that it was only the marble chillness and 
the dread silence which informed the sur- 
prised household that it was death, not 
sleep, they were gazing on. A sorrow such 
as occurs only when a nation mourns 
marked the last honours which affection 
could pay to his remains. More than 
100,000 citizens witnessed the burial,and 
they were but the representatives of mul- 
titudes, in all churches and in all lands, 
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who felt that in Thomas Chalmers they 
had lost a leader andafriend. He rests in 
the Cemetery of the Grange, beneath the 
shadow of Arthur’s Seat and Salisbury 
Crags.—MAcLEOD, DONALD, 1883, Scot- 
tish Divines (St. Giles Lectures), p. 315. 
The large, benignant simplicity of the 
man is what first and most deeply im- 
presses one. Not the simplicity of the 
recluse, a selfish compound of quiescence 
and indifference; for his nature was 
broadly social, and his life was spent in 
ceaseless and widely varied labors for the 
well-being of others. Chalmers was a 
peaceful man, but his peace was the 
assured peace of conscious power, and be- 
neath all his serenity there beat a fiery 
heart, capable of noble wrath and heroic 
action.—Mason, EDWARD T., 1885, ed., 
Personal Traits of British Authors, p. 129. 


Of Chalmers’ oratorical powers, it would 
be a waste of time to speak. His was a 
voice that filled the world, the English- 
speaking world at any rate, from end to 
end in its day, although if, as they say,he 
was one of those apt to confound Augustine 
of Hippo with our first Canterbury Arch- 
bishop, rhetoric rather than theological 
learning must have been his strong point. 
—Doy Ls, Sir Francis Hastines, 1886, 
Reminiscences and Opinions, p. 102. 

The greatest of Scottish preachers. 

. . Other preachers seek to make 
different impressions in different portions 
of their sermons, Chalmers was content to 
make no more than one by the whole ser- 
mon, but when he had made that, it was 
indelible. No man who ever heard him 
could help seeing what he would be at, or 
could ever forget the importance which 
he gave it. His iterations and reiterations 
and re-reiterations were but like the whirl- 
ings of the sling from which at length the 
stone was sent whizzing to its mark ; or like 
the gyrations of the eagle as it circles 
round and round in order only the more 
unerringly to swoop down upon its prey. 
His style was not meant for the eye, and 
so one soon tires of reading him; but for 
the ear it was most effective; and wher- 
ever, to this day, you meet with one who 
was privileged to listen to him from the 
pulpit, you will be sure to find him repeat- 
ing to you the essence of the sermon 
which the great orator had distilled into 
a phrase that could not be misunderstood, 
and that would not allow itself to be 
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forgotten.—TayLor, WILLIAM M., 1887, 
The Scottish Pulpit, pp. 194, 2238. 

He was not the model of a mild and 
benevolent pastor and apostle, nor was 
the ideal of a dispassionate legislator— 
occupied above all the tides of sentiment, 
with a profound study of the best and 
highest principles upon which men were 
to be ruled and guided for their own best 
advantage—his. He was of an imperious 
nature, born to command, not unready to 
fight, impatient of interruption and mis- 
conception, accustomed to carry through 
his purpose, whatever it was, with a high 
hand, to mould everything around him to 
his will; a natural despot, though a most 
genial and friendly one. There was not 
air enough for him to breathe (one would 
have said) in any limited sphere. —OLI- 
PHANT, MARGARET QO. W., 18938, Thomas 
Chalmers, p. 140. 

His broad Scotch accent was so marked 
as to make it difficult to catch some of 
his utterances; but as he advanced with 
his subject his manner of delivery—which 
was the opposite of Irving’s, being heavy 
and dull—then became eloquent in diction 
_ and earnest in manner.—SAUNDERS, FRED- 

ERICK, 1894, Character Studies, p. 12. 

The great merit of Chalmers as a pro- 
fessor lay in the enthusiasm with which 
he inspired his students. It would have 
been hard indeed for any conscientious 
youth to be under him and not feel his 
soul quickened, at least occasionally, to a 
sublime ardour, and fired with new am- 
bition. So wonderful was his influence, 
that at the Disruption nine-tenths of those 
who passed through his classes stood by 
his side. The present writer, though he 
spent but one session under him before 
the Disruption, can bear testimony, not 

_only to the intellectual and spiritual im- 
pulse he gave, but to the subtle sympathy 
which drew his students to share his 
church views, though he never alluded to 
them in the class, and to the enthusiasm 
with which they listened to him in the 
General Assembly.—BLAIKIE, W. GAR- 
DEN, 1896, Thomas Chalmers (Famous Scots 
Series), p. 145. 

His grasp of mathematical truths and 
of applied science was rather vigorous 
and effective than profound or exact, but 
he brought to both an ardent imagination, 
which gave to these pursuits a vividness 
of interest that absorbed his enthusiastic 
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energy. To his eyes they were coloured 
with brilliancy and an attractiveness 
which they assume only for a few. It 
was to these pursuits that his attention 
was chiefly devoted, and in them that he 
hoped to find the best outlet for his am- 
bition. He had early found employment 
in connection with the teaching of mathe- 
matics at St. Andrews University, and he 
was firmly resolved that his clerical calling 
should not interfere with his work in this 
field. But his popularity as a teacher— 
a popularity due to his marvellous powers 
of exposition and to the rich vein of im- 
agination which clothed his conception 
of scientific truths—was resented by the 
duller but more authorised representatives 
of the Faculty, and he found himself thrust 
aside with little ceremony by men to whom 
his genius was something of a reproach. 
—CRAIK, Sir Henry, 1901, A Century of 
Scottish History, vol. u, p. 316. 
GENERAL 

The grand old Christian Giant—the 
John Knox of the nineteenth century.— 
GILFILLAN, GEORGE, 1855, A Third Gal- 
lery of Portraits, p. 96. 

When we come to think of English liter- 
ature at large, and to think of it as in- 
fluenced or favoured by no special or 
national feelings, it is quite certain that 
the ‘‘Works’’ will undergo a severe sift- 
ing. Portions—large portions, of the mass, 
we cannot doubt, must subside, and, at no 
distant date, will cease to be often asked 
for, or popularly read. The works of the 
very best writers (if voluminous) have 
undergone the same discerptive process. 
Nor has any human reputation hitherto 
been of such plenary force as might suffice 
for immortalizing every paragraph or 
treatise that a man has written and 
printed. Assuredly Chalmers will not 
stand his ground as an exception to this 
almost universal doom—a doom which has 
consigned to oblivion a half—a _ three- 
fourth—or a nine-tenth of the products 
of even the brightest minds; especially 
if they have been, in their day, teeming 
and industrious minds,and if such writers 
have mixed themselves at large with the 
social and political movements of their 
times.—TAyuor, Isaac, 1856, Dr. Chal- 
mers’ Works, North British Review, vol. 
26) Dx2e 

The ‘‘ Astronomical Discourses’’ of Dr. 
Chalmers ran to nine editions within a 
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year ; and, according to Dr. Hanna, never 
previously, nor ever since,has any volume 
of sermons met with such immediate and 
general acceptance. The ‘‘Tales of My 
Landlord’’ had a month’s start in the date 
of publication, and even with such a com- 
petitor it ran an almost equal race. Not 
a few curious observers are said to have 
been struck with the novel competition, 
and watched with lively interest the al- 
most neck to neck course, for a whole 
year, of Scotland’s great preacher and her 
great novelist.—JAcox, Francis, 1872, 
A Run upon a Book, Aspects of Author- 
ship, p. 330. 

As an author, he is distinguished more 
for his exposition of the views of others 
than for the excogitation of anything pro- 
foundly original. It may with confidence 
be pronounced that he had a greater genius 
for style than any other Scotchman of this 
century except Carlyle. We cannot read 
a page of Chalmers without feeling our- 
selves in the hand of a master of luminous 
and varied exposition. Himself possessing 
the clearest grasp of his subject, he fully 
comprehended and kept steadily in view 
the difficulties of the reader: he sought 
to unfold his matter in the most luminous 
sequence, and to make sure that one point 
was thoroughly expounded before he pro- 
ceeded to the next.—MINTO, WILLIAM, 
1872-80, Manual of English Prose Liter- 
ature, p. 521. 

In his philosophical works he unfolds 
and enforces a number of very impor- 
tant principles, not, it may be, absolutely 
original, but still fresh and independent in 
his statement and illustration of them, 
and setting aside error on the one side or 
other. His ‘‘Sketches of Moral and Mental 
Philosophy’’ cannot be said to be a full 
work on ethics, but it enforces great 
truths ina very impressive and eloquent 
way. . His views on natural the- 
ology appeared first in the ‘‘Bridgewater 
Treatise,’? on ‘‘The Adaptation of Ex- 
ternal Nature to the Moral and Intel- 
lectual Constitution of Man.’’ The feel- 
ing of admiration excited was mingled 
with disappointment. The bulk was too 
great for the matter, and the work had 
the appearance of a hasty recooking of 
his old thoughts which were grand in them- 
selves, but were not formed into a duly 
proportioned whole. His arguments and 
hig illustrations have a much better form 
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given them in his subsequently published 
work, —‘‘ Natural Theology.’ — McCosu, 
JAMES, 1874, The Scottish Philosophy, pp. 
401, 402. 

The name of Chalmers is in all the 
churches honored as one of Christian 
genius consecrated to the highest services 
which any man can render to his church 
and hiscountry. His characteristic work, 
however, was not in the field of Christian 
thought. He broke out no new lines 
in this field. He initiated no new move- 
ment. Both he and Andrew Thomson were 
powerful leaders on the old lines—the 
latter with inferior, although stanch 
intellectual weapons. — TULLOCH, JOHN, 
1885, Movements of Religious Thought in 
Britain During the Nineteenth Century, 
p. 108. 


It was this time that he delivered his 
famous “Astronomical Discourses,” which, 
whatever may be said either of the ob- 
jection which he sought to meet, or of the 
argument by which he met it, must be pro- 
nounced unrivalled for the grandeur and 
amplitude of their sweep through the 
depths of space,and for what John Foster 
called ‘‘the brilliant glow of a blazing 
eloquence’’ with which they displayed the 
sublime poetry of the heavens.—TAYLOorR, 
WILLIAM M., 1887, The Scottish Pulpit, 
p. 207. 

Looking at the influence of Chalmers 
on the religious thought and life of Scot- 
land generally, we may say that he let in 
daylight and fresh air on the evangelical 
enclosure of the church. He hardly ever 
opened his lips without uttering some- 
thing fresh and racy. The evangelical 
message assumed a new importance at 
his hands. It came from him sustained 
by intellect, embellished by imagination, 
and enforced by eloquence, while new re- 
lations, hitherto overlooked, were brought 
into view—to the science, the culture, the 
thinking of the age. As Chalmers ad- 
vanced in life a rare sagacity became con- 
spicuous; with broad, statesmanlike view 
he was seen to have apprehended the evils 
of modern society—to have detected the 
remedy, and girded himself, in all his 
strength, to apply it. While thus broad- 
ening out and acquiring fresh influence, he 
was at the same time growing in humility 
and devoutness.—BLAIKIE, W. GARDEN, 
1887, Dictionary of National Biography, 
vol. IX, p. 454, 
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My third biography is that of Dr. 
Chalmers, fruitful of beneficent example in 
more directions than could be easily speci- 
fied, but to me of peculiar service in rela- 
tion to poverty in Glasgow, with its at- 
tendant evils and vices. In his modes of 
averting pauperism, of relieving want in 
person and in kind, of bringing preventive 
measures to bear on the potential nurseries 
of crime, and of enlisting the stronger in 
the aid and comfort of the feebler mem- 
bers of the community,I found many valu- 
able suggestions for the local charities 
which came under my direction or influ- 
ence while I was a parish minister; and 
in the fewer trusts of that kind which I 
still retain, and in my present limited in- 
tercourse with the poor and suffering, I 
see his insight and foresight continually 
verified.—PEABODY, ANDREW P., 1888, 
Books That Have Helped Me, p. 48. 

The long and painful struggle for eman- 
cipationfrom theological dogma can hardly 
be treated in such a paper as this without 
liability to misunderstanding. Strange asit 
may seem, the starting-point of the change 
with me was the reading of the works 
of Dr. Thomas Chalmers, whose writings 
were great favorites with me in the early 
years of my life asa minister. Some of his 
books I read on horseback, riding from one 
preaching place to another. I recail par- 
ticularly the ‘‘ Astronomical Discourses, ”’ 
the ‘‘Bridgewater Treatise,’’ and certain 
portions of the ‘‘Institutes of Theology.’’ 
Dr. Chalmers believed himself to be a 
sound Calvinist, but there were certain 
things, rather in his method than in his 
conclusions, that changed my way of think- 
ing on these things.—EGGLESTON, Ep- 
WARD, 1888, Books That Have Helped Me, 
p. 55. 

As literature his works have hardly 
maintained the reputation which they once 
had, and even those who revere him, un- 
less they let reverence stifle criticism, are 
apt to acknowledge that there is more 
rhetoric than logic in him, and that the 
rhetoric itself is not of the finest.— 
SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1896, A History 
of Nineteenth Century Literature, p. 375. 

Most of his compositions were cast in a 
rhetorical mould, and betray at times all 
the faults peculiar to that form of writing. 
Pomposity, verbiage, bombast, and rodo- 
montade are there to be discovered in 
abundance. Often, again, he employs a 


497 


phraseology and a mode of expression 
which are unintelligible, when they are 
not repellent, to our generation. The 
““scowling infidel’’and the ‘‘ pigmy philoso- 
pher’’ play by much too prominent a 
part in his apologetic writings, while the 
favourite and well-worn image of the 
storm-tossed sailor-boy and his weeping 
mother seems no longer capable of ex- 
citing the desired emotion. . . . A 
straining for effect—a lack of the sense 
of proportion—are but too manifest in his 
most admired pieces. He is by 
no means more satisfactory in handling 
the principles of ethics than in casuistry ; 
and his contributions to moral philosophy 
deservedly exercised very little influence 
on the thought of his own generation,and 
exercised none on the thought of this. 
But, when ample allowance has been made 
for such palpable and serious defects, 
there remains no inconsiderable mass of 
truly admirable writing. Itis not merely 
that we find vigour, impetuosity, and earn- 
estness, though these qualities are present 
in a very high degree. But we find, when 
he is at his best, a copious, dignified, and 
aptly employed, if not exactly elegant, 
vocabulary, a rare felicity of illustration 
and metaphor,a swelling rotundity of dic- 
tion, and a complete mastery of a certain 
species ofrhythmandbalance. . . . Of 
his literary,as of his speculative, influence 
at the present day it is impossible to dis- 
cover any important traces; but those 
who are ambitious enough to aspire to a 
lofty type of the ecclesiastical, or, indeed, 
of any,sort of eloquence, will find in Chal- 
mers an eminently noble and inspiring, 
though, at the same time a highly danger- 
ous, model.—MiLLar, J. H., 1896, Hng- 
lish Prose, ed. Craik, vol. V, p. 224, 225. 


Chalmers was an orator of undoubted 
genius, an administrator of great talent, 
an accomplished scientist, and a second 
rate thinker. His intellect had 
a natural grandeur, apprehended things in 
their largest relations, and ranged con- 
genially among the heights and depths of 
the universe; it was equally remarkable 
for mastery of detail, and for clear con- 
crete vision. He popularized the 
sublimities of science with singular power ; 
the profounder bearing of philosophy and 
of history upon theology lay beyond his 
purview.—HerForpD, C. H., 1897, The 
Age of Wordsworth, p. 31. 


498 


Sharon Turner 
1768-1847 


Born in London, Sept. 24, 1768, was educated at a school in Pentonville, and at an 
early age was articled to an attorney. The first volume of his “‘History of the Anglo- 
Saxons’’ appeared in 1799, and the third in 1805. The three volumes of the “‘History 
of England during the Middle Ages, from the Norman Conquest to 1509,’’ appeared in 
1814, 1815, and 1823; ‘‘The History of the Reign of Henry VIII.’’ in 1826; and ‘‘The 


History of the Reigns of Edward VI., Mary, and Elizabeth,’’ in 1829. 


Sharon Turner 


wrote some poems, and ‘‘The Sacred History of the World,”’ in three volumes, which 
appeared in 1832, 1834, and 1837. He died in Red Lion Square, London, Feb. 138, 1847. 
—TowNSEND, GEORGE H., 1870, The Every-Day Book of Modern Literature, vol. 1, p.204. 


HISTORY OF THE ANGLO-SAXONS 
1799-1805 

So much new information was probably 
never laid before the public in any one 
historical publication. -—SOUTHEY, ROBERT, 
1805, Letter to John May, Aug. 5; Life 
and Correspondence, ed. C. C. Southey, 
ch. Xi. 

Among many historical efforts, princi- 
pally concerning England in different peri- 
ods, his ‘‘History of the Anglo-Saxons’’ 
stands out prominently as a great work. 
He was an eccentric scholar, and an anti- 
quarian, and he found just the place to 
delve in when he undertook that history. 
The style is not good—too epigrammatic 
and broken; but his research is great, his 
speculations bold, and his information con- 
cerning the numbers, manners, arts, learn- 
ing, and other characters of the Anglo- 
Saxons,immense. The student of English 
history must read Turner for a knowledge 
of the Saxon period.—Coprré, HENRY, 
1872, English Literature, p. 448. 

The first edition was published as early 
as 1805 ; and though for the edition of 1807 
the work was carefully revised,itcan hardly 
be considered a standard authority at the 
present day. The investigations of Kem- 
ble, Palgrave, and others have deprived it 
of a value it: once possessed. It will be 
found, however, that the volumes contain 
many minute details of considerable in- 
terest. The author was a special student 
of this period; but, though he accumulated 
a vast number of interesting facts, his 
methods were much less philosophical] than 
those of his more distinguished successors 
inthe same field. The literary style is not 
such as to give additional value to the 
volumes. Aside from its intrinsic merits, 
the work is entitled to some respect ; for, 
when it was first published, it was a genuine 
revelation to the English people. Until 
that time, no one had taken the trouble to 


collect the accessible evidence and bring 
it intoasingle book. Turner, therefore, 
performed a very useful work in calling 
attention to a field which has since been 
very successfully cultivated.— ADAms, 
CHARLES KENDALL, 1882, A Manual of 
Mistorical Literature, p. 448. 


GENERAL 


One of the best writers, of the most 
learned antiquarians and most enlightened 
scholars of his time.—CUMBERLAND, RICH- 
ARD, 1807, Memoirs, vol. 1, p. 324. 


We shall not otherwise advert to living 
historians than to observe, that Mr. Sharon 
Turner has earned the honourable reputa- 
tion of indefatigable diligence, of the love 
of truth and mankind, but has exposed 
himself more and more in each successive 
volume to literary criticisms.—ALLEN, 
JOHN, 1831, Lingard’s History of England, 
Edinburgh Review, vol. 53, p. 17. 

Mr. Turner is often capable of affording 
his reader valuable topics of reflection; 
but, though apparently a most patient 
antiquarian, his imagination is so active, 
that his style is unexpectedly loaded with 
metaphors, to a degree that is not only 
inconsistent with historic composition, but 
with all composition. Very extensive 
reading is displayed; and on the whole, the 
work may be consulted with advantage. 
There is nothing said of the laws of Edward 
the Confessor, a strange omission! nor 
of the rise of the English House of Com- 
mons, though Mr. Turner evidently con- 
ceives that the Commons formed no part 
of the witenage mote. Mr. Turner has, 
since I wrote this paragraph, published 
three quarto volumes on the English His- 
tory, from William I. to Henry VIII. He 
is an antiquarian, as I have mentioned, and 
whatever a man who looks into original 
records publishes, must be more or less of 
importance. Mr. Turner often gives his 
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reader the impression of an amiable man, 
rather than one of a very superior under- 
standing: yet many curious particulars 
may be collected, and much instruction 
may be derived from his learned and often 
amusing work.—Smytu, WILLIAM, 1889, 
Lectures on Modern History, Lecture v. 

Turner’s ‘‘History of England’’ down to 
the lives of the Tudors is replete with 
Anglo-Saxon and other ancient learning; 
and it is written with dignity, purity, and 
eloquence. Turner surpasses Hume in the 
depth and fulness of his researches, and in 
the spirit and tenor of his moral reflec- 
tions.—KENT, JAMES, 1840-53, Outline 
of a Course of English Reading, p. 42. 

Is most honourably laborious and trust- 
worthy, though wearisomely heavy and 
pompous. —SPALDING, WILLIAM, 1852, A 
History of English Literature, p. 392. 

Turner’s ‘‘ History of England,’’ though 
distinguished by the same research and 
acuteness, [as the ‘‘History of the Anglo- 
Saxons’’], is not of equal merit; and, un- 
fortunately, the peculiarities and uncouth- 
ness of its style, as well as a strange at- 
tempt to introduce novelty in spelling, 
has hindered the work from acquiring 
the popularity which it really deserves. — 
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ALISON, SIR ARCHIBALD, 1853-59, History 
of Europe, 1815-1852, ch. v. 

From an ambitious attempt to rival Gib- 
bon in loftiness of style and diction, Mr. 
Turner has disfigured his ‘‘History’’ by a 
pomp of expression and involved intricacy 
of style, that often border on the ludicrous, 
and mar the effect of his narrative. This 
defect is more conspicuous in his latter 
volumes. The early part of his ‘‘History, ’’ 
devoted to the Anglo-Saxons, and the 
labour as he informs us, of sixteen years, 
is by far the most valuable. —CHAMBERS, 
ROBERT, 1876, Cyclopedia of English Lit- 
erature, ed. Carruthers. 

His ‘‘ History of the Anglo-Saxons’’ con- 
tains a mass of valuable matter, handled 
with a rather too obvious reminiscence of 
the large evolution of the ‘‘Decline and 
Fall,’’? and in a style which has caught 
Gibbon’s pomp without his splendour. He 
subsequently carried on the history to the 
reign of Klizabeth, but this part of his 
work was soon obscured by Lingard, while 
his Anglo-Saxon labours retained prestige 
until superseded by Kemble and Thorpe, 
who built upon the broader foundation of 
the school of Grimm.—HERFoRD, C. H., 
1897, The Age of Wordsworth, p. 42. 


Henry Francis Lyte 
1793-1847 

Henry Francis Lyte was born at Ednam, a village situated on the Eden, a tributary 
of the Tweed near Kelso, Roxburghshire, on the lst of June, 1793. He was educated 
at Portora, Inniskillen, and at Trinity College, Dublin, where he distinguished himself 
in three successive years by taking the English poem prize. Though at first intending 
to follow the medical profession he entered the Church (1815), and accepted a curacy 
at Taghmon, near Wexford, afterwards removing to Marazion, Cornwall (1817), where 
he married. Subsequently he held curacies at Lymington, Hampshire (1819), and 
Charlton, Devon, and finally took charge of the new parish of Lower Brixham, Devon- 
shire, where he ministered for five-and-twenty years. His ‘‘Tales on the Lord’s Prayer 
in Verse,’’ written at Lymington, were published in 1826, his ‘‘Poems Chiefly Religious’’ 
in 1833, and his ‘‘Spirit of the Psalms,’’ a metrical version of the Psalter, in 1834. 
His ‘‘Remains, ’’ containing poems, sermons, letters, etc.,and a memoir by his daughter, 
was published in 1850, and a volume of his ‘‘Miscellaneous Poems’’ in 1868. He also 
published an edition of the poem of Henry Vaughan, with a memoir, in 1847.—MILEs, 
ALFRED H., 1897, The Poets and the Poetry of the Century, Sacred, Moral, and Reli- 
gious Verse, p. 157. 


PERSONAL 


It was good for a young man to be in the 
society and under the influence of such a 
true gentleman, scholar, poet, and saint, 
to be impressed by the beauty of holiness, 
and to beso happily assured that the voice 
of joy and health is in the dwellings of the 
righteous. He was revered by all who 


knew him, especially by those whose sym- 
pathies he prized the most—the poor. 
—HOo ez, S. REYNOLDS, 1893, Memories, 
p. 67. 
GENERAL 

Among her purest, choicest, and most 
gifted lyric poets, the Church of Christ 
will ever delight to number Henry Francis 
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Lyte. His contributions to ‘‘the service 
of song in the house of the Lord,”’ and in 
the domestic sanctuary, have been numer- 
ous and excellent. HATFIELD, EDWIN F., 
1884, The Poets of the Church, p. 391. 

A poet whose singular beauty of nature 
and true instinct for his art were not 
always adequately rendered in his verse. 
—PALGRAVE, FRANCIS T., 1896, Land- 
scape in Poetry, p. 249. 

‘‘Abide with Me.’”? This was the Swan 
Song of the Rev H. F. Lyte. He produced 
it on the evening of the Sunday on which 
he preached his last sermon. It is gener- 
ally used as anevening hymn. It was not 
so intended. It refers to the evening of 
life, not of the day, and is more of a hymn 
for the dying than for those about to re- 
new their strength by a night’s rest. It 
was sung at the burial of Professor 
Maurice, and is in constant use throughout 
the English-speaking world. Lyte is buried 
in Nice, and his grave is still sometimes 
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sought out by pilgrims from far across the 
seas who attribute their conversion to 
this hymn.—STEAD, W. T., 1897, Hymns 
that Have Helped, p. 207. 


Lyte had a tender feeling for nature and 
a sense of the sublime, but he lacked 
originality and the creative power of im- 
agination. His general poems have no per- 
manent interest. His lines ‘‘On a Naval 
Officer buried in the Atlantic’’ have been 
praised, and have received musical setting 
at the hands of Sir Arthur Sullivan, but 
they remind one of Campbell, and suffer 
by the comparison, while the last verse 
approaches perilously near to bathos. 
“<The Poet’s Plea’’ is one of the best of 
his longer poems, but it is too long for 
quotation. The best of his hymns are 
wholly admirable, and have become indis- 
pensable to the psalmody of the Church.— 
Mites, ALFRED H., 1897, The Poets and 
the Poetry of the Century, Sacred, Moral 
and Religious Verse, p. 157. 


James Kent 
1763-1847 


James Kent, LL. D., born at Philippi, N. Y., July 31, 1768, graduated at Yale in 
1781; was admitted to the bar in 1787, and settled at Poughkeepsie; was a member 
of the legislature in 1790 and 1792. In 1793 he removed to New York, and became a 
master in chancery, a leader among the Federalists, and professor of law in Columbia 
College. In 1797 he became recorder of New York; in 1798-1804 was a puisne judge 
of the supreme court of New York, and in 1804-14 chief-justice. In the latter year 
he was appointed chancellor of New York, which office he held till 1828. He was in 
1822 a member of the constitutional convention at Albany; in 1824 resumed his pro- 


fessorship in Columbia College. 
Law.”’ 
eral Cyclopedia, vol. 1, p. 720. 


PERSONAL 


He is, in his conversation, extremely 
active, simple, entertaining, and I know 
not when we have had among us a man so 
much to my mind in all things. I dined 
with him five or six times, and he dined 
with us the last day, and a rare display 
of fine talk we had at table, between him, 
Mr. Prescott, Mr. Lowell,and Mr. Webster. 
. . . Everybody was delighted with him. 
His whole visit among us was an unbroken 
triumph, which he enjoyed with the great- 
est openness. . . . Indeed, the Chancellor 
seemed to give an uncommon stir and 
brightness to men’s faculties, while he was 
with us, there seemed to be a 
happy and healthy excitement of the in- 
tellectual powers and social feelings of all 


His principal work is ‘‘Commentaries on American 
Died Dec. 12, 1847.—BARNARD AND Guyot, eds., 1885, Johnson’s New Gen- 


with whom he came in contact, that was 
the evident result of his rich talents and 
transparent simplicity of character, and 
which I have never known to be produced 
among us in the same degree by any other 
individual.—TIcKNoR, GEORGE, 1823, To 
Cc. S. Davies, Sept. 19; Life, Letters and 
Journals, vol. 1, pp. 339, 340. 

He went to the grave as it is given to 
fewmen. Having spent a life of the high- 
est usefulness, acknowledged at home and 
abroad, of an extent far beyond the com- 
mon limits of human existence; loved, 
almost adored, by his family,and cherished 
with venerating affection by bands of 
friends; active almost to the very limit of 
his life, —he was allowed to depart in the 
arms of his own, leaving a name loved ag 
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long as they live, and honored as long as 
our nation shall exist. Are there many 
mortals who can compare with him?— 
LizBER, FRANCIS, 1847, Letter to William 
Kent ; Memoirs and Letters of James Kent, 
ed. Kent, p. 277. 

His industry and learning, his intellect- 
ual powers, and his unblemished character 
were all the capital he possessed, and the 
only dowry of the bride were her personal 
charms, her firm principles and excellent 
judgment, the sweetness of her temper, 
and the purity of her heart. It is true, 
then, that they were poor—exceedingly 
poor; but it is also true that, in their 
poverty, they were exceedingly rich; for, 
in addition to the riches I have named, 
their mutual affection was disinterested 
and sincere, and their trust in Providence 
unlimited and unwavering.—DurEr, JOHN, 
1848, A Discourse on the Life, Character 
and Public Service of James Kent. 


In the discharge of his judicial duties 
there was so much gentleness, modesty and 
simplicity, united with such depth of learn- 
ing and compass of mind, that the profes- 
sion and people loved him quite as much as 
they admired and respected him. Often, 
during an argument, he reminded counsel 
of decision touching the case at bar, that, 
with all their scrutiny and research, they 
had overlooked. Few of the thousands, 
in and out of the profession, who have 
read and admired the writings of Kent 
understood the unpretentious character 
and simple manners of their author. In 
this respect he resembled Chief Justice 
Marshall and Judge Peterson, of the United 
States Supreme Court. In his intercourse 
with his friends and neighbors, he was et 
id genus omne, one of them, without any 
reserve, though he never lost that ineffable 
grace of manner which results from a 
union with exalted mental endowments. A 
perpetual sunshine seemed to surround 
him, lighting up all phases of his life, sub- 
ordinating them almost to a woman-like 
affection and sympathy. But on the 
bench he was one of the most dignified 
of American Judges.— Proctor, L. B., 
1888, The Trials and Triumphs of a Young 
Lawyer, p. 4. 

As Judge Kent himself notes, he did not 
possess forensic talent, nor was he ever 
distinguished in contentions at the bar. 
He spoke through his pen, and, upon the 
few occasions on which he made public 
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addresses, he spoke entirely from his notes. 
He was a graceful, eloquent, and interest- 
ing speaker. . . . Throughout the long 
and busy life of Chancellor Kent there was 
one unchanging undercurrent of feeling 
which appears in all his correspondence, — 
his strong and ardent love for his home, 
his wife, his family, and the pursuit of 
learning, of which he never wearied. His 
highest anticipation was that, at some 
time, he might retire from the ‘‘busy 
haunts of men,’’ and, gathering about him 
his family and belongings on some sunny 
hillside, pass the rest of his days in ideal 
repose. It was the early cultivation of 
these peaceful pleasures and pursuits 
which brought such tranquil happiness to 
his declining years.—KENT, WILLIAM, 
1898, Memoirs and Letters of James Kent, 
pp. 227, 257. 

During his judicial career his greatness 
never seems to have been questioned by his 
contemporaries. They saw that he was a 
great judge; we see that he was a legal 
giant—one of those masters whose stature 
is above that of ordinary men. But when 
we read his Life, and perceive his simplicity 
and modesty, and his unfailing refusal to 
trust to anything but industry and minute 
accuracy and research, we feel that, 
wonderful as his powers were, he earned 
his fame by labor as unusual, and hence 
to record of his achievements inspires in 
us, as it did in his contemporaries, less 
envy than a sort of affectionate venera- 
tion. . . . Simplicity of feeling and ex- 
pression, sometimes approaching naiveté ; 
shrewdness and capacity for dealing with 
men; honesty, industry, strong domestic 
affections, combined with great kindliness, 
suavity, humility, and modesty, shine out 
in the reminiscences and letters preserved. 
Kent’s career was the opposite of advent- 
urous-—in fact, had few incidents of any 
sort; his biography cannnot be made 
picturesque. Dramatic in a certain sense 
it is, for he was the architect of a great 
and enduring position, which he made him- 
self by sheer native force of mind and 
character.—SrpG@wick, A. G., 1898, Chan- 
cellor Kent, The Nation, vol. 67, pp. 95, 96. 

DECISIONS 

In his decisions we can everywhere 
trace the happy use of that marvellous 
system of doctrines which Justinian col- 
lected with so much care, and which stands 
unrivalled in the world for its general 
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equity,and nice adaptation to the necessi- 
ties of mankind. Let those who 
now doubt the importance of the study of 
the civil law by common lawyers read 
diligently the opinions of Mr. Chancellor 
Kent, and they will find all the objections 
raised by indolence and ignorance and 
prejudice practically refuted, and the civil 
law triumphantly sustained. They will 
perceive the vivid lights which it casts on 
the paths of juridical science; and they 
will be instructed and cheered in the pur- 
suit, though they may not hope to move in 
the brilliant career of such a judge with 
equal footsteps. . . . As to the chancery 
decisions of Mr. Chancellor Kent, they are 
as full of learning, and pains-taking re- 
search, and vivid discrimination, as those 
of any man that ever sat on the English 
woolsack.—STorRY, JOSEPH, 1820, Chancery 
Jurisdiction, North American Review, vol. 
11, pp. 141, 142, 165. 

His researches on every point were so 
full as to leave little or nothing to be sup- 
plied by those who might afterwards wish 
to have his decisions re-examined or to test 
the correctness of his conclusions. . . . 
His judicial opinions are, therefore, un- 
commonly interesting and instructive to 
all, but especially to those who have com- 
menced the study of the law, and aspire 
to eminence in that profession.—JOHNSON, 
WILLIAM, 1885, Life of Chancellor Kent, 
National Portratt-Gallery of Distinguished 
Americans, vol. I. 

His decisions must forever remain a 
monument of judicial wisdom, learning, 
and eloquence, without superior in those 
of any country or any age.—HOFFMAN, 
DAVID, 1836, A Course of Legal Study, 
2nd ed. 

I do not scruple to affirm that they 
(Decisions), form a series of unequalled 
excellence, and to the Equity lawyer of 
inestimable value: they are the most pre- 
cious treasure his library contains. None 
who reflect on the nature and amount of 
instruction that these volumes supply, and 
on the method and style in which that in- 
struction is conveyed, if able to make the 
comparison, will refuse to admit that there 
is no series of Reports in England, or in 
the United States, that,in these distinctive 
proofs of a superior and permanent value, 
resembles or approaches them.—Durr, 
JOHN, 1848, A Discourse on the Life, Char- 
acter and Public Services of James Kent. 


JAMES KENT 


COMMENTARIES UPON AMERICAN 
LAW 
1826-32 

They [‘‘Commentaries’’ ] may be recom- 
mended to the English law-student of the 
present day as a substitute for Blackstone. 
They contain not only a clear statement 
of the English law, with all the alterations 
that have taken place since the time of 
Blackstone, buta full account of the main 
principles of Equity (a topic on which the 
English commentator is confessedly de- 
ficient) ;also a review of the modifications 
engrafted on the English law by the differ- 
ent States of the Union, and on all im- 
portant questions, an instructive parallel 
between the English, American, Modern 
Continental, and Civil Laws.—JOHNES, 
ARTHUR JAMES, 1834, Reform of the Court 
of Chancery. 


They [‘‘Commentaries’’] are fine ex- 
amples of lucid and manly reasoning, and 
the style in which they are written is per- 
spicuous and forcible. From the nature 
of the work, Chancellor Kent was only able 
to devote a small portion of his treatise 
to the Law of Nations; but their brevity 
is the only thing that is objectionable in 
these lectures, for all that the author does 
give us is valuable.—MANNING, WILLIAM 
OKE, 1839, Commentaries on the Laws of 
Nations, p. 44. 


It is the character of the ‘‘Commen- 
taries’’ as a national work, and their 
masterly execution as such, that have 
stamped upon them a peculiar value. It 
is to these causes that the extent of the 
influence which they rapidly acquire and 
now exert on the jurisprudence, not of a 
single State, but of all, must be ascribed. 

. Itis now in the hands of every 
student and of every practitioner of the 
law, and it ought to be in the hands of 
every legislator and statesman, and indeed 
of every man of cultivated mind and liberal 
studies.—Durr, JOHN, 1848, A Discourse 
on the Life, Character and Public Services 
of James Kent, pp. 76, 79. 

In 1826 he published the first volume of 
his Commentaries, at the earnest solicita- 
tion of his friends, he himself having little 
expectation of a favourable reception by 
the public. He originally contemplated 
but two volumes, but these expanded as he 
proceeded, into four, the last of which 
appeared in 1830. They at once took the 
high place they have since held in legal 
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literature, and as the universally received 
text-books of the science throughout the 
country, as by the plan of stating first the 
common law on each topic, and afterwards 
the changes introduced by decisions or 
statute in each state, it is adapted to the 
use of every portion of the Union.— 
DuYCKINCK, Evert A. AND GEorGE L., 
1855-65-75, Cyclopedia of American Lit- 
erature, ed. Simons, vol. 1, p. 527. 
Chancellor Kent is the most eminent 
personage in the annals of American juris- 
prudence, —not excepting such men even 
as Marshall and Story. No one had so 
large a share as had Chancellor Kent in 
creating the American system of Equity. 
. . . Chancellor Kent has been called, in 
allusion to his Commentaries, the ‘‘ Ameri- 
can Blackstone.’’ The comparison does 
the Englishman the greater honor, for Kent 
surpassed his predecessor in almost every 
feature that goes to constitute a jurist. 
Chancellor Kent was profoundly versed in 
Roman law, and from that knowledge de- 
rived his wonderful symmetry and breadth 
of culture, whereas not one in ten of the 
allusions to the Roman Law in Blackstone’s 
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Commentaries is respectably accurate. 
The style of the English jurist is inflated 
and conceited, that of Kent is easy, natural, 
and vigorous.—Hart, JoHN S.,‘1872, A 
Manual of American Literature, p. 126. 

Even when one reads such law-books as 
Chancellor Kent’s standard‘‘Commentaries 
on American Law,”’ he finds matter for lit- 
erary praise in theauthor’s solid English. 
—RICHARDSON, CHARLES F., 1885, Ameri- 
can Literature, 1607-1885, vol.1, p. 514. 

But it is to his Commentaries that Kent 
owes his wide-spread and enduring fame. 
The first book placed in the hands of the 
American law student ; the source to which 
the experienced practitioner, after weary- 
ing himself among the crudities of other 
elementary writers and _ irreconcilable 
disagreements of judicial decisions, still 
resorts with confidence; an authority of 
the supremest influence in our courts; 
these Commentaries have thus far been 
without a rival, and probably can never be 
displaced so long as our present system of 
jurisprudence prevails. —BROWNE, IRVING, 
1894, Short Studies of Great Lawyers, 
p. 224, 


Richard Henry Wilde 
1789-1847 


Richard Henry Wilde was born in Dublin, Ireland, September 24, 1789. His father, 
a merchant, emigrated to Baltimore, Md., in 1797, and died bankrupt in 1802. His 
widow removed to Augusta, Ga., where she kept a small shop and educated her family. 
Richard was admitted to the bar in 1809, became Attorney-General of Georgia, and in 
1815 was elected to Congress. He was in Congress again from 1828 to 1835, and then 
went to Europe, and passed nearly five years in Italy. In Florence he found documents 
which threw new light upon the life of Dante, and discovered Giotto’s portrait of him 
on the wall of the Chapel of the Bargello. On his return home, Mr. Wilde published, 
in 1842, ‘‘Conjectures and Researches concerning the Love, Madness, and Imprisonment 
of Torquato Tasso,’’ with translations of several of Tasso’s poems. He also wrote the 
first volume of a projected life of Dante. In 1844 he removed to New Orleans, where 
he practised his profession, and occupied the chair of Common Law in the University 
of Louisiana till his death, which took place, September 10, 1847.—JoHNSON, RossI- 
TER, 1875, Little Classics, Authors, p. 245. 


GENERAL 


Has acquired much reputation as a poet, 
and especially as the author of a little piece 
entitled ‘‘My Life is Like the Summer 
Rose,’’ whose claim to originality has been 
made the subject of repeated and re- 
iterated attack and defence. Upon the 
whole it is hardly worth quarrelling about. 
Far better verses are to be found in 
every second newspaper we take up.— 
Por, EpGAR ALLAN, 1841, A Chapter on 


Autography, Works, eds. Stedman and WWood- 
berry, vol. 1X, p. 230. 

The romantic love, the madness, and im- 
prisonment of Tasso had become a subject 
of curious controversy, and he entered into 
the investigation ‘‘with the enthusiasm of 
a poet, and the patience and accuracy of 
a case-hunter,’’ and produced a work, pub- 
lished since his return to the United States, 
in which the questions concerning Tasso 
are most ably discussed, and lights are 


504 


thrown upon them by his letters, and by 
some of his sonnets, which last are ren- 
dered into English with rare felicity.— 
GRISWOLD, Rurus W., 1842, The Poets 
and Poetry of America, p. 76. 


Besides his investigation in the literature 
of Dante he made a special study of the 
vexed question connected with the life of 
Tasso. The result of this he gave to the 
public on his return to America in his 
“‘Conjectures and Researches concerning 
the Love, Madness, and Imprisonment of 
Torquato Tasso,’? a work of diligent 
scholarship, in which the elaborate argu- 
ment is enlivened by the elegance of the 
frequent original translations of the son- 
nets. In this he maintains the sanity of 
Tasso, and traces the progress of the in- 
trigue with the Princess Lenora D’ Este as 
the key of the poet’s difficulties. —Duyck- 
INCK, EverRT A. AND GEORGE L., 1855- 
65-75, Cyclopedia of American Litera- 
ture, ed. Simons, vol. 1, p. 806. 


I know, however, in the whole range of 
imitative verse, no line superior, perhaps 
I should say none equal, to that in Wilde’s 
celebrated nameless poem. 

Yet as if grieving to efface 

All vestige of the human race, 

On that lone shore loud moans the sea. 

Here the employment of monosyllables, 
of long vowels and of liquids, without 
harsh consonantal sounds, together with 
the significance of the words themselves, 
gives to the verse a force of expression 
seldom if ever surpassed.—MARSH, GEORGE 
P., 1860, Lectures on the English Lan- 
guage, Lecture xxv. 


Mr Wilde was [one day] surprised to 
find in a Georgia newspaper a Greek Ode, 
purporting to have been written by Alczeus, 
an early Kolian poet of somewhat obscure 
fame, and it was claimed that Mr. Wilde’s 
verses were simply a translation of this 
Ode, the ideas in both being almost identi- 
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cal. As Mr. Wilde had never heard of 
Alczeus, he was much puzzled to account 
for this resemblance of the two poems. 
At the suggestion of a friend, the Greek 
Ode was sent to Mr. Binney for examina- 
tion and criticism. He at once, much to 
the relief of Mr. Wilde, pronounced it a 
forgery, pointing out wherein its style 
differed from that of the classical Greek. 
It turned out afterwards that the Ode in 
question had been written by an Oxford 
scholar on a wager that no one in that 
University was sufficiently familiar with 
the style of the early Greek poets to detect 
the counterfeit. To carry out this scheme, 
he had translated Mr. Wilde’s verses into 
Greek.—STILLf, CHARLES J., 1870, Mem- 
or of Horace Binney, Jr. 


The stanzas beginning ‘‘My life is like 
the summer rose’’ have a curious history. 
Mr. Wilde had a brother James, an officer 
in the United States army, who, on his 
return from the Seminole war, told numer- 
ous entertaining stories of his adventures 
inFlorida. Thissuggested to Richard the 
idea of a song supposed to be sung by a 
European held captive among the savages 
of the Florida coast; and these stanzas, 
which were intended as the beginning of 
a longer poem, were the result. Mr. 
Anthony Barclay, of Savannah, translated 
the poem into Greek, and afterward some- 
body started the story that Wilde had 
stolen it from the Greek of Alczeus. The 
Georgia Historical Society has published 
a little volume to set the matter right.— 
JOHNSON, ROSSITER, 1875, Little Classics, 
Authors, p. 246. 


These ‘‘Stanzas’’ were not the work of 
a ‘‘single-poem-writer,’’ for the author 
wrote other finished and beautiful short 
poems that have been undeservedly for- 
gotten.—ONDERDONK, JAMES L., 1900- 
Ol, History of American Verse (1610- 
1897), p. 164. 


Grace Aguilar 
1816-1847 
Grace Aguilar (born 1816, died 1847), authoress of moral tales and religious tracts, 


was a Jewess of Spanish extraction. 
numerous. 


For the shortness of her life, her works are very 
They may be divided as follows: 


Two historic novels, ‘‘The Vale of 


Cedars,’’ a story of the Jews in Spain during the fifteenth century, and ‘‘The Days of 
Bruce,’’ which remains the most popular of her works; they are written in the heroic 
style fit for the mouths of the knights of bygone days or the heroes of modern melo- 
drama, and, but for the entire absence of humor, would recall ‘‘Ivanhoe’’ and the 
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“‘Talisman ;’’ three domestic stories, ‘‘Home Influence,’ ‘‘The Mother’s Recompense, ’’ 
and ‘‘Woman’s Friendship ;’’ and a collection of short stories, ‘‘Home Scenes and Heart 
Studies,’’ the general character of which is like Miss Edgeworth’s tales, though again 
the style is for the most part heroic, and humour absent; ‘‘The Women of Israel,”’ 
a series of short sketches of some of the notable women in ancient Jewish history; 
and a few religious treatises, the most important being ‘‘The Spirit of Judaism,’’ in 
which she defends the purity of her religon against the perversions and persecutions 
of Christianity. She died at Frankfort.—SaNnpgErs, LLoyp C., ed., 1887, Celebrities 


of the Century, p. 23. 
PERSONAL 


Grace Aguilar was extremely fond of 
music; she had been taught the piano from 
infancy; and, in 1831, commenced the 
harp. She sang pleasingly, preferred Eng- 
lish songs, invariably selecting them for 
the beauty or sentiment of the words. She 
was also passionately fond of dancing; and 
her cheerful, lively manners, in the society 
of her young friends, would scarcely have 
led any to imagine how deeply she felt and 
pondered the serious and solemn subjects 
which afterwards formed the labour of her 
life. She enjoyed all that was innocent; 
but the sacred feeling of duty always regu- 
lated her conduct.— HALE,SARAH JOSEPHA, 
1852, Woman's Record, p. 162. 


She was a ‘‘woman of Israel,’’ truthful, 
upright, charitable, just and true. We 
echo the sentiment we read many years 
ago on her monument: ‘‘Let her own 
works praise her in the gates.’’—HALL, 
SAMUEL CARTER, 1883, Retrospect of a 
Long Life, p. 414. 


In person she was not at all the typical 
Jewess. She had soft but expressive grey 
eyes, and that brown hair which only wants 
a touch of gold to make it almost auburn. 
Above the middle height, she was slender 
to a degree, imparting an air of fragility 
—with regular features, and an oval face 
that easily lighted up. Her voice was 
clear-toned, though gentle, and her man- 
ners were essentially what is understood 
by ladylike. She was devoted to her 
parents, and proud of having been entirely 
educated by them, save for an interval in 
early childhood, too brief to be worth re- 
cording. She was proud, too, of being 
descended from philosophers, physicians, 
and statesmen of Spain, although they ex- 
isted under conditions, difficult to realize 
or wholly to excuse. Indeed, in 
remembering Grace Aguilar, I always think 
more of her moral elevation than of her 
genius; so tender was her conscience, so 
charitable were her judgments, and so 


generous her sympathies.— CROSLAND, 
Mrs. NEWTON (CAMILLA TOULMIN), 1893, 
Landmarks of a Literary Life, pp.171, 175. 


GENERAL 


All of these works are highly creditable 
to the literary taste and talents of the 
writer; and they have a value beyond 
what the highest genius could give—the 
stamp of truth, piety, and love, and an 
earnest desire to do good to her fellow- 
beings.—HALE, SARAH JOSEPHA, 1852, 
Woman’s Record, p. 162. 


All her novels are of a highly senti- 
mental character,and mainly deal with the 
ordinary incidents of domestic life. Like 
the rest of her writings, they evince an 
intensely religious temperament, but one 
free from sectarian prejudice.— LEE, 
SIDNEY, 1885, Dictionary of Natural Biog- 
raphy, vol. 1, p. 180. 


Her ‘‘Days of Bruce’’ is a wonderful 
production for a girl of little more than 
twenty; and her romance, ‘‘The Martyr,’ 
shows how well she was versed in Spanish 
history.—CROSLAND, Mrs. NEWTON (CAM- 
ILLA TOULMIN), 1893, Landmarks of a 
Interary Life, p. 173. 


In her religious writings Miss Aguilar’s 
attitude wasdefensive. . Despite her almost 
exclusive intercourse with Christians and 
her utter lack of prejudice, her purpose, 
apparently, was to equip English Jewesses 
with arguments against conversionists. 
She inveighed against formalism, and laid 
stress upon knowledge of Jewish history 
and the Hebrew language. In view of the 
neglect of the latter by women (to whom 
she modestly confined her expostulations), 
she constantly pleaded for the reading 
of the Scriptures in the English version. 
Her interest in the reform movement was 
deep; yet, despite her attitude toward 
tradition, she observed ritual ordinances 
punctiliously. Her last work was a sketch 
of the ‘‘History of the Jews in England,’’ 
written for ‘‘Chambers’s Miscellany.’’ In 
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point of style it is the most finished posthumously by her mother. The de- 
of her productions, free from the ex- fects of her style are mainly chargeable 


uberances and redundancies that disfigure to youth.—SzoLD, HENRIETTA, 1901, The 
the tales—published, for the most part, Jewish Encyclopedia, vol. I, p. 275. 


Thomas Frognall Dibdin 
1776-1847 

Bibliographer, a nephew of Charles Dibdin, was born at Calcutta in 1776. Having 
lost both parents when hardly four years of age, he was brought up by a maternal 
uncle, studied at St. John’s College, Oxford, tried law, but took orders in 1804. Li- 
brarian to Lord Spencer, he proceeded D. D. in 1825; held the vicarage of Hxning 
near Newmarket and the rectory of St. Mary’s, Bryanston Square, London; and died 
18th November 1847. Among his works were ‘‘Bibliomania’’ (1809); ‘‘The Biblio- 
graphical Decameron” (1817) ; ‘‘Bibliotheca Spenceriana” (1814-15) ; ‘‘Bibliographical 
Tour in France and Germany’’ (1821); ‘‘Reminiscences of a Literary Life’’ (1836) ; 
and ‘‘Bibliographical tour in the Northern Counties of England and Scotland’’(1838). 


—PATRICK AND GROOME, eds., 1897, Chambers’s Biographical Dictionary, p. 297. 


PERSONAL 


I knew him in his later years,and found 
him full of literary information, and as 
eager to communicate as I was to receive 
it. He was small in stature, with a counte- 
nance expressive of much firmness, and a 
profusion of gray hair.—MACKENZzIE, R. 
SHELTON, 1854, ed. Noctes Ambrosiane, 
vol. 1, p. 214, note. 

At the Roxburghe sale the edition of 
Boccaccio printed by Valdarfer sold for 
the enormous sum of 2,260/., and to com- 
memorate this Dibdin proposed that several 
of the leading bibliophiles should dine to- 
gether on the day. Highteen met at the 
St. Alban’s Tavern, in St. Alban’s Street 
(now Waterloo Place), on 17 June 1812, 
with Lord Spencer as president, and Dibdin 
as vice-president. This was the beginning 
of the existence of the Roxburghe Club. 
The number of members was ultimately in- 
creased to thirty-one, and each member was 
expected to produce a reprint of some rare 
volume of English literature. In spite of 
the worthless character of some of the 
early publications (of which it was said that 
when they were unique there was already 
one copy too many in existence), and of 
the ridicule thrown on the club by the 
publication of Haslewood’s ‘‘Roxburghe 
Revels,” this was the parent of the publish- 
ing societies established in this country, 
which have done so much for English his- 
tory and antiquities, to say nothing of 
other branches of literature; and Dibdin 
must be credited with being the originator 
of the proposal.—Luarp, Rev. H. R., 
1888, Dictionary of National Biography, 
vol. XV, p. 7. 


GENERAL 


Mr. Dibdin has now been for many years 
employed in composing and compiling 
some of the most expensive, thickest, 
largest and heaviest octavos which have 
ever issued from the press. The volume 
which is now before us, not the last we 
presume, is certainly not the least of the 
Dibdin: family. The ‘‘Bibliotheca Spen- 
ceriana”’ beats in breadth—the ‘‘Biblio- 
graphical Decameron’’ and ‘‘Bibliograph- 
ical Tour’’ in height, or, as he would say, 
in tallness, —but, for thickness and specific 
gravity, the intellectual, as well as ma- 
terial, pound weight, we will back ‘‘The 
Library Companion’”’ against any of them. 
In all his long,many and weighty labours, 
Mr. Dibdin seems to have had but one 
object in view, and that neither a very 
good-natured nor in him a very gracious 
one: his ambition has been to raise a laugh 
at the expense of a very innocent, but not 
very wise, body of men,—the collectors 
of scarce and black-letter books. Under 
the masque of a more than common zeal 
in their pursuit,and of affectionate regard 
for their persons, he has bestowed much 
complimentary sarcasm upon the one, and 
placed the other with great gravity in ex- 
ceedingly ludicrous situations. —DISRAELI, 
Isaac, 1825, Quarterly Review, vol. 32, 
fig isv7 

Was the prince of bibliographers. . 

By his writings and publications in this 
line he contributed largely to the exten- 
sive bibliomania which prevailed in Eng- 
land in the early part of the present 
century.—HaArtT, JOHN S., 1872, A Man- 
ual of English Literature, p. 494. 
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Mary Ann Lamb 
1764-1847 


The daughter of respectable parents, was born in London about 1766. She was 
subject to attacks of insanity,and in one of them,in 1796, brought on by over-exertion, 
and anxiety about her mother, then quite an aged person, she stabbed her mother to 
the heart, killing her instantly. After recovering from this attack, she resided with 
her brother Charles, the well-known author of ‘‘Hssays of Elia,’’? who devoted his 
whole life to her. They lived in or near London. In connexion with her brother, 
Miss Lamb wrote two volumes of juvenile poetry; ‘‘Stories for Children, or Mrs. 
Leicester’s School ;’’ and ‘‘Tales from Shakspeare.’’ Miss Lamb was remarkable for 
the sweetness of her disposition, the clearness of her understanding, and the gentle 
wisdom of all her acts and words, notwithstanding the distraction under which she 
suffered for weeks, and latterly for months, in every year. She survived her brother 
eleven years, dying May 20th, 1847. She was buried with him in Edmonton church- 


yard.— HALE, SARAH JOSEPHA, 1852, Woman’s Record, p. 379. 


PERSONAL 


Bridget Elia has been my housekeeper 
for many a long year. I have obligations 
to Bridget, extending beyond the period of 
memory. We house together, old bachelor 
and old maid, in a sort. of double single- 
ness. . . We agree pretty well in 
our tastes and habits—yet so, as ‘‘with a 
difference.” We are generally in harmony, 
with occasional bickerings,—as it should 
be among near relations. Our sympathies 
are rather understood, than expressed ; 
and once, upon my dissembling a tone in 
my voice more kind than ordinary, my 
cousin burst into tears, and complained 
that I was altered. We are both great 
readers in different directions. While I 
am hanging over (for the thousandth time) 
some passage in old Burton, or one of his 
strange contemporaries, she is abstracted 
in some modern tale, or adventure, whereof 
our common reading-table is daily fed 
with assiduously fresh supplies. . . . We 
are both of us inclined to be a little too 
positive; and I have observed the result 
of our disputes to be almost uniformly 
this—that in matters of fact, dates, and 
circumstances, it turns out that I was in 
the right, and my cousin in the wrong. 
But where we have differed upon moral 
points, upon something proper to be done, 
or let alone; whatever heat of opposition, 
or steadiness of conviction I set out with, 
1 am sure always in the long run, to be 
brought over to her way of thinking. I 
must touch upon the foibles of my kins- 
woman with a gentle hand, for Bridget 
does not like to be told of her faults. She 
hath an awkward trick (to say no worse 
of it) of reading in company; at which 
times she will answer yes or no to a 


question, without fully understanding its 
purport—which is provoking, and deroga- 
tory in the highest degree to the dignity 
of the putter of the said question. Her 
presence of mind is equal to the most 
pressing trials of life, but will sometimes 
desert her upon trifling occasions. When 
the purpose requires it, and is a thing of 
moment, she can speak to it greatly; but 
in the matters which are not stuff of the 
conscience, she hath been known some- 
times to let slip a word less seasonably. 
o%e In a season of distress, she is the 
truest comforter; but in the teasing ac- 
cidents, and minor perplexities, which do 
not call out the will to meet them, she 
sometimes maketh matters worse by an 
excess of participation. If she does not 
always divide your trouble, upon the 
pleasanter occasions of life, she is sure 
always to treble your satisfaction. — 
LAMB, CHARLES, 1825, Mackery End in 
Hertfordshire, Essays of Elia. 

His sister, whose literary reputation is 
closely associated with her brother’s, and 
who, as the original of ‘‘Bridget Klia,’’ is 
a kind of object for literary affection, came 
in after him. She is a small, bent figure, 
evidently a victim to illness, and hears 
with difficulty. Her face has been, I 
should think, a fine and handsome one, 
and her bright, gray eye is still full of in- 
telligence and fire.—WILLIS, NATHANIEL, 
PARKER, 1835, Pencillings by the Way, 
Letter cxvii. 

Yesterday was a painfully interesting 
day. I attended the funeral of Mary Lamb. 
At nine a coach fetched me. We drove 
to her dwelling at St. John’s Wood, from 
whence two coaches accompanied the body 
to Edmonton across a pretty country, but 
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the heat of the day rendered the drive 
oppressive. We took refreshment at the 
house where dear Charles Lamb died, and 
were then driven towards our homes. . . . 
There was no sadness assumed by the at- 
tendants, but we all talked together with 
warm affection of dear Mary Lamb, and 
that most delightful of creatures, her 
brother Charles; of all the men of genius 
I ever knew, the one the most intensely 
and universally to be loved.—RoBINSON, 
Henry Crass, 1847, Diary, May 29. 

I see that Mary Lamb is dead. She 
departed, eighty-two years old, on the 20th 
of May. She had survived her mind in 
great measure, but much of the heart 
remained. Miss Lamb had a very fine 
feeling for literature, and was refined in 
mind, though homely, almost coarse, in 
personal habits. Her departure is an 
escape out of prison, to her sweet, good 
soul.—CoLERIDGE, SARA, 1847, Letter to 
Miss Fenwick, July 6; Memoir and Letters, 
ed. her Daughter, p. 315. 

The constant impendency of this giant 
sorrow saddened to “‘the Lambs” even their 
holidays; as the journey which they both 
regarded as the relief and charm of the 
year was frequently followed by aseizure. 
. - - Miss Lamb experienced, and full well 
understood, the premonitory symptoms of 
the attack, in restlessness, low fever, and 
the inability to sleep; and, as gently as 
possible, prepared her brother for the duty 
he must soon perform; and thus, unless 
he could stave off the terrible separation 
till Sunday, obliged him to ask leave of 
absence from the office as if for a day’s 
pleasure—a bitter mockery! On one oc- 
casion Mr. Charles Lloyd met them, slowly 
pacing together a little footpath in Hoxton 
Fields, both weeping bitterly, and found, 
on joining them, that they were taking 
their solemn way to the accustomed Asy- 
lum. Miss Lamb would have been 
remarkable for the sweetness of her dis- 
position, the clearness of her understand- 
ing, and the gentle wisdom of all her acts 
and words, even if these qualities had not 
been presented in marvellous contrast 
with the distractions under which she 
suffered for weeks, latterly for months in 
every year. There was no tinge of in- 
sanity discernible in her manner to the 
most observant eye. Hazlitt used 
to say that he never met with a woman 
who could reason and had met with only 
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one thoroughly reasonable—the sole ex- 
ception being Mary Lamb. She did not 
wish, however, to be made an exception, 
to the general disparagement of her sex; 
for in all her thoughts and feelings she 
was most womanly—keeping under, ever 
in due subordination to her notion of a 
woman’s province, an intellect of rare ex- 
cellence which flashed out when the re- 
straints of gentle habit and humble manner 
were withdrawn by the terrible force of 
disease. Though her conversation in sanity 
was never marked by smartness or rep- 
artee ; seldom rising beyond that of a sensi- 
ble, quiet gentlewoman, appreciating and 
enjoying the talents of her friends,it was 
otherwise in her madness. . . Her 
ramblings often sparkled with brilliant 
description and shattered beauty.—TAL- 
FOURD, THOMAS Noon, 1848, Final Memo- 
rials of Charles Lamb, pp. 289, 298, 299. 

Her relapses were not dependent on the 
seasons; they came in hot summers and 
with the freezing winters. The only remedy 
seems to have been extreme quiet, when 
any slight symptom of uneasiness was ap- 
parent. Charles (poor fellow) had to live, 
day and night, in the society of a person 
who was—mad! If any exciting talk oc- 
curred he had to dismiss his friend, with 
awhisper. If any stupor or extraordinary 
silence was observed, then he had to rouse 
her instantly. —ProcTER, BRYAN WALLER 
(BARRY CORNWALL), 1866, Charles Lamb; 
A Memoir, p. 118. 


Mary Lamb was altogether worthy of 
her brother’s love. In addition to that 
bond of affection which bound them to- 
gether through affliction, she was a woman 
of great mental attractions. She was a 
continual reader. When in the asylum, 
Charles took care to furnish her with 
plenty of books, for they were like her 
daily bread. She was a delightful writer. 
Hazlitt held her to be the only woman he 
had met who could reason. ‘‘Were I to 
give way to my feelings,’’ says Words- 
worth, in the note to his poem on Charles 
Lamb, ‘‘I should dwell not only on her 
genius and intellectual powers, but upon 
the delicacy and refinement of manner 
which she maintained inviolable under 
most trying circumstances. She was loved 
and honoured by all her brother’s friends.” 
—MASsSsEY, GERALD, 1867, Charles Lamb, 
Fraser’s Magazine, vol. 75, p. 662. 

She had a speaking-voice, gentle and 
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persuasive ; and her smile was her brother’s 
own—winning inthe extreme. There was 
a certain catch, or emotional breathing- 
ness,in her utterance, which gave an inex- 
pressible charm to her reading of poetry, 
and which lent a captivating earnestness 
to her mode of speech when addressing 
those she liked. This slight check, with 
its yearning, eager effect in her voice, had 
something softenedly akin to her brother 
Charles’s impediment of articulation: in 
him it scarcely amounted to a stammer, 
in her it merely imparted additional stress 
to the fine-sensed suggestions she made 
to those whom she counselled or consoled. 
. There was a certain old-world 
fashion i in Mary Lamb’s diction which gave 
it a most natural and quaintly pleasant 
effect, and which heightened rather than 
detracted from the more heartfelt or 
important things she uttered.—CLARKE, 
CHARLES AND MARY CowDEN, 1878, Rec- 
ollections of Writers, pp. 177, 188. 


Seldom is the name of Mary Lamb seen 
without that of her brother. ‘‘The Lambs” 
still walk hand-in-hand in our mention, as 
they were wont to walk on pleasant holi- 
days to Enfield, and Potter’s Bar, and 
Waltham; when Mary ‘‘used to deposit in 
the little hand-basket the day’s fare of 
savory cold meat and salad,’’ and Charles 
“to pry about at noon-tide for some decent 
house where they might go in and pro- 
duce their store, only paying for the ale 
that he must call for.’’ Still they pass 
linked together through our thoughts, as 
on that sadder day when Charles Lloyd 
met them, crossing the fields to Hoxton— 
hand-in-hand, and weeping. It is an act 
of severance against which the conscience 
somewhat protests, to present Mary alone 
to the consideration of the reader. It is 
like removing her from the protection of 

‘his presence who stood so faithfully and 
long between her and the world.—Cong, 
HELEN GRAY, AND GILDER, JEANETTE L., 
1887, Pen-Portraiis of Literary Women, 
vol. I, p. 131. 

‘ GENERAL 

Mary is just stuck fast in ‘‘All’s Well 
that Ends Well.’’? She complains of having 
to set forth so many female characters in 
boys’ clothes. She begins to think Shake- 
speare must have wanted—Imagination. 

I, to encourage her,for she often faints in 

the prosecution of her great work, flatter 
her with telling her how well such a play 
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and such a playis done. But she is stuck 
fast.—LAMB, CHARLES, 1806, Letter to 
Wordsworth, Final Memorials by T. N. 
Talfourd. 

I am in good spirits just at this present 
time, for Charles has been reading over the 
tale I told you plagued me so much, and he 
thinks it one of the very best: itis ‘‘All’s 
Well that Ends Well.’’ You must not 
mind the many wretchedly dull letters I 
have sent you: for, indeed, I cannot help 
it, my mind is so dry always after poring 
over my work allday. But it will soon be 
over. Iam cooking a shoulder of lamb 
(Hazlitt dines with us); it will be ready 
at two o’clock, if you can, pop in and eat 
a bit with us.—LaAmps, Mary, 1806, Let- 
ter to Sarah Stoddart, July; Mary and 
Charles Lamb by Hazlitt, p. 61. 

It is now several days since I read 
the book you recommended to me, ‘‘Mrs. 
Leicester’s School ;’’ and I feel as if I owed 


. a debt in deferring to thank you for many 


hours of exquisite delight. Never have 
I read any thing in prose so many times 
over, within so short a space of time, 
as ‘‘The Father’s Wedding-day.’’ Most 
people, I understand, prefer the first tale 
—in truth a very admirable one—but 
others could have written it. Show me 
the man or woman, modern or ancient, 
who could have written this one sentence: 
“‘When I was dressed in my new frock, I 
wished poor mamma was alive to see how 
fine I was on papa’s wedding-day; and I 
ran to my favorite station at her bedroom 
door.’’ How natural, in a little girl, is 
this incongruity, this impossibility! . . . 
A fresh source of the pathetic bursts out 
before us, and not a bitter one. . . 
The story is admirable throughout—in- 
comparable, inimitable.—LANDOR, WAL- 
TER SAVAGE, 1831, To H.C. Robinson, 
Apr.; Robinson’s Diary, Reminiscences and 
Correspondence. 

It is not generally known, perhaps, that, 
previously to their circulation in a col- 
lective shape, Godwin, the publisher and 
proprietor of the copyright, offered them 
to his juvenile patrons and patronesses at 
No. 41 Skinner Street, in sixpenny books, 
with the plates (by Blake) ‘‘beautifully 
coloured.’’—HazuitT, W. CAREW, 1874, 
Mary and Charles Lamb, p fe L7O! 

The first edition (Mrs. Leicester’s 
School’’] sold out immediately, and four 
more were called for in the course of five 
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years. It has continued in fair demand 
ever since, though there have not been any 
thing like so many recent reprints as of 
the ‘‘Tales from Shakespeare.’’ Itis one 
of those children’s books, which, to re- 
open in after-life, is like revisiting some 
sunny old garden, some favorite haunt of 
childhood, where every nook and cranny 
seems familiar and calls up a thousand 
pleasant memories.—GILCHRIST, ANNE, 
1883, Mary Lamb (Famous Women), p. 214. 

How gently rounded and justly balanced 
the expressions of thought in these letters 
of hers are! One could imagine that she 
had got her brother to write them for 
her. In this year 1808 Mary brought out 
her charming stories for children, entitled 
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‘‘Mrs. Leicester’s School’’ (three of the 
narratives being her brother’s), and in 
this year also she undertook the writing 
of her ‘‘Tales from Shakespeare,’’ a book 
of which the charm is still fresh, and which 
no one has been able to better. Charles 
had to help her through with it, by under- 
taking to summarise the tragedies. Here, 
as in the case of the other two volumes 
which brother and sister wrote together, 
Charles is vehement in maintaining that 
all the credit of the fine writing is not 
his, but Mary’s. In the following year 
the still more lovely volume of ‘‘ Poetry 
for Children’? was produced.—ROBERT- 
son, Eric §., 1888, Lnglish Poetesses, 
p. 180. 


Isaac Disraeli 
1766-1848 

Born, at Enfield, May 1766. Educated at a school near Enfield. At Amsterdam, 
1780-82. Contrib. to ‘‘Gentleman’s Magazine,’’ Dec. 1786 and July 1789; to ‘‘St. 
James’s Chronicle,’’ Nov. 1787. In France, 1787-89.. In Devonshire, owing to ill- 
health, 1795-98. Married Maria Basevi, 10 Feb. 1802. Elected Warden of London 
Synagogue of Spanish and Portuguese Jews, 3 Oct. 1813, but declined the office. 
Active literary life. Removed from London to Bradenham House, Bucks, 1829. Hon. 
D.C. L., Oxford, 4 July 18382. Became blind, 1839. Died, at Bradenham, 19 Jan. 1848. 
Buried there. Works: ’’A Defence of Poetry,’’ 1790; ‘‘Narrative Poems,” 1803; 
“‘Curiosities of Literature’’ (anon.) vol. i., 1791; vol. ii., 1793; vol. iii., 1817; vols. iv. 
and v., 1823; vol. vi., 1834 (various edns. of whole, 1793-1841) ; 2nd series 1828; ‘‘A 
Dissertation on Anecdotes’’ (anon.) 1798 ; ‘‘Domestic Anecdotes of the French Nation’’ 
(anon.), 1797; ‘‘Essay on the Manners and Genius of the Literary Character,’’ 1795 
(enlarged edn. under title of ‘‘The Literary Character,’’ anon. 1818) ; ‘‘Miscellanies,’’ 
1796; ‘‘Vaurien’’ (anon.), 1797; ‘‘Flim-Flams’’ (anon. ), 1797; ‘‘Mejnoun and Leila,”’ 
1797; ‘‘Romances,’’ 1799; ‘‘Despotism’’ (anon.), 1811; ‘‘Calamities of Authors’’ 
(anon.), 1812-13; ‘‘Quarrels of Authors’’ (anon.), 1814; ‘‘Inquiry into the Literary 
and Political Character of James I.,’’ 1816; ‘‘Commentaries on the Life and Reign of 
Charles I.,’’ 1828-81; ‘‘Eliot, Hampden, and Pym’’ (anon.), 1832; ‘‘The Genius of 
Judaism’’ (anon.), 1833; ‘‘The Illustrator Illustrated’’ (anon.), 1838; ‘‘ Amenities of 
Literature,’? 1840. Collected Works: ed. by Benjamin Disraeli, 1858-59. Life: by 
Benjamin Disraeli, in 1849 edn. of ‘‘Curiosities of Literature.’’—Snarp, R. FAr- 
QUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 81. 


PERSONAL 


An old gentleman, strictly, in his ap- 
pearance; a countenance which at first 
glance (owing, perhaps to the mouth, 
which hangs) I fancied slightly chargeable 
with stolidity of expression, but which de- 
veloped strong sense as it talked; arather 
soigné style of dress for so old a man, and 
a manner good-humoured, complimentary 
(to Gebir), discursive and prosy, bespeak- 
ing that engrossment and interest in his 
own pursuits which might be expected to 
be found in a person so patient in research 
and collection. But there is a tone of the 


philosophe (or I fancied it), which I did not 
quite like; and that tone (addressing the 
instinct rather than the judgment) which 
is felt or imagined to bespeak (how shall 
it be?) absence of high principle. No one 
can be more hardy in his negation than 
Mr. Fonblanque; in no oneasneer be more 
triumphantly incarnate—and it is some- 
times very withering and painful; but he 
gives you the impression of considering 
destruction and denial to be his mission; 
whereas there is an easy optimism and ex- 
pediency associated with my idea of Mr. 
Disraeli, which, while it makes his opinions 
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less salient, increases their offence.— 
CHORLEY, HENRY FOTHERGILL, 1838, Au- 
tobiography, Letters and Memoirs, vol. 1, 
palo. 


A pale, pensive child, with large dark 
brown eyes, and flowing hair, such as may 
be beheld in one of the portraits annexed 
to these volumes, had grown up beneath 
this roof of worldly energy and enjoyment, 
indicating even in his infancy, by the whole 
carriage of his life, that he was of a 
different order from those among whom he 
lived. Timid, susceptible, lost in reverie, 
fond of solitude,or seeking no better com- 
pany than a book, the years had stolen on, 
till he had arrived at that mournful period 
of boyhood when eccentricities excite at- 
tention and command no sympathy. In 
the chapter on Pre-disposition, in the most 
delightful of his works, my father has 
drawn from his own, though his unacknow]l- 
edged feelings, immortal truths. Then 
commenced the age of domestic criticism. 
His mother, not incapable of deep af- 
fections, but so mortified by her social 
position, that she lived until eighty with- 
out indulging in a tender expression, did 
not recognize in her only offspring a being 
qualified to control or vanquish his im- 
pending fate. His existence only served 
to swell the aggregate of many humiliating 
particulars. It was not to her a source of 
joy, or sympathy, or solace. She foresaw 
for her child only a future of degradation. 
Having a strong clear mind, without any 
imagination, she believed that she beheld 
an inevitable doom. With a home 
that ought to have been happy, surrounded 
with more than comfort, with the most 
gvod-natured father in the world, and an 
agreeable man, and with a mother whose 
strong intellect, under ordinary circum- 
stances, might have been of great im- 

‘portance to him, my father, though him- 
self of a very sweet disposition, was most 
unhappy. His parents looked upon him 
as moonstruck, while he himself, what- 
ever his aspirations, was conscious that he 
had done nothing to justify the eccentricity 
of his course, or the violation of all pru- 
dential considerations in which he daily 
indulged. . . . He was himself a complete 
literary character,a man who really passed 
his life in his library. Even marriage pro- 
duced no change in these habits; he rose 
to enter the chamber where he lived alone 
with his books, and at night his lamp was 
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ever lit within the same walls. Nothing, 
indeed, was more remarkable than the iso- 
lation of this prolonged existence; and it 
could only be accounted for by the united 
influence of three causes: his birth, which 
brought him no relations or family ac- 
quaintances, the bent of his disposition, 
and the circumstance of his inheriting an 
independent fortune, which rendered un- 
necessary those exertions, that would have 
broken up his self-reliance. He disliked 
business, and he never required relaxation ; 
he was absorbed in his pursuits. . . . He 
had not a single passion or prejudice.— 
DISRAELI, BENJAMIN (LORD BEACONSFIELD), 
1848, Curiosities of Literature, Life and 
Writings of the Author, pp. 8, 14, 36. 


The late Mr. D’Israeli was one of the 
few men who lived exclusively for liter- 
ature. arly placed in a position of in- 
dependence, which rendered it unnecessary 
for him to adopt the commercial pursuits 
of his father, he indulged his taste, or 
rather his passion, for curious research, 
and never was satisfied in the investigation 
of any question until he had examined the 
original authorities. His writings and ex- 
ample have diffused a taste for historical 
inquiry and criticism, which has become, 
to a great extent, the prevalent character- 
istic of our age. In 1841 he was stricken 
with blindness, and though he submitted 
to an operation, his sight was not restored. 
He, the great American writer, Prescott, 
and Thierry, the author of the ‘‘History 
of the Conquest of England by the Nor- 
mans,’’ (who has published several con- 
siderable works since his blindness), are 
probably the only historical authors who 
have continued their labours in spite 
of so terrible a calamity. Aided by his 
daughter, he produced the ‘‘Amenities of 
Literature,’’ and completed the revision 
of his great work on the Reign of Charles 
I., which, on its first publication, had pro- 
cured for him the degree of D. C. L. from 
the University of Oxford. A cultivated 
and powerful memory enabled him, in the 
later years of his life, to pour forth the 
stores he had accumulated in his long and 
varied studies with a profusion as delight- 
ful as it was surprising. ‘‘The blind old 
man eloquent’’ was a description as ap- 
plicable to him as to the bard of Scio.— 
TayLor, W. C., 1848, The Late Isaac D’Is- 
raeli, Hsq., Bentley’s Miscellany, vol. 23, 
p. 224. 
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Whether I regard his long and honour- 
able life, exclusively devoted to the best 
interests of literature, —the pure and ele- 
vating pleasure which his writings have 
bestowed, —the influence which they have 
had in diffusing that taste for historical and 
literary investigation which is a marked 
characteristic of the age, —the impartial- 
ity of his judicial decisions, —the cathol- 
icity of his sentiments,—the philosophic 
tone of his criticism, —or the industry and 
conscientiousness of his research, —I com- 
mence a few notes upon the literary career 
of Isaac D’Israeli, with feelings of pro- 
found respect and gratitude.—BATES, 
WILLIAM, 1874-98, The Maclise Portrait 
Gallery of Illustrious Literary Characters, 
p. 102. 

The reader at this distance will perhaps 
imagine, wonderingly, whether that career 
ever commenced at all. He lived to be a 
very old man, like so many of the subjects 
of this history. Great genius may exhaust 
and wear out, though chiefly when as- 
sociated with great passions; but a little 
genius is a wonderfully safe and comfort- 
able possession. It gives interest to life 
whatever may be its burdens, and cheers 
the weary years. —OLIPHANT, MARGARET 
O. W., 1882, Literary History of Eng- 
land, XVII-X1IX Century, vol. 11, p. 315. 

GENERAL 

If we were to form our opinion of this 
book [‘‘Calamities of Authors’’] from its 
title page, it would not be very favourable: 
authors are there introduced as a genus, 
and their moral and literary characters 
spoken of as if each had not a moral and 
literary character of his own. Neither 
should we think more highly of the writer’s 
precision of style by looking at the end, 
where a portentous metaphor about ‘‘bar- 
ren fertility’? stares the reader in the 
face. But the middle of the book is much 
better than the two ends: it is one of 
those works which are designed for the 
breakfast table and the sofa, and is so 
well adapted for its purpose, that he who 
takes it up will not readily lay it down. 
The matter is as amusing as any lover of 
light reading can desire, and of such a 
desultory kind that a comment might 
easily be made as extensive as the text. 
—SouTHey, Ropert, 1812, D’Israeli’s 
Calamities of Authors, Quarterly Review, 
vol. 8, p. 98. 

Read the ‘‘Quarrels of Authors,’’ a new 


ISAAC DISRAELI 


work by that most entertaining and re- 
searching writer, Israeli.—ByYRoN, LORD, 
1814, Journals, March 17. 

I wish I had not sent you this great 
blubbering numskull D’Israeli: his ‘‘Ca- 
lamities’’ have sunk upon your spirits, 
and tinged the whole world of intellect 
with the hue of mourning and despair. 
The paths of learning seem, in your present 
mood of mind, to lead but through regions 
of woe and lamentation and darkness and 
dead men’s bones. Hang the ass!—it is 
all false, if you take it up in this light. 
Do you not see that his observations can 
apply only to men in whom genius was 
more the want of common qualities than 
the possession of uncommon ones; whose 
life was embittered not so much because 
they had imagination and sensibility, as 
because they had not prudence and true 
moral principles? If one chose to investi- 
gate the history of the first twenty tattered 
blackguards to be found lying on the 
benches of the watch-house, or stewing 
in drunkenness and squalor in the Jerusa- 
lem Tap-room, it would not be difficult to 
write a much more moving book on the 
‘calamities of shoemakers’’ or street- 
porters, or any other class of handicrafts- 
men, than this of D’Israeli’s on Authors. 
-—CARLYLE, THOMAS, 1823, To Miss Welsh, 
June 20; Harly Letters, ed. Norton, p. 261. 


He is one of the most learned, intel- 
ligent, lively,and agreeable authors of our 
era; he has composed a series of works, 
which, while they shed abundance of light 
on the character and condition of literary 
men, and show us the state of genius in 
this land, have all the attractions for 
general readers of the best romances. 

. I see it intimated that Disraeli has 
the History of British Literature in con- 
templation; he cannot do a more accept- 
able service to the republic of letters, 
than write it.—CUNNINGHAM, ALLAN, 
1883, Biographical and Critical History 
of the Literature of the Last Fifty Years. 

The poetical temperament was not 
thrown away upon him, it never is on any 
one; it was this great gift which pre- 
vented his being a mere literary antiquary ; 
it was this which animated his page with 
picture and his narrative with interesting 
vivacity; above all, it was this tempera- 
ment, which invested him with that sympa- 
thy with this subject, which made him 
the most delightful biographer in our 
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language. Ina word, it was because he 
was a poet, that he was a popular writer, 
and made belles-lettres charming to the 
multitude.—DISRAELI, BENJAMIN (LORD 
BEACONSFIELD), 1848, Curiosities of Lit- 
oat i Life and Writings of the Author, 
Dao. 

The work, however, by which the elder 
D’Israeli will always be best known, be- 
cause it is the work which has made the 
deepest impression on the mind of the age, 
is the ‘‘Curiosities of Literature.’’ It was 
the first revelation to the English people 
that they possessed materials for historical 
and critical investigations hardly inferior 
in value to the celebrated Memoirs of the 
French; and it wasalso one of the earliest 
attempts to vindicate the memory of the 
Stuarts, but more especially the first James 
and the first Charles, from the odium which 
had been accumulated upon them ever 
since the revolution. More than one of 
the Waverley Novels was obviously sug- 
gested by the ‘‘Curiosities of Literature ;”’ 
and to that work our modern writers of 
historical romance have been far more 
deeply indebted than they have ever yet ac- 
knowledged. The ‘‘Quarrels of Authors,’’ 
the ‘‘Calamities of Authors,’’ and the ‘‘II- 
lustrations of the Literary Character,’’ 
though more immediately connected with 
literary history, are everywhere marked 
with the characteristic feelings and senti- 
ments which rendered the author so earnest 
an advocate and so zealous a pleader for 
the hapless house of Stuart. The de- 
scendant of a fallen race, which still clung 
to its theocratic title, was the natural sym- 
pathiser with a fallen dynasty, which, in 
the midst of all its misfortunes, never 
abandoned its hereditary claims —Tay- 
LOR, W. C., 1848, The Late Isaac D’Israeli, 
Esq., Bentley's Miscellany, vol. 23, p. 223. 


He was among the first who made liter- 
ary history a study; and notwithstanding 
the disadvantages under which he labored, 
he attained an honorable position among 
his contemporaries; his books were popu- 
lar ; and he had the reputation of being a 
well-read scholar. This reputation has 
somewhat declined; but it will not be de- 
nied that he had a very extensive acquaint- 
ance with English and Continental liter- 
ature, and that he neglected no opportu- 
nity for self-culture. He was, however, a 
man of facts and details,rather than a man 
of principles. He had little power of 
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generalization or of sustained reasoning, 
and he rarely took a comprehensive view 
of any subject. Hence his works are, 
almost without exception, fragmentary in 
form. They are replete with curious and 
amusing information, but the facts seldom 
have an orderly and systematic arrange- 
ment, or illustrate any central idea. His 
books, indeed, must be regarded as col- 
lections of materials, rather than as elabo- 
rate treatises, and their real value con- 
sists in the variety and interest of the 
details of author-life which they embody. 
Disraeli, as we have intimated, lacked a 
judicial habit of mind,and like most anti- 
quaries he was disposed to magnify the im- 
portance of his researches, and to regard 
every circumstance which had escaped the 
notice of previous writers as a piece of 
secret intelligence. This weakness sub- 
jected him to some undeserved criticism, 
and it is probably one of the causes which 
have tended to diminish his reputation. 
In early life his style was florid and pom- 
pous, but as he advanced in years it gained 
clearness and force, and his later works, 
the ‘‘Genius of Judaism”’ and the ‘‘ Ameni- 
ties of Literature, ’’ contain many passages 


1860, Isaac Disraeli, North American 


Review, vol. 90, p. 586. 

In the writings of the elder Disraeli we 
meet with occasional touches of the fe- 
licity of expression so conspicuous in his 
more distinguished son.—MinTo, WIL- 
LIAM, 1872-80, Manual of English Prose 
Interature, p. 516. 

Chance directed him to the quiet by- 
ways of literature,in which he achieved a 
mild but complete success. The ‘‘Curi- 
osities of Literature’ is more interesting 
than many a book of higher pretensions, 
and some of Mr. Disraeli’s essays were 
good and able; but, perhaps, had not his 
son arisen greater than he, we should have 
thought less of the father: and granting 
the interest of his chief publication, there 
is no sort of greatness in it, nor original 
power. —OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. W., 
1882, Literary History of England, X VIIL- 
XIX "Century; vol. U, p. 815. 

As a populariser of literary researches 
D’Israeli achieved a deserved reputation, 
but he was not very accurate, and his 
practice of announcing small literary dis- 
coveries as ‘‘secret histories,’’ exposed 
him to merited ridicule.—LEE, SIDNEY L., 
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1888, Dictionary of National Biography, 
vol. XV, p. 119, 


His style in some of his earlier works 
is thoroughly bad—a vile imitation of the 
whimsical caprices which the genius of a 
Sterne might make acceptable, but which 
in the hands of imitators was only ridicu- 
lous. A specimen of this may be sought 
in ‘‘Flim-flams: the Life and Errors of my 
Uncle ;’’ but, for the sake of his reputation, 
it is better forgotten. In his other works 
the style has perhaps a little too much of 
formality, and gives the impression that 
he is taking himself rather more seriously 
than is necessary. It is not always very 
correct, and is sometimes open to the 
charge of ambiguity. But on the other 
hand it has the graceful and courteous 
dignity of a scholar, imbued with a deep 
and reverent sympathy for literature: and 
at times there is a boldness and happy 
fancy in the choice and collocation of epi- 
thets, which not only marks the author’s 
Eastern origin, but gives a foretaste of 
that which was the crowning oratorical 
glory of his son’s transcendent genius. 
Isaac Disraeli had not the intellectual 
grasp nor the critical insight required for 
the literary historian: neither had he the 
subtle art of the essayist, to whom anec- 
dotes only serve as apt illustrations, and 
who sustains our interest by combining 
unity of theme with copiousness of al- 
lusion. But at his best he has all the 
grace, the culture, the well-stored memory, 
the ready sympathy of the retiring and 
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leisurely scholar—with a formality of man- 
ner which is at times a little obtrusive. — 
CRAIK, Henry, 1895, English Prose, vol. 
Iv, p. 607. 

Isaac Disraeli was not a good writer; 
and his original reflections may sometimes 
make the reader doubt for a moment 
whether Rogers was not more wrong in 
granting him half an intellect than in de- 
nying him a whole one. But his anecdot- 
age, though, as perhaps such anecdotage 
is bound to be, not extremely accurate, is 
almost inexhaustibly amusing, and indi- 
cates a real love as well as a wide knowl- 
edge of letters.—SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 
1896, A History of Nineteenth Century 
Iiterature, p. 180. 

The “Curiosities of Literature,” by Isaac 
D’Israeli, was not a masterpiece, but its 
storehouses of anecdote and cultivated re- 
flection must have familiarised with the 
outlines of literary history thousands who 
would have been repelled by a more formal 
work.—GosskE, EDMUND, 1897, A Short His- 
tory of Modern English Literature, p. 299. 


A book [‘‘Curiosities of Literature’’] 
which sixty years since used to be reck- 
oned a necessary part of all well-equipped 
libraries; but which—to tell the truth— 
has very little value; being without any 
method, without fulness, and without much 
accuracy. It is very rare that so poor a 
book gets so good a name,and wears it so 
long.—MITCHELL, DONALD G., 1897, Eng- 
lish Lands Letters and Kings, The Later 
Georges to Victoria, p. 181. 


John Quincy Adams 
1767-1848 


Born at Braintree, Mass., July 11, 1767; died at Washington, D. C., Feb. 23, 1848. 
The sixth President of the United States, 1825-29, son of President John Adams. He 
was graduated at Harvard in 1787, and was admitted to the bar in 1791. He was 
United States minister to the Netherlands 1794-1797, and to Prussia 1797-1801; 
United States senator from Massachusetts 1803-08; professor of rhetoric and belles- 
lettres at Harvard 1806-09; United States minister to Russia 1809-14; one of the 
negotiators of the treaty of Ghent,1814; United States minister to England 1815-17; 
secretary of state 1817-25; candidate for President, 1824, and, there being no choice 
by electors, chosen by the House of Representatives. In 1828 Jackson defeated him 
for the Presidency. He was member of Congress from Massachusetts (Anti-Masonic 
and Whig), 1831-1848, and unsuccessful candidate for governor of Massachusetts 
1834. His diary was edited by C. F. Adams (1874-77).—Smitu, BenJAMIN E., ed., 
1894-97, The Century Cyclopedia of Names, p. 18. 


EERCOCNAL President. It is thought here that J. Q. 
Already there is considerable stir and Adams will not be a successful candidate. 
whispering as to who is to be the next It seems that the great objection to him 
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is, that he is retiring and unobtrusive, 
studious, cool, and reflecting; that he does 
nothing to excite attention, or to gain 
friendships. He contents himself with 
doing his duty without seeking any re- 
ward. I suspect that he isnot calculated 
for popularity; the old proverb asserts 
that ‘‘God helps them who help them- 
selves.’’—Story, JOSEPH, 1818, To Hon. 
Ezekiel Bacon, March 12; Life and Letters, 
ed. Story, vol. 1, p. 312. 


My Dear Son: I have received your 
letter of the 9thinst. Never did I feel so 
much solemnity as on this occasion. The 
multitude of my thoughts and the intensity 
of my feelings are too much for a mind 
like mine in its ninetieth year. May the 
blessing of God Almighty continue to pro- 
tect you to the end of your life, as it has 
heretofore protected you in so remarkable 
a manner from your cradle. I offer the 
same prayer for your lady and your family, 
and am your affectionate father.—ADAms, 
JOHN, 1825, Letter to John Quincy Adams, 
Feb. 17. 


I admire the man for that simple dignity 
which has marked all his proceedings. — 
ALEXANDER, JAMES W., 1828, Letter, 
July 18; Forty Years’ Familiar Letters, 
ed. Hall, vol. 1, p. 110. 


Hard as a piece of granite and cold as 
a lump of ice.—GRATTAN, J. C., 1841, 
Letter to Mrs. Trollope, What I Remember 
by T. A. Trollope, p. 508. 


We consider this present active member 
of Congress as, beyond competition, the 
most potent spirit in America. ‘‘Vener- 
able’’ he is—and ‘‘his hand trembles’? — 
but his venerableness is a cavern of power, 
and his uplifted forefinger 

“‘trembles as the granite trembles 
Lashed by the waves.”’ 
We know there is a level on the mountain 
of life, where the air is pure and cold— 
a height at which impurity can scarcecome, 
more, between the climber and his God— 
but, zt 1s above where the lightning comes 
from—it is above the dark cloud where 
sleeps the thunder, collected from below, 
and charged with inseparable good and 
harm. This incorrupt level is, at least, 
one step above the cloud in which Mr. 
Adams has pertinaciously lingered; and if 
his friends insist that he has been long 
enough lost to common scrutiny to have 
reached the upper side of the cloud of 
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dangerous power, we must be excused for 
pointing our conductor till he is done stir- 
ring in the thunder.—WILLIs, NATHANIEL 
PARKER, 1845, Ephemera. 
Near this place 
Reposes all that could die of 
JOHN QUINCY ADAMS, 

Son of John and Abigail [Smith] Adams, 
Sixth President of the United States. 
Born 11 July, 1767, 

Amidst the storms of Civil Commotion, 
He nursed the vigor 
Which nerves a Statesman and a Patriot, 
And the Faith 
Which inspires a Christian. 

For more than half a century, 
Whenever his Country called for his Labors, 
In either Hemisphere or in any Capacity, 
He never spared them in her Cause. 

On the Twenty-fourth of December, 1814, 
He signed the second Treaty with Great 
Britain, 

Which restored peace within her borders; 
On the Twenty-third of February, 1848, 
He closed sixteen years of eloquent Defence 
Of the Lessons of his Youth, 

By dying at his Post, 

In her Great National Council. 

A son, worthy of his Father, 

A citizen, shedding glory on his Country, 
A Scholar, ambitious to advance mankind, 
This Christian sought to walk humbly 
In the sight of his God. 
—INSCRIPTION ON TABLET, 1848, Quincy 

Church. 


Gentlemen of the House of Representatives 
of the United States,—It has been thought 
fit that the Chair should announce officially 
to the House, an event already known to 
the members individually, and which has 
filled all our hearts with sadness. A seat 
on this floor has been vacated, towards 
which all eyes have been accustomed to 
turn with no common interest. A voice 
has been hushed forever in this Hall, to 
which all ears have been wont to listen 
with profound reverence. A venerable 
form has faded from our sight, around 
which we have daily clustered with an 
affectionate regard. A name has been 
stricken from the roll of the living states- 
men of our land, which has been associated, 
for more than half a century, with the 
highest civil service, and the loftiest civil 
renown. On Monday, the 21st instant, 
John Quincy Adams sunk in his seat, in 
presence of us all, owing to a sudden ill- 
ness, from which he never recovered; and 
he died, in the Speaker’s room, at a quarter 
past seven o’clock last evening, with the 
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officers of the House and the delegation of 
his own Massachusetts around him. What- 
ever advanced age, long experience, great 
ability, vast learning, accumulated public 
honors, a spotless private character, and 
a firm religious faith, could do, to render 
any one an object of interest, respect, and 
admiration, they had done for this distin- 
guished person ; and interest, respect, and 
admiration are but feeble terms to express 
the feelings, with which the members of 
this House and the People of this country 
have long regarded him. After a life of 
eighty years, devoted from its earliest 
maturity to the public service, he has at 
length gone to his rest. He has been 
privileged to die at his post; to fall while 
in the discharge of his duties; to expire 
beneath the roof of the Capitol; and to 
have his last scene associated forever, in 
history, with the birthday of that illustrious 
Patriot, whose just discernment brought 
him first into the service of his country. 
—WINTHROP, ROBERT C., 1848, The Death 
of John Quincy Adams, Addresses and 
Speeches on Various Occasions, p. 614. 


Thus has ‘‘a great man fallen in Israel,’’ 
—in many respects the most wonderful 
man of the age; certainly the greatest in 
the United States, —perfect in knowledge, 
but deficient in practical results. As a 
statesman, he was pure and incorruptible, 
but too irascible to lead men’s judgment. 
They admired him, and all voices were 
hushed when he rose to speak, because they 
were sure of being instructed by the words 
he was about to utter; but he made no 
converts to his opinions, and when Presi- 
dent his desire to avoid party influence lost 
him all the favour of all parties. In mat- 
ters of history, tradition, statistics, authori- 
ties, and practice he was the oracle of the 
House, of which he was at the time of his 
decease a member. With an unfailing 
memory, rendered stronger by cultivation, 
he was never mistaken; none disputed his 
authority. Every circumstance of his long 
life was ‘‘Penned down’’ at the moment of 
its occurrence; every written communica- 
tion, even to the minute of a dinner invita- 
tion, was carefully preserved, and nothing 
passed uncopied from his pen. He ‘‘talked 
like a book’’ on a]l subjects. Equal to the 
highest, the planetary system was not 
above his grasp. Familiar with the lowest, 
he could explain the mysteries of a mouse- 
trap. Mr. Adams’s name will be 
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recorded on the brightest page of Ameri- 
can history,as statesman, diplomatist, phi- 
losopher, orator, author, and, above all a 
Christian.— Hone, Putir, 1848, Diary, 
Feb. 24,ed. Tuckerman, vol. u, pp. 342, 343. 


He rests with the immortals; his journey has 
been long: 

For him no wail of sorrow, but a pean full 
and strong; 

So well and bravely has he done the work he 
found to do, 

To justice, freedom, duty, God, and man 
forever true. 

Strong to the end,a man of men, from out 
the strife he passed ; 

The grandest hour of all his life was that of 
earth the last. 

Now midst his snowy hills of home to the 
grave they bear him down, 

The glory of his fourscore years resting on 
him like a crown. 


—WHITTIER, ELIZABETH H., 1848, John 
Quincy Adams. 


In this long career of public service Mr. 
Adams was distinguished not only by faith- 
ful attention to all the great duties of his 
stations, but to all their less and minor 
duties. He was not the Salaminian galley, 
to be launched only on extraordinary oc- 
casions, but he was the ready vessel, 
always launched when the duties of his 
station required it, be the occasion great 
or small. As President, ascabinet Minister, 
as Minister abroad, he examined all ques- 
tions that came before him, and examined 
all in all their parts, in all the minutiz of 
their detail, as well as in all the vastness 
of their comprehension. As Senator, and 
as a member of the House of Representa- 
tives, the obscure committee-room was as 
much the witness of his laborious applica- 
tion to the drudgery of legislation, as the 
halls of the two Houses were to the ever 
ready speech, replete with knowledge, 
which instructed all hearers, enlightened 
all subjects, and gave dignity and ornament 
to debate. In the observance of all the 
proprieties of life, Mr. Adams was a most 
noble andimpressive example. He culti- 
vated the minor as well as the greater 
virtues. Wherever his presence could give 
aid and countenance to what was useful 
and honorable to man, there he was. In 
the exercises of the school and of the col- 
lege—in the meritorious meetings of the 
agricultural, mechanical, and commerical 
societies—in attendance upon Divine wor- 
ship—he gave the punctual attendance 
rarely seen but in those who are free from 
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the weight of public cares. Punctual to 
every duty, death found him at the post 
of duty; and where else could it have 
found him, at any stage of his career, for 
the fifty years of his illustrious public life ? 
—BENTON, THomAs Hart, 1848, Hulogy on 
John Quincy Adams, United States Senate. 


Few public men in any country have 
possessed attainments more varied than 
were those of Mr. Adams. Every depart- 
ment of literature and science received 
more or lessof his attention—every path of 
human improvement seems to have been 
explored by him. As astatesman, he was 
unrivalled in the profundity of his knowl- 
edge. His state papers—given to the 
world while Minister, Secretary of State, 
President, and Member of Congress—his 
numerousaddresses, orations, and speeches, 
are astonishing in number, and in the learn- 
ing they display. No man was more fa- 
miliar with modern history, with diplomacy 
and international law, and the politics of 
America and Europe for the last two or 
three centuries. In other departments he 
appeared equally athome. His acquaint- 
ance was familiar with the classics, and 
several modern languages. In oratory, 
rhetoric, and the various departments of 
belles-lettres, his attainments were of 
more than an ordinary character. His 
commentaries on Desdemona, and others 
of Shakspeare’s characters, show that he 
was no mean critic, in the highest walks 
of literature, and in all that pertains to 
human character.—SEWARD, WILLIAM H., 
1849, Life of John Quincy Adams, p. 232 

The basis of his moral character was 
the religious principle. His spirit of 
liberty was fostered and inspired by the 
writings of Milton, Sydney, and Locke, of 
which the American Declaration of Inde- 
pendence was an emanation, and the con- 
stitution of the United States, with the 
exception of the clauses conceded to 
slavery, an embodiment. He was the as- 
sociate of statesmen and diplomatists at 
a crisis when war and desolation swept 
over Europe, when monarchs were per- 
plexed with fear of change, and the wel- 
fare of the United States was involved in 
the common danger. After leading the 
councils which restored peace to conflict- 
ing nations, he returned to support the 
administration of a veteran statesman, 
and then wielded the chief powers of the 
republic with unsurpassed purity and 
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steadiness of purpose, energy,and wisdom. 
Removed by faction from the helm of 
state, he re-entered the national councils, 
and, in his old age, stood panoplied in the 
principles of Washington and his associ- 
ates, the ablest and most dreaded champion 
of freedom, until, from the station assigned 
him by his country, he departed, happy in 
a life devoted to duty, in a death crowned 
with every honor his country could be- 
stow, and blessed with the hope which in- 
spires those who defend the rights, and 
uphold, when menaced, momentousinterests 
of mankind.—Quincy, JosIAH, 1858, Me- 
moir of John Quincy Adams, p. 428. 

The circumstances connected with the 
decease of Mr. Adams are so well known 
as to require little development here. On 
the 20th of February he seemed as well 
as he had been, and had attended divine 
service morning and afternoon. On the 
21st he went up to the Capitol as usual 
and took his customary seat in the House 
of Representatives, with no appearance 
whatever of illness. A question had sprung 
up touching a vote of thanks to certain 
military officers for services rendered 
during the Mexican War ; and the Speaker 
was rising to put the motion to the House, 
when he was arrested by Mr. Washington 
Hunt, a member from New York, sitting 
near to Mr. Adams, who perceived him in 
a state of convulsion, and interposed to 
stop the proceedings. Not being in a con- 
dition for removal to his own house, he 
was placed in one of the Committee-rooms, 
No medical service was found to be possi- 
ble, and he lingered with little apparent 
consciousness till the evening of the 28d, 
when he died.—ADAms, CHARLES FRAN- 
cis, 1877, Memoirs of John Quincy Adams, 
vol. XI, p. 282. 

After his term in the presidency ex- 
pired, he made the novel experiment of a 
retired president serving in the house of 
representatives, and it was the most suc- 
cessful, although not the most practical 
part of his life. He was called by the 
notorious Tom Marshall, the ‘‘Old Man 
Eloquent,’’ and he used his eloquence with 
a power which few couldresist. . . . Mr. 
Adams’ speeches from 1833 to 1842, on 
the subject of slavery and right of petition, 
and the annexation of Texas, were the 
best, the ablest, and the most effective made 
in the country. For his course in the anti- 
slavery movement, for his clear views of 
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the constitution, and his defense of human 
freedom, he will be remembered in after 
ages. He was never popular with poli- 
ticians, nor even regarded as a party 
leader. No man ever questioned his in- 
tegrity. No man ever doubted his patri- 
otism. Of him, with more truth than of 
Chatham, it might be said: ‘‘The secretary 
stood alone. Modern degeneracy had not 
reached him.’’—MANSFIELD, E. D., 1879, 
Personal Memories, p. 205. 

He lies buried ‘‘under the portal of the 
church at Quincy’’ beside his wife, who 
survived him four years, his father and his 
mother. ‘The memorial tablet inside the 
church bears upon it the words ‘‘Alteri 
Seculo,’’—surely never more justly or 
appropriately applied to any man than to 
John Quincy Adams, hardly abused and 
cruelly misappreciated in his own day but 
whom subsequent generations already be- 
gin to honor as one of the greatest of 
American statesmen, not only pre-eminent 
in ability and acquirements, but even more 
to be honored for profound, immutable 
honesty of purpose and broad, noble human- 
ity of aims.-- MorsE, JOHN T., JR., 1882, 
John Quincy Adams (American States- 
men), p. 309. 

In Congress the commanding voice for 
freedom was that of the most learned, ex- 
perienced, and courageous of American 
statesmen, the voice of a scholar and an 
old college professor, John Quincy Adams. 
—CuRTIS, GEORGE WILLIAM, 1882, The 
Leadership of Educated Men, Orations 
and Addresses, vol. 1, p. 329. 


President Adams, although at heart in- 
stigated by a Puritan intolerance of those 
who failed to conform with himself, was 
a true patriot, and as a public man was 
moved by the highest moral motives. He 
was a great statesman in so far as the 
comprehension of the principles of govern- 
ment and a mastery of a wide field of in- 
formation were concerned, but he could 
not practically apply his knowledge. _In- 
stead of harmonizing the personal feuds 
between the friends of those who had been 
candidates with him, he antagonized each 
one with his Administration at the earliest 
possible moment, and before the expira- 
tion of his first year in the White House 
he had wrecked the Republican party left 
by Monroe, as completely as his father had 
wrecked the Federal party established by 
Washington. . . Mr. Adams used to 


rise between four and six o’clock, accord- 
ing to the season, and either take a ride on 
horseback or walk to the Potomac River, 
where he bathed, remaining in the water 
for an hour or more in the summer. Re- 
turning to the White House, he read two 
chapters of the Bible and then glanced 
over the morning papers until nine, when 
he breakfasted. From ten until four he 
remained in the Executive Office, presiding 
over Cabinet meeting, receiving visitors, 
or considering questions of state. Then, 
after a long walk, ora short ride on horse- 
back, he would sit down to dine at half- 
past five, and after dinner resume his pub- 
lic duties. —PoorE, BEN: PERLEY, 1886, 
Perley’s Reminiscences of Sixty Years in 
the National Metropolis, vol. 1, pp. 27, 31. 


Mr. Adams’s speech upon the right of 
petition in 1887 was one of the most 
effective and triumphant speeches ever 
made in Congress. The great speech of 
Mr. Webster, in reply to Hayne, was not 
listened to with more interest. Mr. Adams 
was one of the most remarkable men that 
this country has produced, and in no re- 
spect was he more remarkable than in the 
fact that he became a great offhand 
speaker after he had left the Presidency 
and had reached the period in life after 
which there is usually a decline instead 
of improvement in intellectual vigor. .. . 
He was a free lance, and hard hitter. 
With his armor always on, he was never 
unprepared for a tilt with any one who 
was bold enough to enter the lists. His 
great learning and command of language 
made him a most formidable and dangerous 
antagonist. Pugnacious by temperament, 
he loved a fight better than he loved his 
friends,of whom there were few, and with 
none was he ever long in perfect accord. 
Before he commenced his Congressional 
career, he had alienated from himself his 
old Federal allies, and he entered into no 
alliances afterwards. He was hated as 
few public men have been, but his great 
ability, perfect independence, and thorough 
uprightness, commanded the respect even of 
those who hated him. Inthe great speech 
to which I have referred, he achieved the 
very highest reputation as a debater and 
orator. It was a speech in which learn- 
ing and argument and the bitterest satire 
were so combined as to overwhelm his 
opponents, and secure for himself the name 
of the ‘‘Old Man Eloquent,’’ which he 
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afterwards retained. —McCuLLocu, Hucu, 
1888, Men and Measures of Half a Cen- 
tury, pp. 38, 39 

The peculiar features of his father’s 
character were so intensified in him that 
he may be deemed the typical figure rather 
than his father.—SmituH, GoLDWIN, 1893, 
The United States, An Outline of Political 
History, p. 192. 

It was what he said, more than the way 
he said it,which told. His vigorous mind 
never worked more surely and clearly 
than when he stood alone in the midst of 
an angry House, the target of their hatred 
and abuse. His arguments were strong, 
and his large knowledge and wide ex- 
perience supplied him with every weapon 
for defense andattack. Beneath the lash 
of his invective and his sarcasm the hottest 
of the slave-holders cowered away. He 
set his back against a great principle. He 
never retreated an inch, he never yielded, 
he never conciliated, he was always an 
assailant, and no man and no body of men 
had the power to turn him. He had his 
dark hours, he felt bitterly the isolation 
of his position, but he neverswerved. He 
had good right to set down in his diary, 
when the gag rule was repealed, ‘‘ Blessed, 
forever blessed, be the name of God.’’— 
Lopar, HENRY CaBot, 1895, Hero Tales 
from American History, p. 158. 

From the time he crawled over the 
kitchen floor and pushed a chair, learning 
to walk, or tumbled down the stairs and 
then made his way bravely up again alone, 
he knew that he wouldarrive. Precocious, 
proud, firm, and with a coldness in his 
nature that was nota heritage from either 
his father or mother, he made his way. It 
was a zigzag course, and the way was 
strewn with the flotsam and jetsam of 
wrecked parties and blighted hopes, but 
out of the wreckage John Quincy Adams 
always appeared, calm, poised, and serene. 
When he opposed the purchase of Louisiana 
it looks as if he allowed his animosity for 
Jefferson to put his judgment in chancery. 
He made mistakes, but this was the only 
blunder of his career. —HUBBARD, ELBERT, 
1898, Little Journeys to the Homes of 
American Statesmen, p. 215. 

GENERAL 

John Quincy Adams belongs to neither 
of the prominent political parties, fights 
no partisan battles, and cannot be prevailed 
upon to sacrifice truth and principle upon 


519 


the altar of party expediency and interest. 
Hence neither party is interested in de- 
fending his course, or in giving him an 
opportunity to defend himself. But how- 
ever systematic may be the efforts of mere 
partisan presses to suppress and hold back 
from the public eye the powerful and 
triumphant vindication of the Right of 
Petition, the graphic delineation of the 
slavery spirit in Congress, and the hum- 
bling disclosure of Northern cowardice 
and treachery contained in these letters, 
they are destined to exert a powerful in- 
fluence upon the public mind. They will 
constitute one of the most striking pages 
in the history of our times. They will be 
read with avidity in the North and South, 
and throughout Europe. Apart from the 
interest excited by the subjects under dis- 
cussion, and viewed only as literary pro- 
ductions, they may be ranked among the 
highest intellectual efforts of their author. 
Their sarcasm is Junius-like,—cold, keen, 
unsparing. In boldness, directness, and 
eloquent appeal, they will bear comparison 
with O’Connell’s celebrated ‘‘Letters to 
the Reformers of Great Britain.’’ They 
are the offspring of an intellect unshorn 
of its primal strength, and combining the 
ardor of youth with the experience of age. 
. On his ‘‘gray,discrowned head’’ 
the entire fury of slave-holding arrogance 
and wrath was expended. He stood alone, 
beating back, with his aged and single arm, 
the tide which would have borne down 
and overwhelmed a less sturdy and de- 
termined spirit.— WHITTIER, JOHN GREEN- 
LEAF, 1887-89, The Conflict with Slavery, 
Writings, Riverside ed., vol. vu, pp. 98,94. 


Not many persons have left behind them 
a greater variety of papers than John 
Quincy Adams,all more or less marked by 
characteristic modes of thought, and illus- 
trating his principles of public and private 
action. Independently of adiary kept al- 
most continuously for sixty-five years, and 
of numbers of other productions, official 
and otherwise, already printed, there is a 
variety of discussion and criticism on 
different topics, together with corre- 
spondence public and private, which, if it 
were all to be published, as was that of 
Voltaire, would be likely quite to equal in 
quantity the hundred volumes of that ex- 
pansive writer.—ADAMS, CHARLES FRANCIS, 
1874, Memoirs of John Quincy Adams, 
Preface, vol. 1, p. Vi. 
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Mr. Adams seems, in fact, to have posi- 
tively loved to use his pen. His habit was 
to get up at a very early hour, often be- 
fore sunrise; and this he did even when 
resident at courts, where he was forced to 
attend parties kept up inordinately late. 
His working day was thus much longer 
than that of most of his associates, and 
was filled by the pen, which indefatigably 
committed to paper what appear to have 
been in most cases his first thoughts on 
every conceivable subject which presented 
itself, whether in talk, reading, silent ob- 
servation in company,or solitude. It was, 
we believe,rarely his habit to revise; and 
the resulting mass of manuscript is almost 
beyond precedent in the lives of even in- 
dustrious men. But it strongly reminds 
us of the work achieved by one man, of 
whose writings Mr. Adams was 2 constant 
and devoted student,and whose character, 
though strongly alien to his in many 
points, was strongly akin to it in others: 
that is, Cicero. Nor in any point is this 
resemblance more curiously marked than 
in the fondness alike of the Volscian and 
the Yankée for verse composition, of a 
kind that both contemporaries and pos- 
terity persist in thinking the reverse of 
poetical. The editor has very properly 
included a few of his father’s pieces in 
these volumes, justly remarking that no 
true notion of his character can be ac- 
quired without them. He retained the 
habit of translating and composing in verse. 
—EVERETT, WILLIAM, 1875, John Quincy 
Adams, Atlantic Monthly, vol. 36, p. 197. 

The author of a diary conspicuous for 
its malignity, and father of a son unwise 
enough to publish it.—BLAINE, JAMES G., 
1876, Speech. 

He undoubtedly kept gall and worm- 
wood in his inkstand for daily use, but he 
was a charming old man all the same. He 
fulfilled the character which he gave to 
Roger Williams,—‘‘that conscientious, 
contentious man.’’—WINTHROP, ROBERT 
C., 1880, Letter, Apr. 25; Memoir, ed. 
Winthrop, p. 300. 

Adams has a distinct claim to be re- 
membered in literature, though not for 
the highest work. Hisnumerous occasional 
discourses, biographical sketches and eulo- 
gies, published together as ‘‘Lives of Cele- 
brated Statesmen,’’ his translations and 
forgotten verses, amongst them an epic 
poem, testify to his aspiration if not his 
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inspiration.— NicHoL, JOHN, 1880-85, 
American Literature, p. 107. 

Literature had always possessed strong 
charms for him, and he had cultivated it 
after his usual studious and conscientious 
fashion. But his style was too often pro- 
lix, sententious, and turgid—faults which 
marked nearly all the writing done in 
this country inthose days. The world has 
probably not lost much by reason of the 
non-completion of the contemplated vol- 
umes. He could have made no other con- 
tribution to the history of the country at 
all approaching in value or interest to the 
Diary.—Morss, JOHN T., JR., 1882, John 
Quincy Adams (American Statesmen), 
uae 

Volumes [‘‘Memoirs’’ ] of surpassing in- 
terest on the personal and political life of 
one of the noblest and most accomplished 
of our publicmen. The most striking and 
interesting peculiarity of the diary is the 
fulness of the author’s reflections and 
comments on the men and on the events 
among which he lived. It was his con- 
stant habit to jot down his thoughts on 
what was taking place about him. Ac- 
cordingly, there is scarcely an event of 
importance during the long years of his 
public career on which he has not ex- 
pressed an opinion.—ADAMS, CHARLES 
KENDALL, 1882, A Manual of Historical 
Interature, p. 589. 

A minutely faithful diary, worthy of the 
Adams name, and surpassing in length 
(twelve octavo volumes), though certainly 
not in readableness, those of Pepys and 
Samuel Sewall. . . . John Quincy Adams, 
like Washington, John Adams, Jefferson 
and Madison, was a man of culture, which 
occasionally clothed itself in literary garb. 
—RICHARDSON, CHARLES F., 1885, Ameri- 
can Literature, 1607-1885, vol. 1, pp. 
208, 209. 

Was far more learned and accomplished 
than his father, though greatly inferior to 
him in native ability. Though a constant 
writer, publishing during his life works on 
rhetoric, European travel, Shakespearean 
criticism and biography, besides a book 
of poems and many political articles, he 
deserves mention rather as a statesman 
than an author. Like his father, he kept 
a full diary, and like him maintained a 
voluminous and charming correspondence. 
—PATTEE, FRED Lewis, 1896, A History 
of American Literature, p. 82. 
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Emily Bronté 
1818-1848 


Emily Bronté was born at Hartshead-cum-Clifton, near Leeds, in 1818, and lived at 
the parsonage at Haworth from 1820 to her death. The monotony of this existence 
was broken only by a brief attempt to be a governess and by a short stay at Brussels 


in 1842, all-exile from home being excessively painful and hurtful to her. 


She died 


of consumption at Haworth on the 19th of December, 1848. She published, in con- 
junction with her sisters, ‘‘Poems by Currer, Ellis,and Acton Bell,’’ in 1846, and, alone, 
the novel of ‘‘Wuthering Heights’’ in 1847.—Warp, THoMAs Humpury, 1880, ed., 


The English Poets, vol. tv, p. 581. 


PERSONAL 
No coward soul is mine, 
No trembler in the world’s storm-troubled 
sphere: 
I see Heaven’s glories shine, 

And faith shines equal, arming me from 

fear, 
—BRONTE, EMILY, 1848, Last Lines. 

ay jl she 

(How shall I sing her?) whose soul 
Knew no fellow for might, 
Passion, vehemence, grief, 
Daring, since Byron died, 
That world-famed son of fire—she, who sank 
Baffled, unknown, self-consumed ; 
Whose too bold dying song 
Stirr’d, like a clarion-blast, my soul. 
—ARNOLD, MATTHEW, 1855-85, Haworth 
Churchyard, April. 

The feeling which in Charlotte partook 
of something of the nature of an affection, 
was, with Emily,more of a passion. Some 
one speaking of her to me, in a careless 
kind of strength of expression, said, ‘‘she 
neyer showed regard to any human crea- 
ture; all her love was reserved for ani- 
mals.’’ The helplessness of an animal was 
its passport toCharlotte’s heart ; the fierce, 
wild, intractability of its nature was what 
often recommended it to Emily. Speak- 
ing of her dead sister,the former told me 
that from her many traits in Shirley’s char- 
acter were taken; her way of sitting on 
the rug reading, with her arm round her 
rough bull-dog’s neck; her calling to a 
strange dog, running past, with hanging 
head and lolling tongue, to give it a merci- 
ful draught of water, its maddened snap at 
her, her nobly stern presence of mind, 
going right into the kitchen, and taking 
up one of Tabby’s red-hot Italian irons to 
sear the bitten place, and telling no one, 
till the danger was well-nigh over, for 
fear of the terrors that might beset their 
weaker minds. All this, looked upon as 
a well-invented fiction in ‘‘Shirley,’’ was 
written by Charlotte with streaming eyes; 


it was the literal true account of what 
Emily had done. —GASKELL, ELIZABETH 
CLEGHORN, 1857, Life of Charlotte Bronté, 
ch. xii. 

Emily Brontéhad . . . a lithesome, 
graceful figure. She was the tallest per- 
son in the house,except her father. Her 
hair, which was naturally as beautiful as 
Charlotte’s, was in the same unbecoming 
tight curl end frizz; and there was the 
same want of complexion. She had very 
beautiful eyes—kind, kindling, liquid eyes; 
but she did not often look at you; she 
was too reserved. Their color might be 
said to be dark-gray,at other times dark- 
blue, they varied so. She talked very little. 
She and Anne were like twins—inseparable 
companions, and in the very closest sympa- 
thy, which never had any interruption.— 
Nussey, ELLEN, 1871, Reminiscences of 
Charlotte Bronté, Scribner’s Monthly, vol. 
2px 20s 


Her chief delight was to roam on the 
moors, followed by her dogs, to whom she 
would whistle in masculine fashion. Her 
heart, indeed, was given to these dumb 
creatures of the earth. She never forgave 
those who ill-treated them, nor trusted 
those whom they disliked. One is re- 
minded of Shelley’s ‘‘Sensitive Plant’’ by 
some traits of Emily Bronte; . . . like 
the lady of the poem, her tenderness and 
charity could reach even 
—the poor banished insects, whose intent, 
Although they did ill, was innocent. 
—RemD, THOMAS Wemyss, 1877, Char- 
lotte Bronté, a Monograph, p. 42. 


Not even the unstinted praise of three 
great and very dissimilar poets has given 
to Emily Bronté her due rank in popular 
esteem. Her work is not universally ac- 
ceptable,even to imaginative readers; her 
personality is almost repulsive to many 
who have schooled themselves to endure 
the vehemence of genius but not its 
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ominous self-restraint. Most people were 
afraid of Emily Bronté’s ‘‘whitening face 
and set mouth’’ when she was alive, and 
even now that she is dead her memory 
seems to inspire more terror than affec- 
tion. Against an instinctive repugnance 
it is in vain to reason, and in discussing 
her poetical quality we must assume that 
her power has at least been felt and not 
disliked by the reader, since ‘‘you must 
love her, ere to you she should seem worthy 
to be loved.’’ Those who have come under 
the spell of her genius will expect no 
apology for her intellectual rebellion, her 
stoic harshness of purpose, her more than 
manlike strength. She was a native blos- 
som of those dreary and fascinating 
moorlands of which Charlotte has given, 
in a few brilliant phrases,so perfect a 
description, and like the acrid heaths and 
gentians that flourish in the peat, to trans- 
plant her was to kill her. Her actions, 
like her writings, were strange, but con- 
sistent in their strangeness. Even the 
dreadful incident of her death, which oc- 
cured as she stood upright in the little 
parlour at Haworth, refusing to go to 
bed, but just leaning one hand upon the 
table, seems to me to be no unfit ending 
for a life so impatient of constraint from 
others, so implacable in its slavery to its 
own principles.—GossE, EDMUND, 1880, 
The English Poets, ed. Ward, vol. Iv, 
p. 581. 


In 1883 Emily was nearly fifteen, a tall, 
long-armed girl, full grown, elastic of 
tread; with a slight figure that looked 
queenly in her best dresses, but loose and 
boyish when she slouched over the moors 
whistling to her dogs, and taking long 
strides over the rough earth. A tall, 
thin, loose-jointed girl—not ugly, but with 
irregular features and a pallid, thick com- 
plexion. Her dark-brown hair was natu- 
rally beautiful, and in later days looked 
well loosely fastened with a tall comb at 
the back of her head; but in 1833 she 
wore it in an unbecoming tight curl and 
frizz. She had very beautiful eyes of 
haze color. . She had an aquiline 
nose,a large expressive, prominent mouth. 
She talked little. No grace or style in 
dress belonged to Emily, but under her awk- 
ward clothes her natural movements had 
the lithe beauty of the wild creatures that 
she loved. . . . Never was a soul with a 
more passionate love of Mother Earth, of 
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every weed and flower, of every bird, beast 
and insect that lived. She would have 
peopled the house with pets had not Miss 
Branwell kept her niece’s love of animals 
in due subjection. Only one dog was al- 
lowed, who was admitted into the parlor 
at stated hours, but out of doors Emily 
made friends with all the beasts and birds. 
She would come home carrying in her 
hands some young bird or rabbit, and 
softly talking to it as she came. ‘“‘He, 
Miss Emily, ’’ the young servant would say, 
“fone would think the bird could under- 
stand you.’’ ‘‘I am sure it can,”’ Emily 
would answer. ‘‘Oh, I am sure it can.’ 

Two lives went on side by side in 
her heart, neither ever mingling with or in- 
terrupting theother. Practical housewife 
with capable hands, dreamer of strange 
horrors: each self was independent of the 
companion to which it was linked by day 
andnight. People in those days knew her 
but as she seemed—“‘‘t’ Vicar’s Emily’? — 
a shy awkward girl, never teaching in Sun- 
day-school like her sisters, never talking 
with the villagers like merry Branwell, 
but very good and hearty in helping the 
sick and distressed: not pretty in the 
village estimation—a ‘‘slinky lass,’’ no 
prim, trim little body like pretty Anne, 
nor with Charlotte Bronteé’s taste in dress; 
just a clever lass witha spirit of her own. 
So the village judged her. At home they 
loved her with her strong feelings, untidy 
frocks, indomitable will and ready con- 
tempt for the commonplace; she was ap- 
preciated as a dear and necessary member 
of the household. Of Emily’s deeper self, 
her violent genius, neither friend nor 
neighbor dreamed in those days.—RoBIN- 
son, A. Mary F., 1888, Emily Bronté 
(Famous Women), pp. 65, 69. 

Though Emily Bronte’s life was not an 
eventful one in the usual sense of the 
word, it may certainly be calied a crowded 
life. That twenty-nine years was not a 
large demesne, but it was fertile enough, 
though only with rue and rosemary and 
nightshade and the poppy that bloomed be- 
fore the harvest.—NoBLE, JAMES ASH- 
CROFT, 1883, Hmily Bronté, The Academy, 
vol. 23, p. 340. 

Few persons of whom so little has been 
or can be recorded as Emily Bronté have 
made so deep an impression upon the 
popular mind, or are so distinctly present 
to the imagination. There is nothing to 
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be said except that she was born in August 
1818, and died of consumption in Decem- 
ber 1848; that she was first a teacher 
without pupils, and then an authoress with- 
out readers; that her life was harrassed 
by an impracticable father, and infected 
by a base, profligate brother; and that 
nevertheless she was visited by such noble 
inspirations, and was such a piece of her 
own moorland, that one hardly accounts 
her unfortunate. She was the laureate of 
the moors, and no fanciful analogy might 
be drawn between her and these scenes of 
her residence, and objects of her affections. 
Like them she was free,rough, wild; ina 
certain sense barren and limited; in an- 
other sense rich and expansive; from one 
point of view mournful, from another joy- 
ous. In one respect only is she false to 
the teaching of the nature that environed 
her; the moor is ever healthy, but it is 
impossible to acquit the creator of ‘““Heath- 
cliff?’ of a taint of unsoundness.—GaAR- 
NETT, RICHARD, 1892, The Poets and the 
Poetry of the Century, Joanna Baillie to 
Mathilde Blind, ed. Miles, p. 283. 


The reticent and sadly straightened 
genius of Emily Bronte found wings only 
on the Yorkshire moors. In her dusty 
laborious life as a teacher, always one 
vision of delight appeared to her :— 

“A little and a lone green lane 

That opened on a common wide; 

A distant, dreamy, dim, blue chain 

Of mountains circling every side. 

A heaven so clear, an earth so calm, 

So sweet, so soft, so hushed an air; 

And deepening still the dream-like charm, 
Wild moorsheep feeding everywhere.”’ 

You do not think of ‘‘calm’’ and ‘‘charm’’ 
as a blemish; there isa sob in the singer’s 
voice, and it is in the magic mirror of a 
teardrop that she sees the ‘‘moorsheep 
feeding everywhere.’’—DAVIDSON, JOHN, 
1895, Sentences and Paragraphs, p. 49. 


WUTHERING HEIGHTS 
1847 

I trust you have not,as we have, wasted 
your time on ‘‘that little family in Hell,’’ 
living and dying at ‘‘ Wuthering Heights.’’ 
It isa most signal waste of talent. There 
is a certain resemblance to Jane Hyre, 
like a family look; the energy of thought 
and style, the northern mind as well as air 
that breathes through it,the intimate and 
masterly acquaintance with a location and 
coterie, and exclusion from the world, the 
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remarkable directness of style, areall quali- 
ties peculiar, and marvelously like Jane 
Eyre, so that I think the author must be 
her brother, the masculine of her masculine 
mind.—SEDGWICK, CATHARINE M., 1848, 
To Mrs. K. S. Minot, May 27; Life and 
Letters, ed. Dewey, p. 307. 


“Wuthering Heights’? was hewn in a 
wild workshop, with simple tools, out of 
homely materials. The statuary found a 
granite block on a solitary moor; gazing 
thereon he saw how from the crag might 
be elicited a head, savage, swart, sinister : 
a form moulded with at least one element 
of grandeur—power. He wrought witha 
rude chisel, and from no model but the 
vision of his meditations. With time and 
labour the crag took human shape; and 
there it stands, colossal, dark, and frown- 
ing, half statue, half rock; in the former 
sense, terrible and goblin-like; in the lat- 
ter, almost beautiful, for its colouring is 
of mellow gray, and moorland moss clothes 
it; and heath, with its blooming bells and 
balmy fragrance, grows faithfully close to 
the giant’s foot.—BRONTE, CHARLOTTE, 
1851, Wuthering Heights, Preface. 

I’ve been greatly interested in ‘“Wuther- 
ing Heights,’’ the first novel I’ve read for 
an age, and the best (as regards power 
and sound style) for two ages, except 
“‘Sidonia.’? But it is a fiend of a book— 
an incredible monster, combining all the 
stronger female. tendencies: from Mrs. 
Browning to Mrs. Brownrigg. The action 
is laid in hell,—only it seems places and 
people have English names there.—Ros- 
SETTI, DANTE GABRIEL, 1854, Letters to 


William Allingham, p. 58. 


Emily Bronté—for it is now time that 
we should say something of the two other 
persons in this remarkable trio—was, in 
certain respects, the most extraordinary 
of the three sisters. She has this dis- 
tinction at any rate, that she has written 
a book which stands as completely alone 
in the language as does the ‘‘Paradise 
Lost’’ or the ‘‘Pilgrim’s Progress.’ .. . 
Its power is absolutely Titanic: from 
the first page to the last it reads like the 
intellectual throes of a giant. It is fear- 
ful, it is true,and perhaps one of the most 
unpleasant books ever written: but we 
stand in amaze at the almost incredible 
fact that it was written by a slim country 
girl who would have passed in a crowd as 
an insignificant person, and who had had 
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little or no experience of the ways of the 
world. We challenge the world 
to produce another work in which the 
whole atmosphere seems so surcharged 
with suppressed electricity, and bound in 
with the blackness of tempest and deso- 
lation. SMITH, GEORGE BARNETT, 1875, 
The Brontés, Poets and Novelists, pp. 236, 
239, 240. 


Twice or thrice especially the details of 
deliberate or passionate brutality in Heath- 
cliff’s treatment of his victims make the 
reader feel for a moment as though he 
were reading a police report or even a 
novel by some French ‘‘naturalists’’ of 
the latest and brutallest order. But the 
pervading atmosphere of the book is so 
high and healthy that the effect even of 
those ‘‘vivid and fearful scenes’? which 
impaired the rest of Charlotte Bronté is 
almost at once neutralized—we may hardly 
say softened, but sweetened, dispersed, and 
transfigured—by the general impression of 
noble purity and passionate straightfor- 
wardness, which removes it at once and 
forever from any such ugly possibility of 
association or comparison. The whole 
work is not more incomparable in the 
effect of its atmosphere or landscape than 
in the peculiar note of its wild and bitter 
pathos; but most of all is it unique in the 
special and distinctive character of its 
passion. The love which devours life it- 
self, which devastates the present and des- 
olates the future with unquenchable and 
raging fire, has nothing less pure in it than 
flame or sunlight. And this passionate 
and ardent chastity is utterably and un- 
mistakably spontaneous and unconscious. 
Not till the story is ended, not till the effect 
of it has been thoroughly absorbed and 
digested, does the reader even perceive the 
simple and natural absence of any grosser 
element, any hint or suggestion of a baser 
alloy in the ingredients of its human emo- 
tion than in the splendour of lightning or 
the roll of a gathered wave. —SWINBURNE, 
ALGERNON CHARLES, 1888-86, Miscella- 
nies, p. 269. 

As to the capability of Branwell to 
write ‘‘Wuthering Heights,’’ not much 
need be said here. Those who read this 
book will see that, despite his weaknesses 
and his follies, Branwell was, indeed, un- 
fortunate in having to bear the penalty, 
in ceaseless open discussion, of ‘‘une fan- 
faronnade des vices qu’il n’avait pas,”’ 


EMILY BRONTE 


and that, moreover, his memory has been 
darkened, and his acts misconstrued, by 
sundry writers, who have endeavoured to 
find in his character the source of the 
darkest passages in the works of his 
sisters. Far from being hopelessly a ‘‘mis- 
erable fellow,” an “unprincipled dreamer,” 
an ‘‘unnerved and garrulous prodigal,’’ as 
we have been told he was, he had,in fact, 
within him, an abundance of worthy am- 
bition, a modest confidence in his own 
ability, which he was never known to 
yaunt, and a just pride in the celebrity of 
his family, which, it may be trusted, will 
remove from him, at any rate, the impu- 
tation of alack of moral power to do any- 
thing good or forcible at all. Those who 
have heard fall from the lips of Branwell 
Bronté—and they are few now—all those 
weird stories, strange imaginings, and vivid 
and brilliant disquisitions on the life of 
the people of the West Riding, will recog- 
nize that there was at least no opposition, 
but rather an affinity, between the tendency 
of his thoughts and those of the author 
of ‘‘Wuthering Heights.’’— LEYLAND, 
Francis A., 1886, The Bronté Family 
with Special Reference to Patrick Branwell 
Bronte, vol. ul, p. 191. 


Undoubtedly, Emily Bronté’s genius was 
unique and masterful, and her book will 
always charm individual readers. It has 
been compared with Shelley’s ‘‘Cenci’’ 
and with Webster’s ‘‘Duchess of Malfi.”’ 
All such comparisons, of course, only go to 
indicate a generic likeness, but they suf- 
ficiently explain the tale’s little popular- 
ity. It might not be altogether a good 
sign for such works to be popular; they 
are for a ‘‘fit audience, though few,’’— 
not for the many. They would not be 
wholesome food for all, and might cause 
a mental indigestion. Not every reader 
can assimilate such strong food, or turn it 
to good purpose. Those who can, will find 
it attract them irresistibly. Faulty as 
a narrative, ‘‘Wuthering Heights’? burns 
with energy and pulses with life-blood. 
It is a poem without the accompaniment 
of rhyme.—SaLmon, ARTHUR L., 1892, 
A Modern Stoic, Poet-Lore, vol. 4, p. 69. 

In *‘Wuthering Heights’? we have the 
first novel of a young woman with little 
knowledge either of literature or of life, 
and yet the story is told with compactness 
and force, scenery is described with mar- 
velous vividness and sympathy, characters 
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are represented with amazing individual- 
ity, while, though incidents and characters 
are at times so appalling that many read- 
ers turn from the book in horror, there 
is such power, both of personality and of 
treatment, as positively fascinates even 
while it terrifies. But it should be noted 
Emily Bronté had no conscious intention 
of exciting terror. It is true that, as 
Heathcliff reveals himself in all his sav- 
agery, one stands aghast at his wolfish fe- 
rocity; yet one can plainly see that the 
author is not seeking for means of affect- 
ing her readers, but, heedless-of readers, is 
working out her altogether astounding 
conception.—WILLIAMS, A. M., 1893, 
Emily Bronté, Temple Bar, vol. 98, p. 435. 

She wrote ‘‘Wuthering Heights’’ be- 
cause she was impelled thereto, and the 
book, with all its morbid force and fire, 
will remain, for all time, asa monument of 
the most striking genius that nineteenth 
century womanhood has given us. It was 
partly her life in Yorkshire—the local 
colour was mainly derived from her brief 
experience as a governess at Halifax— 
but it was partly, also, the German fic- 
tion which she had devoured during the 
Brussels period, that inspired ‘‘ Wuthering 
Heights.’’—-SHORTER, CLEMENT K., 1896, 
Charlotte Bronte and her Circle, p. 158. 

Beyond the madness and terror of 
‘‘Wuthering Heights,’’ romantic fiction 
has never gone. Its spiritual counterpart 
in real life is Emily Bronté, who preserved 
her inexorable will far into the day on 
which she died.—Cross, WILBUR L., 1899, 
The Development of the English Novel, 
p. 167 

The heroines of Emily Bronté have not 
the artistic completeness of Charlotte 
Bronté’s. They are blocked out with hys- 
terical force, and in their character there 
is something elemental,as if,like the man 
who beat and browbeat them, they too 
were close to the savagery of nature. The 
sort of supernaturalism, which appears 
here and there in their story, wants the 
refinement of the telepathy and presenti- 
ment which play a part in Jane Eyre, but 
it is still more effectual in the ruder clutch 
which it lays upon the fancy. In her deal- 
ing with the wild passion of Heathcliff for 
the first Catharine, Emily Bronte does not 
keep even such slight terms with con- 
vention as Charlotte does in the love of 
Rochester and Jane Eyre; but this fierce 
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longing,stated as it were in its own lan- 
guage, is still farther from anything that 
corrupts or tempts; it is as wholesome 
and decent as a thunder-storm, in the con- 
sciousness of the witness. The perversities 
of the mutual attraction of the lovers are 
rendered without apparent sense on the 
part of the author that they can seem out 
of nature,so deeply does she feel them to 
be in nature, and there is no hint from her 
that they need any sort of proof. 

No one can deny the charm of this, the 
absolute reality, the consummate art, which 
is still art, however unconscious. Did the 
dying girl who wrote the strange book, 
where it is only one of so many scenes of 
unfaltering truth, know how great it was, 
with allitsdefects? In any case criticism 
must recognize its mastery,and rejoice in 
its courage.—HOWELLS, WILLIAM DEAN, 
1900, Heroines of Nineteenth Century 


- Fiction, Harper’s Bazar, vol. 38, pp. 2224, 


2280. 
POEMS 

The poetry of Emily Bronté is small in 
extent and conventional inform. Its burn- 
ing thoughts are concealed for the most 
part in the tame and ambling measures 
dedicated to female verse by the practice 
of Felicia Hemans and Letitia Landon. 
That she was progressing to the last even 
in this matter of the form is shown by 
the little posthumous collection of her 
verses issued by Charlotte, consisting of 
early, and very weak pieces, and of two 
poems written in the last year of her life, 
which attain, for the first time the majesty 
of rhythm demanded by such sublime emo- 
tions. But it is impossible not to regret 
that she missed that accomplishment in 
the art of poetry which gives an added 
force to the verse of her great French 
contemporary, Marceline Valmore, the only 
modern poetess who can fitly be compared 
with Emily Bronte for power of expressing 
passion in its simplicity. It is 
difficult to praise Emily’s three or four 
greatest poems without an air of exaggera- 
tion. Finest among them all is that out- 
burst of agnostic faith that was found by 
Charlotte on her desk when she died, a 
“‘last poem’’ not to be surpassed in dignity 
and self-reliance by any in the language. 
—GossE, Epmunp, 1880, The English 
Poets, ed. Ward, vol. Iv, p. 582. 


Some of Emily’s poems in this book are 
full of such original and intense—though 
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hardly attractive—writing as gives her 
quite a unique and lofty position among 
our poets. The note of these poems comes 
very near despair, but suchis the strength 
of Emily’s character that it is rather 
a desperate courage. Self-dependent in 
every act and thought of her life,she will 
recognise nothing in the universe but the 
beauty of the external world and the 
strength of her own intellectual being. 
She expresses no hope in the future or in 
a God other than a vague pantheistic hope; 
she throws abroad small sympathy for her 
fellow-beings. The history of the world 
does not entice her to be its prophetess; 
she breathes into her poetry only her in- 
dividual self, but expresses that self so 
nobly that we find in some of her verses 
the elements of such a character as in 
different circumstances might have turned 
her into a Maid of Orleans, or a Madam 
Roland. The soul of Emily Bronte was 
ever 

“Struggling fierce toward Heaven’s free 

wilderness.”’ 

with strong wings, and with the loneliness 
of wings.—ROoBERTSON, Eric S8., 1883, 
English Poetesses, p. 324. 


Her poetry, in general less powerful, is 
more pleasing than her fiction; harsh and 
forbidding as her view of life seems at 
first, it gains upon us as we realise her 
proud superiority to external circum- 
stances, and the passionate affection for 
those she really loves, which redeems her 
unamiability towards the rest. . . . Al- 
most all the poetry which Emily Bronté 
published during her lifetime was of this 
character, though not always attaining the 
same careless beauty, graceful in its ap- 
parent negligence. Not until nigh to 
death did she compose a strain of quite 
another sort, which, if it were just to judge 
her solely by one supreme inspiration, 
would place her above every other female 
lyrist since Sappho. The grandeur and 
eloquence of her last verses have in our 
judgment never been rivalled by any Eng- 
lish poetess: the question whether she 
could have maintained herself at such an 
elevation, were it capable of an answer, 
would help to elucidate the deeper problem 
how far poetical inspiration is the result 
of favourable conditions, and how far it 
is a visitation from above. It must re- 
main for ever unanswered.—GARNETT, 
RICHARD, 1892, The Poets and the Poetry 


EMILY BRONTE 


of the Century, Joanna Baillie to Mathilde 
Blind, ed. Miles, pp. 284, 285. 

Her best verse is perhaps the greatest 
ever written by a woman. ‘‘Last Lines’’ 
and ‘‘The Old Stoic’’ will rank with the 
finest poetry in our literature. —SHORTER, 
CLEMENT K., 1897, Victorian Literature, 
Sixty Years of Books and Bookmen, p. 47. 

GENERAL 

Emily had a head for logic and a capa- 
bility of argument, unusual in a man, and 
rare indeed in a woman, according to M. 
Héger. Impairing the force of this gift 
was a stubborn tenacity of will, which 
rendered her obtuse to all reasoning where 
hér own wishes or her own sense of right 
was concerned. ‘‘She should have been a 
man—a great navigator,’’ said M. Héger 
in speaking of her ‘‘Her powerful reason 
would have deduced new spheres of dis- 
covery from the knowledge of the old; 
and her strong imperious will would never 
have been daunted by opposition or diffi- 
culty—never have given way but with 
life.’? And yet, moreover, her faculty of 
imagination was such that, if she had 
written a history, her view of scenes and 
characters would have been so vivid, and 
so powerfully expressed, and supported 
by such a show of argument, that it 
would have dominated over the reader, 
whatever might have been his previous 
opinions or his cooler preceptions of its 
truth.—GASKELL, ELIZABETH CLEGHORN, 
1857, Life of Charlotte Bronté, ch. xi. 

To Emily Bronte’s genius justice seems 
hardly to have beendone. Her sister, in- 
deed, recognised, and may be said to have 
adored it. Emily Bronté’s mind was at 
once dark and luminous, like the eyes of an 
Indian. Her qualities were each and all 
splendid, but too massive and masculine 
for her frail frame, worn and worried by 
consumption. ‘‘Wuthering Heights” is a 
noble work. Frequent passages haunt one 
like scenes from “Macbeth” or the “‘Cenci.” 
In some points her genius seemssuperior to 
her sister’s.—RUSSELL, WILLIAM CLARK, 
1871, The Book of Authors, p. 499. 

Emily Bronté was a wild, original, and 
striking creature, but her one book is a 
kind of prose ‘‘Kubla Khan’’—a night- 
mare of the superheated imagination.— 
HARRISON, FREDERIC, 1895, Charlotte 
Bronte’s Place in Literature, The Forum, 
vol. 19) py 82) 

The author of ‘‘Wuthering Heights’ 
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still remains, what she has ever been, the 
sphinx of literature. Her genius 
may be compared to a mountain peak, 
whose bold contour compels attention yet 
forbids approach; bare, steep, affording 
no foothold to the explorer, and shrouding 
its summit in clouds which shift but do 
not lift; a Matterhorn which no Whymper 
has yet appeared to scale. To this proud 
isolation of spirit is partly due the strong 
originality which places her in a rank 
above her sister, and explains why those 
who have appreciated her—from Sydney 
Dobell to Mr. Swinburne—have been fit, 
if few.—MacKkay, ANcus M., 1897, The 
Brontés, Fact and Fiction, pp. 21, 22. 


Her ‘‘Wuthering Heights’’ is a strange, 
forbidding tale, and no one can read it 
without wondering how characters and 
incidents so coarse and repulsive could 
ever have occurred to a being so retiring 
and so ignorant of life as she. We have 
seen how Dr. Wright in his ‘‘Brontés in 
Treland’’ has plausibly suggested that the 
knowledge of the seamy side of human 
character and life revealed in the work 
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of these sisters came to them from their 
familiarity with the legends concerning 
the older Brontés, with which he supposes 
their father’s memory to have been stored ; 
but until his theory finds for itself a firmer 
basis of authentic fact, Emily Bronté must 
remain the Sphinx of Victorian literature. 
—GRAHAM, RicHARD D., 1897, The Mas- 
ters of Victorian Literature, p. 45. 


To me Emily Bronté is chiefly interest- 
ing as the double of her sister, exaggerat- 
ing at once and softening her character 
and genius as showing those limits of 
superior sense and judgment which re- 
strained her, and the softer lights which 
a better developed humanity threw over 
the landscape common to them both.— 
OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. W., 1897, Women 
Novelists of Queen Victoria’s Reign, p. 28. 

In sheer genius Emily Bronté probably 
surpassed Charlotte, though in art she was 
certainly the inferior of her elder sister. 
All that she wrote bears the stamp of her 
sombre imagination and of the gloomy 
strength of her character.—WALKER, 
Hueu, 1897, The Age of Tennyson, p. 102. 


William Tennant 
1784-1848 


Poet and Orientalist, was born at East Anstruther, Fife, and educated at a school in 
the place, and at the University of St. Andrews, whither he went in 1799. In 1801 he 
became clerk to his brother, who was a corn factor at Glasgow. In 1812 he published 
his humorous poem, ‘‘Anster Fair,’’ which gradually became famous, and was at length 
favourably noticed by Jeffrey in the Edinburgh Review. In 1813 Tennant had accepted 
the situation of parish schoolmaster at Denino, near St. Andrews, became teacher at 
Lasswade, near Kdinburgh, in 1816, and in 1835 professor of Oriental languages in the 
University of St. Andrews. In 1840 he published grammars of the Syriac and Chaldee 
languages. He was also the author of a poem, ‘‘The Thane of Fife’’ (1822), a tragedy, 
‘Cardinal Beaton’’ (1823), and a drama, ‘‘John Balliol’’ (1825), but their success was 


indifferent.—-SANDERS, LLOYD C., ed., 1887, Celebrities of the Century, p. 977. 


ANSTER FAIR 


1812 
The author of ‘‘Anster Fair,’? cannot 
long remain concealed. It contains, inmy 


opinion, unequivocal marks of strong orig- 
inal genius; a vein of humour of an uncom- 
mon cast, united with a talent for natural 
description of the most vivid and charac- 
teristic species, and, above all, a true feel- 
ing of the sublime—forming altogether 
one of the most pleasing and singular com- 
binations of the different powers of poetry 
that I have ever met with.— WOoODHOUSE- 
LEE, LORD, 1812, Letter to William Cock- 
burn, August. 


The great charm of this singular com- 
position consists, no doubt, in the profu- 
sion of images and groupes which it thrusts 
upon the fancy, and the crowd and hurry 
and animation with which they are all 
jostled and driven along; but this, though 
a very rare merit in any modern produc- 
tion, is entitled perhaps to less distinction 
than the perpetual sallies and outbreakings 
of a rich and poetical imagination, by 
which the homely themes on which the 
author is professedly employed are con- 
stantly ennobled or contrasted, and in 
which the ardour of a mind evidently fitted 
for higher tasks is somewhat capriciously 
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expanded. It is this frequent kindling of 
the diviner spirit—this tendency to rise 
above the trivial subjects among which he 
has chosen to disport himself, and this 
power of connecting grand or beautiful 
conceptions with the representation of 
vulgar objects or ludicrous occurrences, 
that first recommended this poem to our 
notice, and still seem to us to entitle it 
to more general notoriety. The author is 
occupied, no doubt, in general, with low 
matters, and bent upon homely mirth ;—but 
his genius soars up every now and thenin 
spite of him ;—and ‘‘his delights’’—to use 
a quaint expression of Shakespeare— 
“his delights 
Are dolphin-like, and show their backs above 
The element they move in.”’ 
—JEFFREY, FRANCIS LorpD, 1814, Anster 
Fair, Edinburgh Review, vol. 24, p. 176. 

William Tennant, in his very original 
poem of ‘‘Anster Fair,’’ gave Frere and 
Byron more than a hint for ‘‘Whistle- 
craft’’ and ‘‘Beppo;’’ nor is it unjust to 
say that the imitators have not at all 
equalled the life, the naiveté, the ludicrous 
dashed with the solemn, and the witty 
with both, which characterize the poet of 
Dollar. — CUNNINGHAM, ALLAN, 1838, 
Biographical and Critical History of the 
Literature of the Last Fifty Years. 

Tennant’s first was, beyond all compar- 
son, also his best poem.—Morr, D. M., 
1851-52, Sketches of the Poetical Litera- 
ture of the Past Half-Century. 

There was classic imagery on familiar 
subjects—supernatural machinery (as in 
the ‘‘Rape of the Lock’’) blended with the 
ordinary details of domestic life, and with 
lively and fanciful description, An ex- 
uberance of animal spirits seemed to carry 
the author over the most perilous ascents, 
and his wit and fancy were rarely at fault. 
Such a pleasant sparkling volume, in a 
style then unhackneyed, was sure of suc- 
GOSS: 7. hy Amster. Rain’. is; the 
most diversified and richly humorous of 
them all, and besides being an animated, 
witty and agreeable poem, it has the 
merit of being the first work of the kind 
in our language.—CHAMBERS, ROBERT, 
1876, Cyclopedia of English Literature, 
ed. Carruthers. 

The author of ‘‘Anster Fair,’’ is an ex- 
traordinary instance of a single-poem poet. 
: Whether Tennant’s poetic vein 
was exhausted, or crushed beneath his 
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weight of learning, or simply abandoned 
as out of keeping with his grave and 
reverend professorial character, we have 
no means of knowing. The abundance and 
freshness of the vein almost negatives the 
hypothesis of exhaustion. Kven when 
read after ‘‘Don Juan,’’ ‘‘Anster Fair’’ 
must excite admiration by the flexibility 
and rapid freedom of its verse. There is 
no trace of poverty in the ornaments 
embroidered on the fantastically cut gar- 
ment, the artist runs riot in the wealth 
of his fantastic imagination, spending 
prodigally as if from an inexhaustible 
purse. Tennant had told us himself that 
it was in laughing over ‘‘Peebles to the 
Play’? the humorous extravaganza as- 
cribed to James I. of Scotland, that the 
first thought of ‘‘Anster Fair’’ occurred to 
him, and his diction shows that he was a 
delighted student of Spenser and Shakes- 
peare. It was probably from these native 
sources and not from the Italian masters 
that he drew hisinspiration. His disciple- 
ship to Spenser is proclaimed in the Alex- 
andrine with which he closes his eight- 
rhyme stanza. But he was no mere im- 
itator and copyist; home-grown popular 
legends and popular sports supplied him 
with his materials, and he handled them 
boldly in his own fashion, transporting 
them into a many-colored atmosphere of 
humorous imagination.—MInTo, WILLIAM, 
1880, The English Poets, ed. Ward, vol. 
Iv, p. 304. 


There are few poems of equal merit that 
are less known than ‘‘Anster Fair.’’ The 
earliest and only success of its author, it 
obtained a ready and hearty recognition 
benorth the Tweed, but its general reputa- 
tion has never been at all commensurate 
with its excellence. It is char- 
acterised by a vivacious freshness which 
nearly a hundred years have failed to de- 
stroy; a wealth of fancy that bubbles up 
with inexhaustible profusion, and sparkles 
with undimmed lustre still; an exuberance 
of animal spirits which is yet contagious; 
and an imagination prismatic in its out- 
look and kaleidoscopic in its rapidity of 
change. It is difficult to understand why 
it should be so little known, and still more 
difficult to think it can ever fail to interest 
while the eye loves colour and the heart 
loves fun.—MILES, ALFRED H., 1892, The 
Poets and the Poetry of the Century, 
Southey to Shelley, pp. 285, 290. 
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Sarah Flower Adams 
1805-1848 


She was born Feb. 22d, 1805; married William Bridges Adams, engineer, in 1834; 
and died of decline in August, 1848. Her life, so far as known to the world, is summed 
up in the authorship of her drama ‘‘Vivia Perpetua’’ (1841) and her connection with 
the congregation of Finsbury Unitarian Chapel, under the pastorate of William Johnson 
Fox. The musical service was organised, and a large proportion of the hymns set to 
music, by Mrs. Adams’s sister; while she herself enriched the collection with many 
original and translated pieces. Among them was ‘‘Nearer, my God, to Thee,’’ which 
divides with Cardinal Newman’s ‘‘Lead, kindly Light,’’ the distinction of being at once 
the most popular and the most poetical modern hymn. One is reminded of Dryden’s 
famous lines; but the feats of the male and the female minstrel were in this instance 
reversed; for it is Mrs. Adams who ‘‘raises the mortal to the skies,’’ and Cardinal 
Newman who ‘‘draws the angel down.’’—GARNETT, RICHARD, 1892, The Poets and the 


Poetry of the Century, Joanna Baillie to Mathilde Blind, ed. Miles, p. 141. 


PERSONAL 


There were women too: among them, 
Mrs. Adams, author of remembered hymns, 
and of that forgotten drama of ‘‘ Vivia 
Perpetua, ’’—a creature whose beauty and 
enthusiasm drew around her the flower of 
the liberal party; the friend of Hunt and 
Carlyle and W. J. Fox, and of Browning in 
his eager youth. Of many suchas these, 
in whom the lyrical aspiration was checked 
by too profuse admixture with a passion 
for affairs, for active life, for arts of de- 
sign, or for some ardent cause to which they 
became devoted, or who failed, through 
extreme sensibility, to be calm among the 
turbid elements about them,—of such 
it may be asked, where are they and their 
productions, except in the tender memory 
and honor of their early comrades and 
friends ?—STEDMAN, EDMUND CLARENCE, 
1875-87, Victorian Poets, p. 257. 

The sisters were two of the most beauti- 
ful women of their day, daughters éf Ben- 
jamin Flower, editor of the Cambridge In- 
telligencer, the earliest of our liberal news- 
papers. They had been friends of Brown- 
ing in his young manhood,—the first to 
recognize and call attention to his genius. 
To me their friendship, a love as of two 
elder sisters, too soon to be interrupted by 
their death (that of Eliza Flower in De- 
cember, 1846, and of Mrs. Adams in 1848, 
a year and a half later), was indeed a 
liberal education. With their love and 
feeling for music and pictorial art, and 
their high poetic thought, they were such 
women in their purity, intelligence, and 
high-souled enthusiasm, as Shelley might 
have sung as fitted to redeem a world by 
their very presence.—LINTON, W. J., 
1894, Threescore and Ten Years, p. 25. 


GENERAL 


Her celebrated hymn, ‘‘ Nearer, my God, 
to Thee ;’’ founded on Jacob’s dream, re- 
corded in Genesis, was contributed in 1841 
to a Unitarian collection of ‘‘Hymns and 
Anthems,’’ edited by William J. Fox, 
preacher and member of Parliament. Few 
hymns have been so widely popular. It 
has been adopted by all Christian sects, 
and translated into various languages, 
adapted to the tune of ‘‘Bethany.’’ Pro- 
fessor Hitchcock relates that as he and 
his travelling companions rounded their 
way down the foot-hills of Mount Lebanon 
in 1870, they came in sight of a group of 
fifty Syrian students, who were singing in 
Arabic this beautiful hymn to this familiar 


‘tune. —SARGENT, Epgs, 1880-81, Harper’s 


Cyclopedia of Britishand American Poetry. 


All she wrote displays a very feeling 
heart, some overstrained enthusiasm, and 
a taste which would have been much im- 
proved by a more extended degree of cul- 
tivation; but she was too much surrounded 
by members of a school which, while it 
fairly brought out the mental power of 
all who belonged to it, required, it may 
be said, great native force of character to 
prevent its on the whole exerting a nar- 
rowing influence, moral or mental, over 
those who belonged to it. To some de- 
gree, it enchained those whom it had 
before set free. Whether Mrs. Adams 
would have asserted a higher power than 
any displayed during her lifetime had that 
life been spared, we do not know; but 
there was so much of pure and beautiful 
feeling whenever she escaped from man- 
nerism, that we are permitted to believe 
it most firmly.—TAYLoR, Eminy, 1884, 
Memories of Contemporary Poets, p. 124. 
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Her dramatic attempt is essentially lyr- 
ical. ‘‘Vivia Perpetua” is unsatisfactory as 
a play, but has deep human interest as an 
idealised representation of the authoress’s 
mind and heart. Inthe character of Vivia 
she has shadowed forth her own moral 
affections and intellectual convictions, and 
the intensity of her feelings frequently ex- 
alts her diction, else artless and slightly 
conventional, into genuine eloquence. The 
moral charm, however, takes precedence 
of the artistic, as is to be expected in 
the work of a true woman. Lyrical en- 
thusiasm atones in no small measure for 
the lack of the constructive faculty, and 
“‘Vivia Perpetua’ fulfils better than many 
more ambitious works Milton’s demand 
that poetry should be ‘‘simple, sensuous, 
and passionate.’’ The authoress would 
probably have left a higher reputation if 
she had given freer scope to her natural 
instinct for lyrical poetry, instead of de- 
voting the most strenuous endeavor to the 
difficult undertaking of reviving the poet- 
ical drama.—GARNETT, RICHARD, 1892, 
The Poets and the Poetry of the Century, 
Joanna Baillie to Mathilde Blind, ed. Miles, 
p 148. 


Dear Mr. Stead,—The Prince of Wales 
desires me to thank you for your letter, 
and to say that he fully appreciates the 
compliment you pay him when you ask him 
to assist youin your proposed work. His 
Royal Highness would have gladly lent his 
aid if it had been in his power, but he fears 
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that an opportunity for doing so will 
hardly be given him. He directs me to 
mention that among serious hymns he 
thinks there is none more touching nor one 
that goes more truly to the heart than No. 
7 on your list : ‘‘Nearer,my God, to Thee.”’ 
—KNOLLYS, FRANCIS, 1895, To Mr. Stead, 
Dec. 29; Hymns that Have Helped, ed. 
Stead, p. 158. 

‘‘Nearer, my God, to Thee’’ was writ- 
ten by a woman, that woman a Unitarian, 
and that Unitarian the daughter of a couple 
who first met in Newgate Gaol, where her 
father had been sent to lie for six months 
as atonement for the heinous crime of 
defending the French Revolution and criti- 
cising the political conduct of a certain 
Bishop Watson, now fortunately forgot- 
ten. Perhaps the sole permanent result 
and chief end of this Bishop Watson’s life 
was to contribute remotely and uninten- 
tionally to the production of this hymn. 
He was a not unimportant link in the 
chain of circumstances of which this hymn, 
with its far-reaching influence, is but the 
latest outcome.—STEAD, W. T., 1897, 
Hymns that Have Helped, p. 158. 


Sarah Flower Adams is sure of at least 
a small niche in the temple of the English 
poets wereit but the beautiful hymn, 
‘‘Nearer, my God, to Thee.’’ Her ‘‘Vivia 
Perpetua’’ is an ill-constructed drama, 
partly redeemed by fine passages. — 
WALKER, Huu, 1897, The Age of Tenny- 
son, p. 256. 


Frederick Marryat 
1792-1848 


Born, in Westminster, 10 July 1792. Hducated at private schools. Entered Navy, 
Sept. 1806. At sea, 1806-15; Lieut., Dec. 1812; Commander, June 1815. Royal 
Humane Society’s Medal for saving life, 1818. Married Catherine Shairp, Jan. 1819. 
F. R.8., 1819. At sea, 1820-26. Post-Captain, 1826. C. B., 26 Dec. 1826. At 
sea, 1828-30. Resigned command, 1880. Equerry to Duke of Sussex, 1830. Edited 
“Metropolitan Mag.,’’ 1832-35. French Legion of Honour, 1833. On Continent, 
mainly at Brussels, 1836. In America, 1837-38. In London,1839-43. At Langham, 
Norfolk, 1843-48. Died there,9 Aug. 1848. Works: ‘‘Suggestions for the Abolition 
of . . . Impressment,’’ 1822; ‘‘The Naval Officer’’ (anon.), 1829; ‘‘The King’s Own” 
(anon. ), 1830; ‘Newton Forster’’ (anon. ; from ‘‘Met. Mag.’’), 1832; ‘‘Peter Simple’’ 
(anon. ; from ‘‘Met. Mag.’’), 1834; ‘‘Jacob Faithful’’ (anon. ; from ‘‘Met. Mag.’’), 
1834; ‘‘The Pacha of Many Tales’’ (anon.), 1835; ‘‘Mr. Midshipman Easy’’ (from 
“‘Met. Mag.’’), 1836; ‘‘Japhet in Search of a Father’’ (anon. ; from ‘‘Met. Mag.’’), 
1836; ‘‘The Pirate and the Three Cutters, ’’ 1836 ; ‘‘Snarleyyow,’’ 1837; ‘‘The Phantom 
Ship,’’ 1839; ‘‘A Diary in America,’’ (2 series), 18389; ‘‘Olla Podrida,’’ 1840; ‘‘Poor 
Jack,’’ 1840; ‘‘Joseph Rushbrook,’’ 1841; ‘‘Masterman Ready,’’ 1841; ‘‘Percival 
Keene,’’ 1842; ‘‘Narrative of the Travels and Adventures of Monsieur Violet,’’ 1848; 
“The Settlers in Canada,’’ 1844; ‘‘The Mission,’’1845; ‘‘The Privateer’s Man,’’ 1846; 
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“‘The Children of the New Forest,’’ 1847. Posthumous: ‘‘The Little Savage’’ (2 pts.), 


1848-49; ‘‘Valerie,’’ 1849; ‘‘The Floral Telegraph’’ [1850?]. 
the Reefer’ [by Hon. E. G. C. Howard], 1836. Collected Novels: 1896, ete. 


He edited: ‘‘Rattlin 
Ife: 


“Life and Letters’’ by Florence Marryat, 1872; life by D. Hannay, 1889.—Suarp, R. 
FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 186. 


PERSONAL 


North.—‘ A captain in the navy, and an 
honour to it—an admirable sailor, and an 
admirable writer—and would that he too 
were with us on the leads, my lads, for a 
pleasanter fellow, to those who know him, 
never enlivened the social board.’’?— 
WILSON, JOHN, 1834, Noctes Ambrosiane, 
Blackwood’s Magazine, vol. 36, p. 122. 

Although not handsome, Captain Mar- 
ryat’s personal appearance was very pre- 
possessing. In figure he was upright and 
broad shouldered for his height, which 
measured 5 ft.10in. His hands, without 
being undersized, were remarkably perfect 
in form, and modelled by a sculptor at 
Rome on account of their symmetry. The 
character of his mind was borne out by his 
features, the most salient expression of 
which was the frankness of an open heart. 
The firm decisive mouth, and massive 
thoughtful forehead, were redeemed from 
heaviness by the humorous light that 
twinkled in his deep-set grey eyes, which, 
bright as diamonds, positively flashed out 
their fun, or their reciprocation of the fun 
of others. Asa young man, dark crisp curls 
covered his head; but later in life, when, 
having exchanged the sword for the pen 
and the ploughshare, he affected a soberer 
and more patriarchal style of dress and 
manner, he wore his grey hair long, and 
almost down to his shoulders. His eye- 
brows were not alike, one being higher up 
and more arched than the other, which 
peculiarity gave his face a look of inquiry, 
even in repose. In the upper lip was a 
deep cleft and in his chin as deep a dimple 
—a pitfall for the razor, which, from the 
ready growth of his dark beard, he was 
often compelled to use twiceaday. Like 
most warm-hearted people he was quick 
to take offence, and no one could have 
decided, after an absence of six months, 
with whom he was friends and with whom 
he was not.—MARRYAT, FLORENCE, 1872, 
Life and Letters of Captain Marryat, vol. 


u, p. 120. 
GENERAL 


I have received a great deal of pleasure 
from some of the modern novels, especially 
Captain Marryat’s ‘‘Peter Simple.’’ That 


book is nearer Smollett than any I remem- 
ber.—COLERIDGE, SAMUEL TAYLOR, 1834, 
Table Tulk, March 5, ed. Ashe, p. 276. 


If it were put upon me to define Captain 
Marryat as an author, and to mark him 
with an appropriate epithet, I should say 
that he is a pleasant writer. His leading 
excellence is the untiring verve of his 
light, easy,and flowing pen, together with 
a keen sense of the ridiculous, which, 
while it rarely leads him into broad and 
unmeaning farce, effectually preserves him 
from taking a dull, sententious, or matter 
of-fact view either of menor things. His 
productions seem to cost him so little that 
one thinks he might write on for a life 
uninterruptedly, ‘‘eating, drinking, and 
sleeping hours excepted,’’ and so probably 
he will till the canvas is totally exhausted. 
That there is no trace of effort in anything 
he doesis in itself acharm. But after all 
his great and peculiar excellence is his 
originality—that he is himself alone; and 
that as he borrows from nobody, so on the 
other hand nobody can safely borrow from 
him. — CAMPBELL, THOMAS, 18384? New 
Monthly Magazine. 


Captain Marryat stands second in merit 
to no living novelist but Miss Edgeworth. 
His happy delineations and contrasts of 
character, and easy play of native fun, re- 
deem a thousand faults of verbosity, clum- 
siness, and coarseness. His strong sense 
and utter superiority to affectation of all 
sorts command respect; and in his quiet 
effectiveness of circumstantial narrative 
he sometimes approaches old Defoe.— 
LOCKHART, JOHN GIBSON, 1889, Travels in 
North America, Quarterly Review, vol. 64, 
p. 308. 


He has always been a very popular 
writer in the most rigorous sense of the 
word. His books are essentially ‘‘medi- 
ocre.’’ His ideas are the common prop- 
erty of the mob, and have been their com- 
mon property time out of mind. We look 
throughout his writings in vain for the 
slightest indication of originality, for the 
faintest incentive to thought. His plots, 
his language, his opinions, are neither 
adapted nor intended for scrutiny.—Pog, 
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Epcar ALLAN, 1841, Literary Criticism, 
Works, ed. Stedman and Woodberry, vol. 
vu, p. 79. 

Foremost amongst the novelists who 
really do ‘‘draw from life,’’? is Captain 
Marryat. Were it necessary to seek 
any excuse for occasional blemishes in 
his tales, the best that could be found 
is, that they are, more or less, indige- 
nous of the soil heturnsup. The life-like 
earnestness of his sketches may generally 
be urged with confidence in vindication 
of any faults which may be detected 
in them by prudish or captious readers. 
Captain Marryat is the antipodes of a 
fine writer. His English is always rough- 
cast, and his style frequently crude and 
slovenly. But this negligence of forms 
only heightens the substantial interest of 
the matter. He tells a story like one who 
has his heart in it,and who is indifferent to 
everything but his facts. The veracity of 
his fictions, if we may use the expression, 
constitutes their permanent charm. Few 
novelists have ever more distinctly shown, 
that the secret of success in works of this 
description is close adherence to nature. 
There are no dramatic perplexities in his 
books, no fluent descriptions, no turgid ap- 
peals to the imagination: his narratives 
are simple and progressive; he never uses 
a word more than he actually wants; and 
the class from which he generally selects 
his characters, cannot certainly be con- 
sidered very attractive to the public at 
large. Yet his novels are read with breath- 
less curiosity in the most refined circles, 
as well as in those to whose sympathies 
they are more directly addressed. — HornegE, 
RICHARD HENGIST, 1844, A New Spirit of 
the Age, p. 142. 

At the head of our marine novelists 
stands Captain Marryat, one of the most 
easy, lively, and truly humorous story- 
tellers we possess. One of the chief ele- 
ments of his talent is undoubtedly the 
tone of high, effervescent, irrepressible 
animal spirits which characterizes every- 
thing he has written. He seems as if he 
sat down to compose without having formed 
the least idea of what he is going to say, 
and sentence after sentence seems to flow 
from his pen without thought, without 
labour, and without hesitation. He seems 
half tipsy with the very gaiety of his heart, 
and never scruples to introduce the most 
grotesque extravagances of character, 
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language, and event, provided they are 
likely to excite a laugh. This would pro- 
duce absurdity and failure as often as 
laughter, were it not that he has a natural 
tact and judgment in the ludicrous; and 
this happy audacity—this hit-or-miss bold- 
ness—serves him admirably well. . . . 
Marryat’s narratives are exceedingly in- 
artificial, and often grossly improbable; 
but we read on with gay delight, never 
thinking of the story, but only solicitous 
to follow the droll adventures, and laugh 
at the still droller characters. . . . He 
is generally faithful to reality, and shows 
an extensive if not very deep knowledge 
of what his old waterman calls ‘‘human 
natur.’’—SHaw, THOMAS B., 1847, Out- 
lines of English Literature, pp. 398, 399. 


His merits lie upon the surface, and are 
obvious to every man, woman, and child, 
who take up one of his works and find them- 
selves unable to lay it downagain. He tells 
plainly and straightforwardly a story, 
tolerably well constructed, of diversified 
incidents, alive with uncommon characters, 
and, as his experience was large and had 
been acquired over a wide expanse, he had 
always something to tell which would ex- 
cite curiosity or rivet attention. He had 
one quality in common with great men, and 
in which men of finer genius than himself 
have been deficient,—a thorough manli- 
ness of heart and soul, which, by clearly 
shewing him what he was able to accom- 
plish, preserved him against the perpetra- 
tion of that sublime nonsense and drivel- 
ling cant which now-a-days often pass for 
fine writing and fine sentiment.—WHITE- 
HEAD, CHARLES, 1848, Memoir of Captain 
Marryat, R. N., Bentley’s Miscellany, vol. 
24, p. 529. 

Captain Marryat turned his leisure to 
very profitable literary account. He may 
be said to have created a new kind of novel 
literature, iliustrative of naval life; and in 
that line, though followed and imitated by 
many, he has been equaled by none. The 
excellence of his productions, and the 
great success they met with, considering 
the large number of them, is remarkable. 
—MADDEN, R. R., 1855, The Literary 
Life and Correspondence of the Countess of 
Blessington, vol. 11, p. 310. 

Captain Marryat did make large sums 
by his writings—by the most popular of 
which, alone, he realized a fortune of 
£20,000. The following figures show what 
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he received on first publishing the manu- 
scripts: 


£ 
18389 Diaryin America . 1600 
1837 Snarley Yow . 1300 
1836 Midshipman Hasy . 1200 
1832 PeterSimple. . 1100 
1833 Jacob Faithful . 1100 
1834 Japhet . . : 1100 
1834 Pacha of Many Tales z 1100 


—MARRYAT, FLORENCE, 1872, Life and 
Letters of Captain Marryat, vol. I, p. 238. 


Captain Marryat, . . . regarded hisart 
with the eyes of a seaofficer. The broad 
arrow is visible—like a water-mark—on 
every page of his papers. . . One 
of the somewhat melancholy pleasures of 
middle age is to go deliberately through 
the novels which turned your head when 
you were a boy, and to see how you like 
them. Often the result of the experiment 
is to make you sorry you undertook it. 
But Marryat bears the test. To be sure, 
he no longer gives you a wild longing to 
breathe the free air of the ocean. You 
have long since reconciled yourself to the 
fact that your flag will never be seen flying 
from any mast-head, nor saluted with 
fifteen guns from any saluting battery. 
Perhaps, too, the physical changes of life 
indispose you to attempt ascending to a 
top, even by Lubber’s Hole, much less by the 
futtock-shrouds. But you can thoroughly 
enjoy your Marryat without wondering at 
your old enthusiasm, and above all, with- 
out being ashamed of it. This man did 
you no harm with sensuality disguised as 
sentimentalism, or philosophy empty and 
gaudy as toy-bladders. He stirred your 
blood not by putting drugs into it, but as 
exercise stirs it, as fresh air stirs it. 
Patriotism, manliness, firm friendship, good 
faith, kindliness—these are Marryat’s 
‘ideals ;’? and the scenes on which they 
appear are bathed in the jolliest humour 
—the humour of common life,and every- 
day sympathy, exhilarating as sunshine 
itself. —HANNAY, JAMES, 1873, Sea Novels, 
Captain Marryat, Cornhill Magazine, vol. 
2 pps AIG, LTO: 

In the hasty production of so many 
volumes, the quality could not always be 
equal. The nautical humour and racy dia- 
logue could not always be produced at will 
of a new and different stamp at each suc- 
cessive effort. Such, however, was the 
fertile fancy and active observation of the 
author, and his lively powers of amusing 


5383 


and describing, that he has fewer repeti- 
tions and less tediousness than almost 
any other writer equally voluminous.— 
CHAMBERS, ROBERT, 1876, Cyclopedia of 
English Literature, ed. Carruthers. 


Is the chronicler par excellence of naval 
exploits.—OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. W., 
1892, The Victorian Age of English Liter- 
ature, ch. vi. 

As a writer Marryat has been variously 
judged, but his position as a story-teller 
is assured. He drew the material of his 
stories from his professional experience 
and knowledge; the terrible shipwreck, 
for instance, in ‘‘The King’s Own,”’ is 
a coloured version of the loss of the 
Droits de l’homme and Mr. Chucks was 
still known in the flesh to the genera- 
tion that succeeded Marryat. Asa tale 
of naval adventure, ‘‘Frank Mildmay’’ 
was avowedly autobiographical, and there 
can be little doubt that Marryat’s con- 
temporaries could have fitted other names 
to Captain Kearney, or to Captain To, 
or to Lieutenant Oxbelly. Marryat has 
made his sailors live, and has given his 
incidents a real and absolute existence. 
It is in this,and in the rollicking sense of 
fun and humour which pervades the whole, 
that the secret of his success lay; for, 
with the exception perhaps of ‘‘The King’s 
Own,’’ his plots are poor.—LAUGHTON, 
J. K., 1893, Dictionary of National Biog- 
raphy, vol. XXXVI, p. 203. 


The works of Captain Marryatt and 
Samuel Lover require at least a reference, 
for the boys who read with delight the 
stories of Leatherstocking and Long Tom 
Coffin contrived somehow to make acquaint- 
ance with Peter Simple and Handy Andy 
and Mr. Midshipman Hasy. ‘To the genera- 
tion of yesterday at least, these personages 
are almost as classic, if not quite so classi- 
cal, as their predecessors. Though more 
careless in language and less discreet of 
demeanor, they linger nevertheless in affec- 
tionate memory along with the heroes of 
Cooper and Scott.—Simonps, WILLIAM 
Epwarp, 1894, An Introduction to the 
Study of English Fiction, p. 64. 


A rather careless and incorrect writer, 
and liable to fits both of extravagance and 
dulness. But the spirit and humour of the 
best of his books throughout, and the best 
parts of the others, are unmistakable and 
unsurpassed. Nor should it be forgotten 
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that he had a rough but racy gift of verse, 
the best, though by no means the only good 
example of which is the piece beginning, 
‘‘The Captain stood on the carronade.’’— 
SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1896, A History of 
Nineteenth Century Literature, p. 157. 


Upon the whole, one finds no large or fine 
literary quality in his books; but the fun 
in them is positive, and catching—as our 
aunts and uncles used to find it; but it is 
the fun of the tap-room, and of the for’- 
castle, rather than of the salon, or the 
library. For all this, scores and scores of 
excellent old people were shaking their 
sides—in the early part of this century 
over the pages of Captain Marryat.— 
MITCHELL, DoNALD G., 1897, English 
Lands Letters and Kings, The Luter Georges 
to Victoria, p. 288. 

There is no affectation, no pretentious- 
ness,in Marryat. Through his breezy style 
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there blows the freshness of an Atlantic 
gale, rude and boisterous, but invigorating. 
He is moreover the best painter of the 
naval life of that day,and the fact that it 
has passed away for ever, by closing the 
subject to future writers, or condemning 
them to write at second-hand, gives to his 
works a special promise of permanence. 

. His plots are rough but sufficient ; 
his characters show little penetration; 
but the habit of drawing from the life 
prevented him from going far wrong.— 
WALKER, HucGu, 1897, The Age of Tenny- 
son, p. 79. 


Not only is Marryat the most delightful 
of writers for boys, but it is interesting to 
note that both Carlyle and Ruskin during 
long terms of illness solaced themselves 
with his wonderful sea-stories. —SHORTER, 
CLEMENT K., 1897, Victorian Literature, 
Sixty Years of Books and Bookmen, p. 67. 


Edgar Allan Poe 
1809-1849 


January 19, 1809—Born at Boston, Massachusetts. 


December 8, 1811—His 


mother died at Richmond, Virginia... 1811—[Edgar Poe adopted by Mr. John Allan]. 


1816—Brought to Europe, and placed at school in Stoke Newington. 


Returns to the United States. 
February 1826]. 


lane, and Minor Poems,’’ at Baltimore. 


December 15, 1826—Leaves University of Virginia. 
“‘Tamerlane and other Poems’’ printed at Boston. 
March, 1829—Returns to Richmond, Virginia. 
July 1, 1880—Admitted as cadet to West 


1821— 


1822—Placed at school in Richmond, Virginia. 
February 1, 1826—Enters University of Virginia. 


[Signs matriculation book, 14th 
1827— 
June? 1827—Departs for Europe. 
1829—Publishes ‘‘Al Aaraaf, Tamer- 


Point Military Academy. March 6, 1881—Dismissed the Military Academy. March, 
1831—Publishes ‘‘Poems,’? New York. Autumn, 1833—Gains prize from Saturday 


Visitor (Baltimore). 
(Richmond, Virginia). 


December, 1835—Kditor of the Southern Literary Messenger 
May 16, 1886—Married to his cousin, Virginia Clemm, at 


Richmond. [Virginia C.born August 13th, 1822]. January, 1837—Resigns editorship 
of Southern Literary Messenger. 1837-8—Resides in New York. July,1838—‘“‘Arthur 


Gordon Pym’’ published, New York and London. 
July, 1839—Kditor of the Gentleman’s Magazine, Philadelphia. 
“Tales of the Grotesque and Arabesque’’ published, Philadelphia. 
ologist’s First Book’’ published, Philadelphia. 


delphia. 


Gentleman’s Magazine. 


prize for ‘‘The Gold Bug.’ 


Autumn, 1838—Removes to Phila- 
1840— 
1840—‘‘The Conch- 
June, 1840—Resigns editorship of 


January, 1841—KEditor of Graham’s Magazine, Philadelphia. 
April, 1842, Resigns editorship of Graham’s Magazine. 


Spring, 18483—Gains $100 


Autumn, 1844—Sub-editor of the Evening Mirror, New 
York. January 29, 1845—‘‘The Raven’’ published in Hvening Mirror. 


February 28, 


1845—Lectures in New York Historical Society’s room. March 8, 1845—Joint-editor 


of the Broadway Journal. 


Broadway Journal. 
York and London. 
Broadway Journal disposed of. 


July, 1845—“‘‘Tales’’ published, New York and London. 
July, 1845—Sole-editor of the Broadway Journal. 


November 1, 1845—Proprietor of 


November, 1845—‘‘The Raven and Other Poems’’ published, New 
Winter, 1845—Lectures at Boston Lyceum. December, 1845— 
February, 1846—‘‘The Literati’? begun in Godey’s 


Lady's Book. June 23,1846—Evening Mirror publishes libel. June 28,1846—‘“Reply” 


to libel in Philadelphia Saturday Gazette. 


January 30, 1847—His wife dies. 


Summer, 1846—Removes to Fordham. 


February 17,1847—Gains libel suit against Evening 
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Mirror. February 3,1848—Lectures in New York Historical Society’s room. Summer, 
1848—‘‘Eureka’’ published, New York. Summer, 1848—Richmond, Virginia, revisited. 


Summer, 1848—Lectures at Lowell, Mass., and Providence, R. I. 


Betrothed to Mrs. Whitman. 


October, 1848— 


December, 1848—Engagement with Mrs. Whitman broken 


off. June 380, 1849—Departsfor theSouth. Autumn, 1849—In Richmond and neigh- 


bourhood. 


October 7,°1849—Dies at Baltimore, Maryland. November 17, 1875— 


Monument Inaugurated, Baltimore.—INGRAM, JOHN H., 1880, Edgar Allan Poe, His 


Life, Letters and Opinions, vol. 1, p. xi. 
PERSONAL 


Dear Sir—Poe did right in referring to 
me. ‘He is very clever with his pen— 
classical and scholarlike. He wants ex- 
perience and direction, but I have no doubt 
he can be made very useful to you. And, 
poor fellow! he is very poor. I told him 
to write something for every number of 
your magazine, and that you might find it 
to your advantage to give him some per- 
manent employ. He hasavolume of very 
bizarre tales in the hands of ,in Phila- 
delphia, who for a year past has been 
promising to publish them. This young 
fellow is highly imaginative, and a little 
given to the ¢errific. He is at work ona 
tragedy, but I have turned him to drudging 
upon whatever may make money, and I 
have no doubt you and he will find your 
account in each other.—KENNEDY, JOHN 
PENDLETON, 1835, Letter to J. W. White, 
April, 13; Poe Memorial, ed. Rice, p. 13. 


Edgar A. Poe (you know him by char- 
acter, no doubt, if not personally), has 
become one of the strangest of our literati. 
He and I are old friends,—have known 
each other since boyhood, and it gives me 
inexpressible pain to notice the vagaries 
to which he has lately become subject. 
Poor fellow! he is not a teetotaller by any 
means, and I fear he is going headlong to 
destruction, moral, physical and _ intel- 
lectual.—Wiumer, L. A., 1848, Letter to 
Mr. Tomlin, May 20; Passages from the 
Correspondence and Other Papers of Rufus 
W. Griswold, p. 148. 


He really does not possess one tithe of 
greatness which he seems to regard as an 
uncomfortable burden. Hemistakes coarse 
abuse for polished invective, and vulgar in- 
sinuation for sly satire. He is not alone 
thoroughly unprincipled, base, and de- 
praved, but silly, vain, and ignorant, —not 
alone an assassin in morals, but a quack in 
literature. Hisfrequent quotations from 
languages of which he is entirely ignorant, 
and his consequent blunders, expose him te 
ridicule; while his cool plagiarisms, from 


known or forgotten writers, excite the 
public amazement. He is a complete evi- 
dence of his own assertion, that ‘‘no spec- 
tacle can be more pitiable than that of a 
man without the commonest school educa- 
tion, busying himself in attempts to in- 
struct mankind on topics of polite litera- 
ture.’’— ENGLISH, THomMAS DuNN, 1846, 
New York Evening Mirror. 


My Dear Heart—My Dear Virginia— 
Our mother will explain to you why I stay 
away from you this night. I trust the 
interview I am promised will result in some 
substantial good for me—for your dear 
sake and hers—keep up your heart in all 
hopefulness, and trust yet a little longer. 
On my last great disappointment I.should 
have lost my courage but for you—my 
little darling wife. You are my greatest 
and only stimulus now, to battle with this 
uncongenial, unsatisfactory, and ungrate- 
ful life. I shall be with you to-morrow 
[illegible] P. M., and be assured until I see 
you I will keep inloving remembrance your 
last words,and your fervent prayer! Sleep 
well, and may God grant you a peaceful 
summer with your devoted Edgar.—Pok, 
EpGAR ALLAN, 1846, Letter to Mrs. Poe, 
June 12; Life, Letters and Opinions, ed. 
Ingram, vol. u, p. 88. 


Edgar Allan Poe is dead. He died in 
Baltimore on Sunday, October 7th. This 
announcement will startle many, but few 
will be grieved by it. His con- 
versation was at times almost supra-mortal 
inits eloquence. His voice was modulated 
with astonishing skill, and his large and 
variably expressive eyes looked repose or 
shot fiery tumult into theirs who listened, 
while his own face glowed, or was change- 
less in pallor, as his imagination quickened 
his blood or drew it back frozen to his 
heart. His imagery was from the worlds 
which no mortals can see but with the 
vision of genius.—Suddenly starting from 
a proposition, exactly and sharply defined, 
in terms of utmost simplicity and clear- 
ness, he rejected the forms of customary 
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logic, and by a crystalline process of ac- 
cretion, built up his acular demonstrations 
in forms of gloomiest and ghastliest grand- 
eur,or in those of the most airy and deli- 
cious beauty—so minutely and distinctly, 
yet so rapidly, that the attention which 
was yielded to him was chained till it stood 
among his wonderful creations—till he 
himself dissolved the spell, and brought his 
hearers back to common and base exist- 
ence, by vulgar fancies or exhibitions of 
the ignoblest passion. He was at all times 
a dreamer—dwelling in ideal realms—in 
heaven or hell—peopled with the creatures 
and the accidents of his brain. He walked 
the streets, in madness or melancholy, with 
lips moving in indistinct curses, or with 
eyes upturned in passionate prayer (never 
for himself, for he felt, or professed to 
feel, that he was already damned, but) for 
their happiness who at the moment were 
objects of his idolatry;—or, with his 
glances introverted to a heart gnawed with 
anguish, and with a face shrouded in gloom, 
he would brave the wildest storms; and all 
night, with drenched garments and arms 
beating the-winds and rains, would speak 
as if to spirits that at such times only 
could be evoked by him from the Aidenn, 
close by whose portals his disturbed soul 
sought to forget the ills to which his 
constitution subjected him—close by the 
Aidenn where were those he loved—the 
Aidenn which he might never see, but in 
fitful glimpses, as its gates opened to re- 
ceive the less fiery and more happy 
natures whose destiny to sin did not in- 
volve the doom of death.—GriIswoLp, 
Rurus WiLMot (Lupwic), 1849, The Death 
of Edgar A. Poe, New York Tribune. 


They now appreciate him and will do 
justice to his beloved memory. They pro- 
pose to raise a monument to his memory. 
Some of the papers, indeed, nearly all, do 
him justice. I enclose this article from 
a Baltimore paper. But this, my dear 
Annie, will not restore him. Never, oh, 
never, will I see those dear lovely eyes. I 
feel so desolate, so wretched, friendless, and 
alone. I have a beautiful letter 
from General Morris; he did, indeed, love 
him. He has many friends, but of what 
little consequence to him now. I have to 
go out home—to his home to-day, to ar- 
range his papers. Oh, what will I not 
suffer.—CLEemMM, Mrs. Maria, 1849, Let- 
ter to “‘Annie,” Oct. 13; Edgar Allan Poe, 
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his Life, Letters and Opinions, ed. Ingram, 
vol. I, p. 240. 

Residing as he did in the country, we 
never met Mr. Poe in hours of leisure; but 
he frequently callad on us afterwards at 
our place of business, and we met him often 
in the street—invariably the same sad- 
mannered, winning and refined gentleman, 
such as we had always known him. It was 
by rumor only, up to the day of his death, 
that we knew of any other development of 
manner or character. We heard,from one 
who knew him well (what should be stated 
in all mention of his lamentable irregular- 
ities) that, witha single glass of wine, his 
whole nature was reversed, the demon be- 
came uppermost, and, though none of the 
usual signs of intoxication were visible, 
his will was palpably insane. Possessing 
his reasoning faculties in excited activity, 
at such times, and seeking his acquaint- 
ances with his wonted look and memory, 
he easily seemed personating only another 
phase of his natural character, and was 
accused, accordingly, of insulting arro- 
gance and bad-heartedness. In this re- 
versed character, we repeat, it was never 
our chance to see him. We know it from 
hearsay, and we mention it in connection 
with this sad infirmity of physical constitu- 
tion; which puts it upon very nearly the 
ground of a temporary and almost irre- 
sponsible insanity.—WILLIS, NATHANIEL 
PARKER, 1849, Death of Edgar A. Poe, 
Home Journal, Oct. 13; Poe's Poems and 
Essays, Memorial, ed., p. exii. 

I can sincerely say, that although I have 
frequently heard of aberrations on his part 
from the ‘‘straight and narrow path,’’ I 
have never seen him otherwise than gentle, 
generous, well-bred, and fastidiously re- 
fined. To a sensitive and delicately- 
nurtured woman, there was a peculiar and 
irresistible charm in the chivalric, grace- 
ful, and almost tender reverence with 
which he invariably approached all women 
who won his respect. It was this which 
first commanded and always retained my 
regard for him. It was in his owr 
simple yet poetical home, that to me the 
character of Edgar Poe appeared in its 
most beautiful light. Playful, affection- 
ate, witty, alternately docile and wayward 
as a petted child—for his young, gentle, 
and idolized wife, and for all who came, he 
had, even in the midst of his most harass- 
ing literary duties, a kind word, a pleasant 
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smile, a graceful and courteous attention. 
At his desk, beneath the romantic picture 
of his loved and lost Lenore, he would sit, 
hour after hour, patient, assiduous, and un- 
complaining, tracing, in an exquisitely 
clear chirography, and with almost super- 
human swiftness, the lightning thoughts— 
the ‘‘rare and radiant’’ fancies as they 
flashed through his wonderful and ever- 
wakeful brain.—Oscoop, FRANCES SaR- 
GENT, 1850, Reminiscences of Poe by Gris- 
wold, International Magazine, vol. 1. 


Literature with him was religion; and 
he, its high-priest, with a whip of scorpions 
scourged the money-changers from the 
temple. In all else he had the docility 
and kind-heartedness of a child. _ No man 
was more quickly touched by a kindness— 
none more prompt to atone for an injury. 
For three or four years I knew him inti- 
mately, and for eighteen months saw him 
almost daily; much of the time writing or 
conversing at the same desk; knowing all 
his hopes, his fears and little annoyances 

. of life, as well as his high-hearted struggle 
with adverse fate—yet he was always the 
same polished gentleman—the quiet, un- 
obtrusive, thoughtful scholar—the devoted 
husband—frugal in his personal expenses 
——punctual and unwearied in his industry 
—and tie soul of honor in all his transac- 
tions.—GRAHAM, GEORGE R., 1850, To 
N. P. Willis, Feb. 2; Graham’s Magazine. 
When first I looked into thy glorious eyes, 
And saw, with their unearthly beauty pained, 
Heaven deepening within heaven, like the 

skies 
Of autumn nights without a shadow stained, 

I stood as one whom some strange dream en- 

thralls; 

For, far away, in some lost life divine, 

Some land which every glorious dream re- 

calls, 

_ A spirit looked on me with eyes like thine. 

E’en now, though death has veiled their 
starry light, 

And closed their lids in his relentless night— 
As some strange dream, remembered in a 

dream, 

Again I see, in sleep, their tender beam; 
Unfading hopes their cloudless azure fill, 
Heaven deepening within heaven, serene and 

still. 

—WHITMAN, SARAH HELEN, 1850, Poems, 

fos Bb. 

We cannot dismiss this subject without 
paying our earnest tribute to the woman- 
hood of the poet’s chief friend, his wife’s 
mother. To Mrs.Clemm will be awarded in 
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the history of genius the rarest of all 
crowns, the wreath placed by God’s hands 
—through his noblest creatures— on 
woman’s beautiful and matron brow. Even 
in her lifetime she will receive the world’s 
acknowledgment of her nobility of soul; 
and the tongues whom envy or shame froze 
in the life of her gifted but unhappy son- 
in-law, will thaw, and like the fable of old 
utter praises to the perished one, condemn- 
ing their own wretched selves.—POWELL, 
THOMAS, 1850, The Living Authors of 
America, p. 122. 

A fine, thoughtful face, with lineaments 
of delicacy, such as belong only to genius 
or high blood,—the forehead grand and 
pale; the eye dark, and gleaming with 
sensibility and soul; a face to inspire men 
with interest and curiosity. — HANNAY, 
JAMES, 1853, Poetical Works of Edgar A. 
Poe, Life. 

In character he was certainly one of the 
strangest anomalies in the history of man- 
kind. . . . He was no more a gentleman 
than he wasa saint. His heart wasas rot- 
ten as his conduct wasinfamous. He knew 
not what the terms honor and honorable 
meant. He had absolutely no virtue or 
good quality, unless you call remorse a 
virtue, and despair a grace. Some have 
called him mad; but we confess we see no 
evidence of this in his history. He showed 
himself, in many instances, a cool, calculat- 
ing, deliberate blackguard. His intellect 
was of the clearest, sharpest, and most 
decisive kind. A large heart has often 
beat in the bosom of a debauchee; but 
Poe had not one spark of genuine tender- 
ness, unless it were for his wife, whose 
heart, nevertheless, and constitution, he 
broke—hurrying her to a premature grave, 
that he might write ‘‘Annabel Lee’’ and 
“The Raven!’’ He died, as 
he had lived, a raving, cursing, self- 
condemned, conscious cross between the 
fiend and the genius, believing noth- 
ing, hoping nothing, loving nothing, fear- 
ing nothing—himself his own god and 
his own devil—a solitary wretch, who had 
cut off every bridge that connected him 
with the earth around and the heavens 
above. This, however, let us say in his 
favor—he has died ‘‘alone in his iniquity ;’” 
he has never, save by his example (so far 
as we know his work), sought to shake 
faith or sap morality. His writings may 
be morbid, but they are pure. . . . He 
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has gone far away from the misty mid- 
region of Weir ; his dreams of cosmogonies 
have been tested by the searching light of 
eternity’s truth; his errors have received 
the reward that was meet; and we cannot 
but say, ere we close, peace even to the 
well-nigh putrid dust of Edgar A. Poe.— 
GILFILLAN, GEORGE, 1855, A Third Gal- 
lery of Portraits, pp. 327, 330, 338. 

A being full of misery, but all beaten out 
upon his own anvil; a man gifted as few 
are, but without faith or devotion, and 
without any earnest purpose inlife. . 
What a torn record of a life it is! more 
sorrowful by far than that of our own 
Otway or Chatterton. Alternately aseraph 
and a brute,—an inspired poet and a 
grovelling sensualist,—a prophet and a 
drunkard,—his biography unfolds a tale 
of mingled admiration and horror, such as 
has been told of very few literary men.— 
SMILES, SAMUEL, 1860, Brief Biographies, 
pp. 334, 345. 

A gushing youth once wrote me to this 
effect :—‘‘Dear Sir: Among your literary 
treasures, you have doubtless preserved 
several autographs of our country’s late 
lamented poet, Edgar A. Poe. If so, and 
you can spare one, please enclose it to me, 
and receive the thanks of yourstruly.”’ I 
promptly responded, as follows :—‘‘Dear 
Sir: Among my literary treasures, there 
happens to be exactly one autograph of 
our country’s late lamented poet, Edgar 
A. Poe. It is his note of hand for fifty 
dollars, with my indorsement across the 
back. It cost me exactly $50.75 (includ- 
ing protest), and you may have it for half 
that amount. Yours, respectfully.’? That 
autograph, I regret to say, remains on my 
hands, and is still for sale at first cost, 
despite the lapse of time, and the deprecia- 
tion of our currency.—GREELEY, HORACE, 
1868, Recollections of a Busy Life, p. 196 

One of the younger poets who received 
substantial assistance from Mr. Halleck 
was Edgar A. Poe, to whom he loaned, in 
answer to an appeal, one hundred dollars, 
asum which the gifted but unfortunate 
young singer, like many others of the 
rhyming fraternity, who received aid from 
the generous Halleck, was never able to 
repay.—WILSON, JAMES GRANT, 1869, 
Infe and Letters of Futz-Greene Halleck, 
p. 430. 

Poe I have known for a whole month 
closeted in his house, all the time hard at 
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work with his pen, poorly paid, and hard 
driven to keep the wolf from his slightly- 
fastened door; intruded on only by a few 
select friends, who always found him, what 
they knew him to be, a generous host, an 
affectionate son-in-law and husband,—in 
short, a respectable gentleman. 

In the list of literary men there has been 
no such spiteful biographer as Rufus Gris- 
wold, and never such a victim of posthu- 
mous spite as poor Edgar Allan Poe. .. . 
A lady angelically beautiful in person, and 
not less beautiful in spirit. No one who 
remembers that dark-eyed, dark-haired 
daughter of Virignia,—her own name— 
her grace, her facial beauty, her demean- 
our,so modest as to be remarkable; no one 
who has ever spent an hour in her com- 
pany, but will endorse what I have said. 
I remember how we, the friends of the 
poet, used to talk of her high qualities, 
and when we talked of her beauty, I well 
knew that the rose-tint upon her cheek 
was too bright,too pure to be of earth. It 
was consumption’s colour, that sadly 
beautiful light that beckons to an early 
tomb.~—REID, CAPTAIN MAYNE, 1869, A 
Dead Man Defended, Onward, April. 


Edgar A. Poe I remember seeing on a 
single occasion. He announced a lecture 
to be delivered at the Society Library 
building on Broadway, under the title of 
the ‘‘Universe.’’ It was a stormy night, 
and there were not more than sixty persons 
present in the lecture-room. Ihave seen 
no portrait of Poe that does justice to his 
pale, delicate, intellectual face and magnifi- 
cent eyes. His lecture was arhapsody of 
the most intense brilliancy. He appeared 
inspired, and his inspiration affected the 
scant audience almost painfully. He wore 
his coat tightly buttoned across his slender 
chest; his eyes seemed to glow like those 
of his own raven, and he kept us entranced 
for two hours and a half. The late Mr. 
Putnam, the publisher, told me that the 
next day the wayward, luckless poet pre- 
sented himself to him with the manuscript 
of the ‘‘Universe.’’ He told Putnam that 
in it he solved the whole problem of life; 
that it would immortalize its publisher as 
well as its author; and, what was of less 
consequence, that it would bring to him 
the fortune which he had so long and so 
vainly been seeking. Mr. Putnam, while 
an admirer of genius, was also a cool, 
calculating man of business. As such,he 
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could not see the matter in exactly the 
- same light as the poet did, and the only 
result of the interview was that he lent 
Poe a shilling to take him home to Ford- 
ham, where he then resided. — FIELD, 
MAUNSELL B., 1873, Memories of Many 
Men and of Some Women, p. 224. 

Though Edgar Poe is one of the greatest 
masters of the gruesome who ever lived, 
there seems to be no reason in that at all 
for making any kind of assumption as to 
his character.—HuTTon, RIcHARD HOoLt, 
1874, Criticisms on Contemporary Thought 
and Thinkers, vol. 1, p. 61. 

To 
EDGAR ALLAN POE 
Author of the Raven 
and other Poems, 
and of various works of Fiction, 
Distinguished alike 
for originality in the conception, 
skill in word-painting, 
and power over the mind of the reader, 
THE PUBLIC SCHOOL TEACHERS 
of 
Baltimore, 
admirers of his genius, 
have erected this monument, 
—BRYANT, WILLIAM CULLEN, 1875, In- 
scription on Poe’s Monument, Baltimore. 

Edgar Poe might have been, at this time, 
fifteen or sixteen—he being one of the 
oldest boys in the school, and I one of the 
youngest. His power and accomplishments 
captivated me, and something in me or in 
him made him takeafancy tome. Inthe 
simple school athletics of those days, where 
a gymnasium had not been heard of, he 
was facile princeps. He wasaswift runner, 
a wonderful Jeaper, and what was more 
rare, a boxer, with some slight training. 

peices For swimming he was noted, being 
in many of his athletic proclivities sur- 
prisingly like Byron in his youth. There 
was no one arhong the schoolboys who 
would so dare in the midst of the rapids 
of the James River. In our Latin 
exercises in school, Poe was among the 
first—not first without dispute. 

I remember that Poe was also a very fine 
French scholar. Yet with all his superi- 
orities, he was not the master-spirit, nor 
even the favorite of the school. dist 
Poe, as I recall my impressions now, was 
self-willed, capricious, inclined to be im- 
perious,and though of generous impulses, 
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not steadily kind or even amiable; and so 
what he would exact was refused to him. 
Of Edgar Poe it was known that 
his-parents were players, and that he was 
dependent upon the bounty that is be- 
stowed upon an adopted son. All this 
had the effect of making the boys de- 
cline his leadership; and on looking back 
on it since, I fancy it gave him a fierceness 
he would otherwise not have had. ; 
Not a little of Poe’s time, in school and 
out of it, was occupied with writing verses. 
—PRESTON, Cot. J. T. L., 1875, Some 
Reminiscences of Hdgar A. Poe as a School- 
boy, Poe Memorial, ed. Rice, pp. 38, 40, 41. 


The next number of the Saturday Visitor 
[1833] contained the ‘“‘MS. Found in a 
Bottle,’’ and announced the author. My 
office, ‘in those days, was in the building 
still occupied by the Mechanics’ Bank, and 
I was seated at my desk on the Monday 
following the publication of the tale, when 
a gentleman entered and introduced him- 
self as the writer, saying that he came to 
thank me, as one of the committee, for the 
award inhis favor. Of this interview, the 
only one I ever had with Mr. Poe, my 
recollection is very distinct indeed, and it 
requires but a small effort of imagination 
to place him before me now, as plainly 
almost as I see any one of my audience. 
He was, if anything, below the middle size, 
and yet could not be described as a small 
man. His figure was remarkably good, 
and he carried himself erect and well, as 
one who had been trained to it. He was 
dressed in black, and his frock-coat was 
buttoned to the throat, where it met the 
black stock, then almost universally worn. 
Not a particle of white was visible. Coat, 
hat, boots and gloves had very evidently 
seen their best days, but so far as mending 
and brushing go, everything had been done, 
apparently, to make them presentable. 
On most men his clothes would have looked 
shabby and seedy, but there was something 
about this man that prevented one from 
criticising his garments, and the details I 
have mentioned were only recalled after- 
wards. The impression made, however, 
was that the award in Mr. Poe’s favor was 
not inopportune. Gentleman was written 
all over him. His manner was easy and 
quiet, and although he came to return 
thanks for what he regarded as deserving 
them, there was nothing obsequious in 
what he said or did. His features I am 
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unable to describe in detail. His fore- 
head was high and remarkable for the 
great development at the temple. This 
was the characteristic of his head, which 
you noticed at once, and which I have never 
forgotten. The expression of his face 
was grave, almost sad, except when he was 
engaged in conversation, when it became 
animated and changeable. His voice, I 
remember, was very pleasing in its tone 
and well modulated, almost rhythmical, and 
his words were well chosen and unhesitat- 
ing.—LATROBE, JOHN H. B., 1875, Kemin- 
ascences of Poe, Poe Memorial, ed. Rice, 
p. 60. 

I have resided and practised my profes- 
sion of the law in Brooklyn for about thirty 
years. Shortly after I moved here, in 
1845, Mr. Poe and I became personal 
friends. His last residence, and where I 
visited him oftenest, was in a beautifully 
secluded cottage at Fordham, fourteen 
miles above New York. Itwasthere that 
I often saw his dear wife during her last 
illness, and attended her funeral. It was 
from there that he and his ‘‘dear Muddie’”’ 
(Mrs. Clemm)often visited me at my house, 
frequently, and at my urgent solicitation, 
remaining many days. When he finally 
departed on his last trip south, the kissing 
and handshaking were at my front-door. 
He was hopeful; we were sad: and tears 
gushed in torrents as he kissed his ‘‘dear 
Muddie’’ and my wife, ‘‘good-bye.’’ Alas, 
it proved, as Mrs. Clemm feared, a final 
adieus) ash: He was one of the most 
affectionate, kind-hearted men I ever knew. 
I never witnessed so much tender affection 
and devoted love as existed in that family 
of three persons. His dear Virginia, after 
her death, was his ‘‘lost Lenore.’’ I have 
spent weeks in the closest intimacy with 
Mr. Poe, and I never saw him drink a drop 
of liquor, wine or beer, in my life; and 
never saw him under the slightest influence 
of any stimulants whatever. He was, in 
truth, a most abstemious and exemplary 
man. But [learned from Mrs.Clemm that 
if,on the importunity of a convivial friend, 
he took a single glass, even of wine, it 
suddenly flashed through his nervous 
system and excitable brain; and that he 
was no longer himself or responsible for 
his acts —LEwis, S. D., 1875, Letter to 
the Poe Memorial, Oct. 11, ed. Rice, p. 86. 


Edgar A. Poe was a wonderful man, and 
he has never had justice done him. Most 
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happy should I be, if in my power, to wit- 
ness the ceremony of the inauguration of 
his monument; for after all the abomin- 
able calumnies that have been circulated 
against him, both abroad and at home, he 
stands higher today in the estimation of 
kindred poets than he ever did while on 
earth.—NEAL, JOHN, 1875, Letter to the 
Poe Memorial, ed. Rice, Nov. 3, p. 89. 


I knocked at the street-door, and was 
presently shown up to Poe’s rooms, on the 
second or third floor. He received me very 
kindly. I told my errand,and he promised 
that my Ode should be printed next week. 
I was struck with his poetic manner, and 
the elegance of his appearance. He was 
slight and pale, Isaw, with large luminous 
eyes, and was dressed in black. When I 
quitted the room, I could not but see his 
wife, who was lying on a bed, apparently 
asleep. She, too, was dressed in black, 
and was pale and wasted. ‘‘Poor lady,’’ 
I thought, ‘‘she is dying of consumption.”’ 
I was sad on her account, but glad on my 
own: for had I not seen areal live author, 
the great Edgar Allan Poe, and was not 
my Ode to be published at once in his 
paper? — STODDARD, RICHARD HENRY, 
1875-84, Life of Edgar Allan Poe, Poe’s 
Works, vol. 1, p. 128. 


Judging from these phenomena, as ex- 
hibited in his life and works, he habitually 
lived in a state bordering upon somnambul- 
ism—a disorder that cerebral epilepsy 
closely resembles. He was a denizen of 
two worlds and the remark of Dr. Maudsley, 
that the hereditary madman often gives 
the idea of a double being, rational and 
underanged when his consciousness is ap- 
pealed to,and mastered by his unconscious 
life when left to his own devices, might 
have been written after a study of him. 
He lived and died a riddle to his friends. 
Those who had never seen him in a parox- 
ysm (among them Mrs. Frances Sargent 
Osgood) could not believe that he was the 
perverse and vicious person painted in the 
circulated tales of his erratic doings. To 
those who had, he was two men—the one 
an abnormally wicked and profane repro- 
bate, the other a quiet and dignified gentle- 
man. The special,moral,and mental con- 
dition incident to cerebral epilepsy ex- 
plains these apparent contradictions as 
felicitously as it elucidates the intellectual 
and psychical traits of his literature. Its 
mental phenomena supervene after a stage 
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of incubation more or less prolonged, and 
the fit generally lasts two or three days. 
Its supervention is evinced by extreme 
susceptibility and impulsiveness. Ten- 
dency to repeat the same phrase over and 
Over witnesses to the perversion of the 
will. Distressing delusions and hallucina- 
tions prompt to eccentric and impulsive 
acts. The face is livid, and the eyes have 
the expression of drunkenness. Mono- 
mania may supervene, or dipsomania, or 
erotomania—as when Poe was expelled 
from the house of Mr. Allan, his friend 
and benefactor. Finally, the sufferer falls 
into a prolonged sleep, easily mistaken for 
that of drunkenness, and wakes up with 
re-established sanity.—F AIRFIELD, FRAN- 
cis GERRY, 1875, A Mad Man of Letters, 
Seribner’s Monthly, vol. 10, p. 696. 

There is no necessity for us to touch 
heavily upon this terrible trait in the char- 
acter of Edgar Poe—this sad, sickening 
infirmity of his ‘‘lonesome latter years :’’ 
his error, if such it may be styled—the 
impulse which blindly impelled him to his 
destruction—injured no one but himself; 
but certainly no one before or since has 
suffered so severely in character as a con- 
sequence of such a fault. Other children 
of genius have erred far worse than Poe 
ever did, inasmuch as their derelictions 
have injured others; but with them the 
world has dealt leniently, accepting their 
genius as a compensation. But for poor 
Edgar Poe, who wronged no one but him- 
self, the world, misled greatly, it is true, 
as to his real character, has hitherto had 
no mercy. The true story of his life has 
now been told; henceforth let him be 
judged justly; henceforth let his errors 
be forgotten, and to his name be assigned 
that place which is due to it in the glory- 
roll of fame.—INGRAM, JOHN H., 1876, 
A Biographical Sketch, Poe Memorial, ed. 
Rice, p. 35. 

The Richard Savage of American litera- 
ture. —CHAMBERS, RoBERT, 1876, Cyclo- 
pedia of English Literature, ed. Carruthers. 

Why, I, the most innocent of divinity 
students at the time (1847), while walking 
with Poe, and feeling thirsty, pressed him 
to take a glass of wine with me. He de- 
clined, but finally compromised by taking a 
glass of ale with me. Almost instantly a 
great change came overhim. Previously 
engaged in an indescribably eloquent con- 
versation, he became as if paralyzed, and 
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with compressed lips and fixed, glaring 
eyes, returned, without uttering a word, 
to the house which we were visiting. For 
hours, the strange spell hung over him. 
He seemed a changed being, as if stricken 
by some peculiar phase of insanity.— 
CuDWorRTH, REV. WARREN H., 1877, To 
William Fearing Guill, Life of Poe, p. 79. 


Poe’s eyes, indeed, were his most strik- 
ing feature, and it was to these that his 
face owed its peculiar attraction. I have 
never seen other eyes at all resembling 
them. They were large, with long, jet- 
black lashes,—the iris dark steel-gray, pos- 
sessing a crystalline clearness and trans- 
parency, through which the jet-black 
pupil was seen to expand and contract 
with every shade of thought and emotion, 
I observed that the lids never contracted, 
as is so usual in most persons, especially 
when talking; but his gaze was ever full, 
open, and unshrinking. His usual expres- 
sion was dreamy and sad. He had a way 
of sometimes turning a slightly askance 
look upon some person who was not observ- 
ing him, and, with a quiet, steady gaze, 
appear to be mentally taking the caliber 
of the unsuspecting subject.— WEISS, Mrs. 
Susan A. T,, 1878, Last Days of Edgar 
A. Poe, Scribner’s Magazine, vol. 15, 
pails 
Oh, if his hunted spirit, held at bay 
This side of death, has covert found at last, 
How restful must the change be, and how 

sweet! 
And if he heeds our censure or our praise, 
As once, how glad he must be now to know— 
If know he does—that in some generous 
hearts 
The balances are just that measure him, 
And that some lips are pitiful and kind, 
Saying, ‘‘He might have been, and but for 
this, 
And this,—dead weights that circumstance 
Threw in the scale—he would have been, a 


man, 
A hero, worthy of his poet-soul!”’ 
—Mason, CAROLINE A., 1880, To Ed- 
mund Clarence Stedman after reading 
his Essay on Poe, Seribner’s Monthly, vol. 
20, p. 450. 


Even as we drive out of mind the popular 
conceptions of his nature,and look only at 
the portraits of him in the flesh, we needs 
must pause and contemplate, thoughtfully 
and with renewed feeling, one of the 
marked ideal faces that seem—like those 
of Byron, DeMusset, Heine—to fulfill all 
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the traditions of genius, of picturesque- 
ness, of literary and romantic effect.— 
STEDMAN, EDMUND CLARENCE, 1880, Ed- 
gar Allan Poe, p. 10. 

All that makes Poe’s career least de- 
fensible—his vices, quarrels, desperate 
straits, attempted suicides, ardent and 
sometimes simultaneous love-affairs—all 
these afford great resources for the biog- 
rapher, who has reason to be grateful for 
a subject who did not dwell in decencies 
for ever. It is almost amusing to see how 
each new memoir of Poe professes to be 
the first to tell the real story of his life; 
and how each, while denouncing the obvious 
malice of Griswold, ends by re-establishing 
almost all the damaging facts which Gris- 
wold left only half-proved. If Poe fared 
ill at the hands of his enemy, he has fared 
worse, on the whole, at those of his friends. 
—HIGGINSON, THOMAS WENTWORTH, 1880, 
Recent Works on Edgar Poe, The Nation, 
vol. 31, p. 360. 

In a dream I once had, I saw a vessel 
onthe sea, at midnight,inastorm. It was 
no great full-rigged ship, nor majestic 
steamer, steering firmly through the gale, 
but seemed one of those superb little 
schooner yachts I had often seen lying 
anchored, rocking so jauntily, in the waters 
around New York,or up Long Island Sound ; 
now flying uncontrolled with torn sails and 
broken spars through the wild sleet and 
winds and waves of the night. On deck 
was a slender, slight, beautiful figure, a dim 
man, apparently enjoying all the terror, 
the murk, and the dislocation of which he 
was the centre and the victim. That figure 
of my lurid dream might stand for Edgar 
Poe, his spirit, his fortunes, and his poems 
—themselves all lurid dreams.——Wuir- 
MAN, WALT, 1882, Edgar Poe’s Signifi- 
cance, The Critic, vol. 2, p. 147. 

I now felt it necessary that I should de- 
termine the nature of his disease and make 
out a correct diagnosis, so as to treat him 
properly. I did not then know but he 
might have been drinking, and so to deter- 
mine the matter, I said,‘‘Mr. Poe, you are 
extremely weak, pulse very low; I will 
give you a glass of toddy.’’ He opened 
wide his eyes, and fixed them so steadily 
upon me, and with such anguish in them 
that I had to look from him to the wall 
beyond the bed. He then said, ‘‘Sir, if I 
thought its potency would transport me to 
the Elysian bowers of the undiscovered 
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spirit world, I would not take it.’’ ‘I 
will then administer an opiate, to give you 
sleep and rest,’’ I said. Then he rejoined, 
“‘Twin sister, spectre to the doomed and 
crazed mortals of earth and perdition.’”’ I 
was entirely shorn of my strength. Here 
was a patient supposed to have been drunk, 
very drunk, and yet refuses to take liquor. 
The ordinary response is, ‘‘Yes, Doctor, 
give me alittle to strengthen my nerves.’’ 
I found there was no tremor of his person, 
no unsteadiness of his nerves, no fidgeting 
with his hands, and not the slightest odor 
of liquor upon his breath or person. I saw 
that my first impression had been a mis- 
taken one. He was inasinking condition, 
yet perfectly conscious. I had his body 
sponged with warm water, to which spirits 
were added, sinapisms applied to his 
stomach and feet, cold applications to his 
head, and then administered a stimulating 
cordial. . Theappearance of the 
dead poet had not materially changed ; his 
face was calm and placid; a smile seemed 
to play around his mouth, and all who gazed 
upon him remarked how natural he looked ; 
so much so, indeed, that it seemed as though 
he only slept.—Moran, Dr. JOHN J., 
1885, A Defense of Edgar Allan Poe, Life, 
Character and Dying Declarations of the 
Poet, An Official Account of his Death by 
his Attending Physician, pp. 65, 82. 


The most fantastic of Poe’s creations 
are not the product of the imagination 
abandoned to the impulses of a dominant 
mood; the effects are deliberately calcu- 
lated, as he says they were, step by step ° 
and point by point to a prearranged culmi- 
nation. A man writing onsucha system, 
with the wolf at the door and affections 
daily on the rack, could hardly have en- 
dured the strain if he had had a constitu- 
tion of iron. It was no wonder that Poe’s 
health became distempered, or that during 
the last years of his wife’s illness and the 
two remaining years through which he sur- 
vived her, he had recourse to the dangerous 
help of stimulants. Not only did he sub- 
ject his imagination to exhausting condi- 
tions, but he wasted his force in doing 
with superfluous thoroughness what a 
ready journalist would have dismissed with 
a few easy sentences of commonplace. 

Poe failed to make a living by 
literature, not because he was an irregular 
profligate in the vulgar sense, but because 
he did ten times as much work as he was 


EDGAR ALLAN POE 


paid to do—a species of profligacy, per- 
haps, but not quite the same in kind as that 
with which he was charged by his malig- 
nant biographer.—MINT0, WILLIAM, 1885, 
Encyclopedia Britannica, Ninth ed., vol. 
XIX, p. 268. 

No doubt many discreditable things were 
said of him which were not true; but they 
were growths from the seed which he him- 
self had planted. At the time of 
Poe’s death, and for some years afterward, 
while his moral lapses were fresh in the 
minds of numberless contemporaries, few 
who took public notice of him were so rash 
as to assert his innocence; and in subse- 
quent years memoirs of him were written, 
that were satisfactory in every particular, 
by those who either knew him well or had 
received their impressions from his as- 
sociates, and who weighed his character 
with judicial impartiality. These memoirs 
are dispassionate and charitable, but they 
tell the truth. The three head- 
lights to which I have pointed attention— 
a neglected, dying wife; a seduction de- 
liberately attempted; and a second seduc- 
tion, with its attendant ruin, as deliberately 
accomplished—show clearly enough the 
trend of his character and the range of 
some of his pursuits. The picture is suf- 
ficiently complete. Let the truth prevail. 
As a writer, Poe’s name stands among the 
very highest on the glory-roll of American 
authorship. I heartily agree with Prof. 
Minto that ‘‘there is no English author of 
the present century whose fame is likely 
to be more enduring.’’ But as a man, he 
has been weighed in the balance and found 
wanting. And let his failure to display the 
triumphs of a pure and noble manhood be 
set forth in fitting terms side by side with 
the chronicle of his mental greatness. Let 
it be presented in sharp contrast with the 
' attractive personal record of his exalted 
cotemporaries—a Longfellow, a Holmes, 
a Whittier, and a Bryant,—enforcing the 
cardinal truth on the minds and hearts of 
ambitious youth, that one of the most 
sparkling gems in the coronal of a great 
author’s greatness is the immaculate 
purity of his daily life.—HarrincTon, H. 
F., 1885, Poe not to be Apotheosized, The 
Critic, Oct. 3, pp. 157, 158. 

Beautiful, gifted, and sensitive, proud, 
ambitious, and daring, endowed with a 
subtle charm of manner as well as of per- 
gon, amiable and generous in his home life, 
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loyal and devoted to his family, a very 
pleasing picture is presented of the man 
if we look but onthisside. Could he have 
overcome the fatal fascination of drink, 
we might never have seen the reverse side 
of all this. Asitis,let us cover his follies 
with our mantle of charity and dwell only 
upon his genius and his virtues.—GRIS- 
WOLD, HATTIE TxyNG, 1886, Home Life of 
Great Authors, p. 320. 

“‘My intimacy with Mr. Poe isolated 
me a good deal. In fact my girl friends 
were many of them afraid of him,and for- 
sook me on that account. I knew none of 
his male friends. He despised ignorant 
people, and didn’t like trifling and small- 
talk. He didn’t like dark-skinned people. 
When he loved, he loved desperately. 
Though tender and very affectionate, he 
had a quick, passionate temper, and was 
very jealous. His feelings were intense, 
and he had but little controlof them. He 
was not well balanced: he had too much 
brain. He scoffed at everything sacred, 
and never went to church. If he had had 
religion to guide him, he would have been 
a better man. He said often that there 
was a mystery hanging over him he never 
could fathom. He believed he was born 
to suffer, and this embittered his whole 
life. Mrs. Clemm also spoke vaguely of 
some family mystery, of some disgrace. 
3 . The only thing I had against him,”’ 
she continued, ‘‘was that he held his head 
so high. He was proud, and looked down 
on my uncle, whose business did not suit 
him. He always liked my father, and 
talked with him a good deal.’’—VAN 
CLEEF, AUGUSTUS, 1889, Poe’s Mary, Har- 
per’s Magazine, Vol. 78, p. 636. 

It was a positive privilege to hear Poe 
talk. I have known times when at a dinner 
party, warmed with wine, and in a genial, 
glowing mood, he would pour out torrents 
of learning, and say hundreds of Roche- 
foucauld-like things apropos of literature 
and art, which, had they found their way 
into print, would have delighted cultivated 
society. It is a pity there was not in his 
audience a Boswell to take them down. 
Some of his utterances reminded one of 
the worldly wise sayings of Tacitus and 
Seneca. In personal appearance 
Poe was a slight, small- boned, delicate 
looking man, with a well developed head, 
which, at a glance, seemed out of propor- 
tion to his slender body. His features 
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were regular, his complexion pale ; his nose 
was Grecian and well molded, his eyes large 
and luminous, and when excited, peculiarly 
vivid and penetrating. He dressed with 
neatness, and there was a suggestion of 
hauteur in his manner towards strangers. 
He was impatient of restraint or contradic- 
tion, and when his Southern blood was up, 
as the saying goes, he could be cuttingly 
rude and bitterly sarcastic.—PAuL, How- 
ARD, 1892, Recollections of Hdgar Allan Poe, 
Munsey’s Magazine, vol. 7, pp. 555, 557. 

Edgar Poe’s life was not all dark and 
desolate. It was his singular good fortune, 
from his birth to his death, to win and hold 
the love and friendship of many sweet and 
sympathetic women. Carlyle says the 
““story of genius has its bright side as well 
as its dark.’’ The bright side of Poe’s 
life was, as Washington Irving expresses 
it, when it ‘‘was gladdened by blessed 
womankind.’’ The poet possessed many 
of those personal qualities and intellectual 
gifts which interest and fascinate the 
gentle sex: he was handsome, polished, 
richly imaginative, and a perfect master of 
all the graceful refinements of language. 
Perhaps there never lived a poet so truly 
appreciative of the loveliness of woman as 
Edgar Poe. He was a worshipper of 
beauty, believing, with a recent poet, that 
of all beauty a beautiful woman is the 
supremest. His was the delicate, ethereal, 
poetical sentiment of the Greek worship 
of an ideal beauty, so exquisitely personi- 
fied by Nausicaa in the Odyssey. Poe’s 
female friends, with one or two exceptions, 
were women who were able to sympathize 
with his lofty intellectual ambition, able 
to ‘‘point to higher worlds,’’ although, 
perhaps, not capable of ‘‘leading the way’’ 
for him to follow. Proud, solitary, and 
ambitious he found a never-failing con- 
geniality and sympathy in the society of 
bright and lovely women, some of whom 
almost realized the creations of his 
wonderful imagination: Ligeia, Morella, 
Lenore.—DIpIER, HUGENE L., 1892, Poe’s 
Female Friends, The Chautauquan, vol. 15, 
Pulled: 


Poe, to be sure, is fantastic and mere- 
tricious throughout. In his work as in 
his life he was haunted by the vices and 
the falsity of the stage that bred him; but 
he was really haunted. Asone knows him 
better, one does not love him more. In 
another way, though, one grows to care for 
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him, or at least to pity him. For with all 
his falsity, with all his impudence and 
sham,the man is a man by himself. There 
is something freakish, not quite earthly, 
wholly his own in the fancies and the ca- 
dences that grow wild amid his work. If 
it be something to have added a new note 
to literature,then we Americans must re- 
spect the memory of Poe. — WENDELL, 
BARRETT, 1893, Stelligert and other Essays 
Concerning America, p. 138. 


He spent much of his time with Mrs. 
Shelton, and finally asked her to marry him, 
and was,it must be believed from the cor- 
respondence, accepted. She was older 
than he,a plain woman,and wealthy. Poe 
got the wedding ring, and after his death 
she wore mourning for him. At the last 
moment, he still wavered when he thought 
of ‘‘Annie,’’who was evidently the nearest 
to him of all, except Mrs. Clemm,—but 
that was impossible. He was in doubt 
whether to: have Mrs. Clemm come on to 
Richmond, or to go himself and bring her. 
He decided on the latter course, and on 
Sunday, as is conjectured, September 30, 
or else on the following day, he left his 
friends in Richmond, and went on the boat 
sober and cheerful. After reaching Balti- 
more, it is said that he took the train to 
Philadelphia, but was brought back, being 
in the wrong car, from Havre de Grace in 
a state of stupor. It is also said that he 
dined with some old military friends, be- 
came intoxicated, and was captured by 
politicians, who kept him stupefied, and 
made him vote at several booths on 
Wednesday, election day. All that is 
known is that, being then partially intoxi- 
cated, he called upon his friend, Dr. 
Brooks, on an afternoon, and, not finding 
him, went away; and that on Wednesday, 
October 3, about noon, he was recognised 
at arum shop used as a voting-place,— 
Ryan’s Fourth Ward Polls,—and on his 
saying that he was acquainted with Dr. 
Snodgrass, word was sent to that gentle- 
man, who had him taken to the Washing- 
ton Hospital. He was admitted at five 
o’clock, and word was sent to his relatives, 
who attended to hisneeds. He remained, 
except for a brief interval, in delirium; and 
on Sunday, Oct. 7, 1849, at about five 
o’clock in the morning, he died. The 
funeral was taken charge of by his rel- 
atives,and took place the next day. Five 
persons, including the officiating minister, 
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followed his body to the grave.—Woop- 
BERRY, GEORGE H., 1894, The Works of 
Edgar Allan Poe, ed. Stedman and Wood- 
berry, Memoir, vol. 1, p. 86. 


In the place of moral feeling he had the 
artistic conscience.—BrErs, HENRY A., 
1895, Initial Studies in American Letters, 
p. 168. 

Sir :—As you are aware, The New York 
Shakespeare Society lately secured the 
passage of anact of the Legislature of the 
State of New York (now cited as Chapter 
5387 of the Laws of 1896) appropriating 
$10,000 to preserve the Edgar Allan Poe 
cottage, at Fordham, Borough of the 
Bronx, New York City, by laying out a 
parcel of land directly opposite the present 
cite of the cottage, to be called Poe Park: 
and to remove the cottage thereto, a re- 
moval rendered necessary by the widening 
of the Kingsbridge Road, which takes the 
original site of the Cottage. It is now 
proposed to place within Poe Park, and 
facing the historic Cottage on its new 
site, a bronze statue of Edgar Allan Poe; 
and to aid in that design, you are invited 
to send us your contribution to the expense 
of such statue, to such extent as the senti- 
ment of the project may appeal to you.— 
MorGAN, APPLETON, 1896, Chairman to the 
Poe Memorial Committee of the Shakespeare 
Society of New York, Appeal to the Public. 

Near the Boulevard, upon the site of the 
house No. 206 Highty-fourth Street and 
the lot adjoining on the east, stood until a 
few years ago a large old-fashioned frame 
dwelling in which Poe wrote that chapter 
of accumulated horrors, ‘‘The Facts in the 
Case of M. Valdemar,’’—one of the best 
examples of fiction which has the sem- 
blance of literal fact. Here, too, accord- 
ing to metropolitan belief, he composed 
, the deathless poem which gave him his 
highest renown. It is noteworthy that 
while several localities are now claiming 
the honor of having been Poe’s home when 
he wrote ‘‘The Raven,’’ Dr. Woods is pro- 
ducing specious reasons for his belief that 
Poe did not write it at all. The house 
stood high upon the rocks in the midst of 
a pleasing rural landscape, and was oc- 
cupied by the parents of Commissioner 
Brennan, with whom the poet and his 
family boarded: his room was a large 
square apartment on the second floor, 
whose front windows looked across the 
lordly Hudson to the heights of the 
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Palisades, and here his desk was so placed 
that his eyes rested upon that inspiring 
view whenever he lifted them from his 
page. This chamber was thereafter called 
the ‘‘Raven room,’’ and the belief of the 
Brennans and their neighbors that the 
great poem was here composed is alleged 
to have been founded upon the statements 
of Poe and Mrs. Clemm.—WOLFE, THEO- 
DORE F., 1898, Some Literary Shrines of 
Manhattan, Lippincott’s Magazine, vol. 61, 
p. 513. 

The winds were bleak on Fordham heights 
in that winter of 1846-47; visitors speak 
of that wasting girl-wife wrapped (for 
warmth) in her husband’s cloak, with a 
“tortoise-shell cat gathered to her bosom” 
and the mother ‘‘chafing the cold feet.’’ 
Again and again she touches the gates of 
death, and rallies; even so, Leigeia in that 
horrific story of the weird lady, with the 
“black abounding tresses,’’ cheats her 
lover with ever new, and ever broken 
promise of life! I don’t think the child- 
wife lamented the approach of death 
(January, 1847); nor did the mother ; but 
to the ‘‘ghoul-haunted’’ poet, who had lived 
in regions peopled by shadows, this vanish- 
ing of the best he had known of self- 
sacrificing love, was desolating. He was 
never the same again. We have hardly a 
right to regard what he did after this— 
whether in way of writing, of love-making, 
or of business projects—as the work of a 
wholly responsible creature. It were 
better perhaps if the story of it all had 
never been told.—MITCHELL, DONALD G., 
1899, American Lands and Letters, 
Leather-stocking to Poe’s ‘* Raven,” p. 391. 

He had unquestionably an abnormal 
sensitiveness to drink—a single glass of 
the mildest liquor would affect him to the 
point of stupefaction; but he was in no 
sense an habitual drinker or a dissolute 
man, as he has been painted by his detract- 
ors for fully half a century—since his un- 
timely death at the hands of the political 
“‘repeaters’’ of Baltimore. Alas, poor 
Poe! Was not your punishment in life, 
your poverty, your anguish of privation, a 
sufficiently terrible expiation for your 
occasional lapses of will, that your memory 
should be held up to the execration of 
posterity by those unfit to loose the lachets 
of your shoes? To-day we honor Willis, 
who in life fraternized with Poe as a com- 
panion and a gentleman, worthy of the 
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friendship of the ideal Chevalier Bayard of 
his time. Weconcede the laurel of genius 
to the lamented Poe, but we stab him in 
the back while proffering it, and prelude 
the study of his matchless genius with 
materialistic and abhorrent pictures of 
his personal character.—GILL, WILLIAM 
FEARING, 1899, Edgar Allan Poe, After 
Fifty Years, The Arena, vol. 22, p. 528. 


I personally think that Poe was an un- 
fortunate, more sinned against than sin- 
ning, who bore his misfortune with resigna- 
tion, lacking the strength to ‘‘fight it out.’’ 
On the other hand,I think he had more the 
nature of an artist than of a profound 
thinker; consequently, he probably was 
careless in many ways, which his enemies 
made capital of against him. Be that as 
it may,it seems to me that the mission in 
transmitting the image of Poe to posterity, 
is not to emphasize his shortcomings, if he 
had any, but his great qualities of a genius. 
However, I think I ought to preserve a 
certain sadness in his expression which 
depicts his unfortunate life. This, in a 
general way,is my idea of Poe,and I should 
be under great obligations if you would 
kindly let me know to what extent my 
views coincide with your wishes.—ZOLNAY, 
GEORGE JULIAN, 1899, Letter to the Poe 
Memorial Association Executive Committee, 
Poe Memorval, ed. Kent, p. 30. 


His faults were such 

As thousands live and die with, unobserved, 

But, being his faults, because of his mind’s 
light, 

They loomed like towers upon a sunset hill. 

Broken upon the wheel of his misfortunes, 

Toiling, alone, where life’s dark pathway 
leads 

Close by the steep and treacherous brink of 
hell, 

Haunted by spectres, vexed by easeless griefs, 

His soul went down to death, in loneliness, 

A death too pitiful for aught save silence, 

Too mournful in its wretchedness for tears. 

But not with death he dwells. Above his 
dust 

Time’s slow impartial hand has made for him 

A shaft, memorial, builded of the stones 

Which Hate and Envy cast upon his grave. 

He dwells not with the shadows. 

—WILSON, RoBeRT Burns, 1899, Memo- 

rial Poem, Poe Memorial, ed. Kent, p. 60. 


POETRY 


His poems are constructed with wonder- 
ful ingenuity, and finished with consum- 
mate art. They display a somber and 
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weird imagination,and a taste almost fault- 
less in the apprehension of that sort of 
beauty which was most agreeable to his 
temper. But they evince little genuine 
feeling, and less of. that spontaneous 
ecstasy which gives its freedom, smooth- 
ness and naturalness to immortal verse. 
ae Es He was not remarkably original 
in invention. Indeed some of his plagiar- 
isms are scarcely paralleled for their 
audacity in all literary history.—GrIs- 
WOLD, RuFus WILMOT, 1850, Edgar Allan 
Poe, The International Magazine, vol. 1, 
p. 340. 

So many faculties: were brought into 
play in the expression of Poe’s poetical 
compositions, that readers in whom the 
critical intellect prevails over the imagi- 
native, often acknowledge the refined art, 
the tact, the subtlety, the faultless method, 
while the potent magnetism of his genius 
utterly escapes them. There are persons 
whom nature has made non-conductors to 
this sort of electricity. It is not 
to be questioned that Poe was a consum- 
mate master of language; that he had 
sounded all the secrets of rhythm; that he 
understood and availed himself of all its 
resources,—the balance and poise of 
syllables, the alternations of emphasis and 
cadence, of vowel-sounds and consonants, 
and all the metrical sweetness of ‘‘phrase 
and metaphrase.’’ Yet this consummate 
art was in him united with a rare simplic- 
ity. He was the most genuine of enthu- 
siasts,as we think we shall presently show. 
His genius would follow no leadings but 
those of his ownimperial intellect. With 
all his vast mental resources, he could 
never write an occasional poem, or adapt 
himself to the taste of a popular audience. 
His graver narratives and fantasies are 
often related with an earnest simplicity, 
solemnity, and apparent fidelity, attributa- 
ble not so much to a deliberate artistic 
purpose, as to that power of vivid and in- 
tense conception that made his dreams 
realities, and his life a dream.— WHITMAN, 
SARAH HELEN, 1860-85, Edgar Poe and 
his Crities, pp. 34, 35. 

Once as yet, and once only, has there 
sounded out of it all [America] one pure 
note of original song—worth singing, and 
echoed from the singing of no other man; 
a note of song neither wide nor deep, but 
utterly true, rich, clear, and native to the 
singer; the short exquisite music, subtle 
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and simple and sombre and sweet, of Edgar 
Poe. All the rest that is not of mocking- 
birds is of corncrakes, varied but at best 
for an instant by some scant-winded twit- 
ter of linnet or of wren.—SwINBURNE, 
ALGERNON CHARLES, 1872, Under the Mi- 
croscope. 

Of Edgar Poe’s poems,—except ‘‘The 
Raven,’’ which will always owe a certain 
popularity to the skill with which rhyme 
and metre reflect the dreary hopelessness 
and shudderiness, if I may coin a word, of 
the mood depicted—it is impossible to 
speak very highly. His imagination was 
not high enough for the sphere of poetry, 
and when he entered it he grew mystical 
and not a little bombastic.— Hutton, 
RICHARD Hout, 1874, Criticisms on Con- 
temporary Thought and Thinkers, vol. 1, 
p. 68. 

Very different from the poems of Shelley 
and Keats, and yet burning with the same 
poetic ardor, and inspired with an imagi- 
native genius scarcely, if at all, inferior, 
are the poetical productions of our Ameri- 
can Shelley, Edgar Allen Poe. —BALDWIN, 
JAMES, 1882, English Literature and Lit- 
erary Criticism, Poetry, p. 552. 

Imagination working on intellectual 
materials was the one quality which lifted 
Poe. Experience,arichly-stored memory, 
a balanced judgment of life, feeling, except 
in one direction, human sympathy—these 
play but a very small part in his work. 
His imagination was powerful for situa- 
tion and coloring, and the ear had the 
keenest possible sense of music. But in 
his attempt to make situations clear and 
coloring vivid and music pleasing, he every- 
where overreaches himself. The strain 
for musical words made him forget that 
in verse ‘‘more is meant than meets the 
ear.”’ His repetitions, though often ex- 
quisitely timed, create at last a sense of 
mechanism, and, to the ear only ordinarily 
nice, suggest the workshop. Again, his 
straining after lurid accessories, at first 
indicating a morbid condition, ends with 
betraying a jaded sensibility. Still, with 
his deep-lying faults, half-a-dozen poems 
of Poe’s earlier life—and the whole life 
was a short one—stand out so far above 
the verse of most of his contemporaries, 
that we do not hesitate to place him among 
the most striking of American geniuses— 
a genius narrow, and, as Mr. Stoddard 
shows, only meagerly productive, but 
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intense, piercing, original—mad.—Morsg, 
JAMES HERBERT, 1884, Edgar Allan Poe, 
Authors at Home, The Critic, vol. 5, p. 230. 


He affects different natures differently, 
and, unlike many poets, he affects all who 
are capable of being touched by poetry. 
To the multitude who enjoy the cheerful 
optimism of Longfellow and poets of his 
class, he is gloomy and hateful; to those 
who are predisposed to melancholy, he is 
the melodious laureate of dead hopes; to 
those with whom poetry is an art, and not 
a feeling, he is at once attractive and re- 
pulsive; a gifted creature with a morbid 
personality,clinging to the weakness which 
is its wretchedness, and the madness which 
is its death.—STODDARD, RICHARD HENRY, 
1884, The Genius of Poe, Poe’s Works, 
vol. 1, p. X. 

‘Music is the perfection of the soul or 
the idea of poetry,’’so you wrote; ‘‘the 
vagueness of exaltation aroused by a 
sweet air (which should be indefinite and 
never too strongly suggestive), is precisely 
what we should aim at in poetry.’’ You 


‘aimed at that mark, and struck it again 


and again, notably in ‘‘Helen, thy beauty 
is to me,’’ in ‘‘The Haunted Palace, ’’ ‘‘The 
Valley of Unrest,’’ and ‘‘The City in the 
Sea.’’ But by some Nemesis which might, 
perhaps, have been foreseen, you are, to the 
world, the poet of one pvem—‘‘The 
Raven :’’ a piece in which the music is 
highly artificial, and the ‘‘exaltation’’ 
(what there is of it) by no means particu- 
larly ‘‘vague.”’—LANG, ANDREW, 1886, 
Letters to Dead Authors, p, 145. 

It is not difficult to understand that 
there were many sides on which Poe was 
likely to be long distasteful to Boston, 
Cambridge,and Concord. The intellectual 
weight of the man, though unduly mini- 
mised in New England, was inconsiderable 
by the side of that of Emerson. But in 
poetry, as one has to be always insisting, 
the battle is not to the strong; and apart 
from all faults, weaknesses, and shortcom- 
ings of Poe, we feel more and more clearly, 
or we ought to feel, the perennial charm 
of his verses. The posy of his still fresh 
and fragrant poems is larger than that of 
any other deceased American writer, 
although Emerson may have one or two 
single blossoms to show which are more 
brilliant than any of his. If the range of 
the Baltimore poet had been wider, if Poe 
had not harped so persistently on his one 
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theme of remorseful passion for the irre- 
coverable dead, if he had employed his ex- 
traordinary, his unparalleled gifts of me- 
lodious invention, with equal skill, in illus- 
trating a variety of human themes, he 
must have been with the greatest poets. 

From Tennyson to Austin Dobson 
there i is hardly one whose verse-music does 
not shew traces of Poe’s influence. To 
impress the stamp of one’s personality on 
a succeeding generation of artists, to be 
an almost (although not wholly) flawless 
technical artist one’s self,to charm within 
a narrow circle to a degree that shows no 
sign, after forty years, of lessening, is this 
to prove a claim to rank with the Great 
Poets? No, perhaps not quite; but at all 
events it is surely to have deserved great 
honour from the country of one’s birth- 
right.—Gossk, EDMUND, 18&8-89, Has 
America Produced a Poet? Questions at 
Issue, pp. 89, 90. 


No singer of old story 
Luting accustomed lays, 
No harper for new glory, 
No mendicant for praise, 
He struck high chords and splendid, 
Wherein were fiercely blended 
Tones that unfinished ended 
With his unfinished days. 
—Boner, JOHN H., 1889, Poe’s Cottage at 
Fordham, The Century, vol. 39, p. 85. 


Poe’s keen sensitiveness to criticism 
either of himself or of his writings is a 
noteworthy trait. The melody of his best 
poems is haunting, but tended ever to de- 
generate into mere mechanical jingle. His 
tone is spirituous, never spiritual. Alone 
among our poets, Poe links us to Huropean 
literature by his musical despair—so 
similar to that of Leopardi, Pushkin, Heine, 
Lenau, Petofi, and DeMusset (all descend- 
ants of Byron).—WHITE, GREENOUGH, 
1890, Sketch of the Philosophy of American 
Iiterature, p. 59. 


Poe, like Swinburne, was a verbal poet 
merely; empty of thought, empty of sym- 
pathy, empty of love for any real thing: a 
graceful and nimble skater up and down 
over the deeps and shallows of life, —deep 
or shallow, it was all the same to him. Not 
one real thing did he make more dear to 
us by his matchless rhyme; not one throb 
of the universal heart,not one flash of the 
universal mind, did he seize and put in 
endearing form for his fellow men... . 
I am not complaining that Poe was not 
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didactic: didacticism is death to poetry. 
I am complaining that he was not human 
and manly, and that he did not touch life 
in any helpful and liberating way. His 
poems do not Jay hold of real things. I 
do not find the world a more enjoyable or 
beautiful place because he lived init. I 
find myself turning to his poems, not for 
mental or spiritual food,as I do to Words- 
worth or Emerson or Whitman, or for 
chivalrous human sentiments as in Tenny- 
son, but to catch a glimpse of the weird, 
the fantastic, and, as it were, of the night- 
side or dream-side of things. . . . 
would not undervalue Poe. He was a 
unique genius. But I would account for 
his failure to deeply impress his own 
countrymen, outside the professional liter- 
ary guild. His fund of love and sympathy 
was small. He was not broadly related to 
his fellows, as were Longfellow and 
Whittier and Whitman. His literary 
equipment was remarkable; his human 
equipment was not remarkable: hence his 
failure to reach the general fame of the 
New England poets.—BURROUGHS, JOHN, 
1898, Mr. Gosse’s Puzzle over Poe, The 
Dial, vol. 15, pp. 214, 215. 

To appreciate Poe, the imagination re- 
quires either distance of time or independ- 
ence of attitude. It may, however, be ob- 
served that the .aterest attaching to his 
poetry is strictly of the personal and 
private kind. Yet if apart from ‘‘The 
Raven,’’ Poe was the least of the greater 
American poets, except as to form, in 
which he was careful exceedingly, who 
would affirm that in his originality as well 
as in clearness and execution he was in- 
ferior to any particular poet who wrote 
later ?—SIMonpDs, ARTHUR B., 1894, Amer- 
ican Song, p. 50. 

Along with ‘‘The Raven,’’ other poems 
by Poe—‘‘Ulalume,’’ ‘‘For Annie,’’ ‘‘The 
Haunted Palace,’’ and many another— 
were a deep well of delight to Rossetti in 
all these years. He once wrote a parody 
of ‘‘Ulalume.’’ Ido not rightly remember 
it, nor has it left a vestige behind.—Ros- 
SETTI, WILLIAM MICHAEL, 1895, Dante 
Gabriel Rossettt, His Family-Letters, with 
a Memoir, vol. 1, p. 107. 

And yet in the eyes of foreigners he is 
the most gifted of all authors of America; 
he is the one to whom the critics of Europe 
would most readily accord the full title of 
genius. At the end of this nineteenth 
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century Poe is the sole man of letters born 
in the United States whose writings are 
read eagerly in Great Britain and in 
France,in Germany, in Italy, and in Spain, 
where Franklin is now but a name, and 
where the fame of James Fenimore Cooper, 
once as widely spread, is now slowly fading 
away. . That his scheme of poetry 
was highly artificial, that the themes of his 
poems were vague and insubstantial, and 
that his stanzas do not stimulate thought 
—these things may be admitted without 
disadvantage. What the reader does find 
in Poe’s poetry isthe succession of departed 
but imperishable beauty, and the lingering 
grace and fascination of haunting melan- 
choly. His verses throb with an inexpressi- 
ble magic and glow with intangible fan- 
tasy. His poems have no other purpose; 
they convey no moral ; they echo no call to 
daty ; they celebrate beauty only—beauty 
immaterial and evanescent ; they are their 
own excuse for being. —MATTHEWS, BRAN- 
DER, 1896, An Introduction to the Study 
of American Literature, pp. 156, 166. 


The charm of poetry can be created for 
us by but few men; but Poe in a few 
moments was one of those few. His 
poems, indeed, have been very variously 
judged; and their merit is of a virtuoso 
type which needs special defense from 
those who keenly feel it. Few verse- 
writers, we must at once admit, have been 
more barren than Poe of any serious 
““message ;’” more unequal to any ‘‘criti- 
cismof life ;” narrower in range of thought, 
experience, emotion. Few verse-writers 
whom we can count as poets have left so 
little verse, and of that little so large a 
proportion which is indefensibly bad. On 
some dozen short pieces alone can Poe’s 
warmest admirers rest his poetic repute. 
And how terribly open to criticism some 
of even those pieces are! To analyze 
‘“‘Ulalume,’’ for instance, would be like 
breaking a death’s-head moth on the 
whee]. But nevertheless, a dozen solid 
British poets of the Southey type would 
to my mind be well bartered for those few 
lines of Poe’s which after the sternest 
sifting must needs remain. —MYERS, FRED- 
Eric W. H., 1897, Library of the World’s 
Best Literature, ed. Warner, vol. Xx, 
p. 11652. 

Poe seems to have taken the hint for 
his characteristic manner, or, at least, 
borrowed many of his best effects, from 
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Dr. Thomas Holley Chivers, in whose 
“snatches of sweet unsustained song,’’ 
Poe confessed to finding ‘‘an indefinite 
charm of sentiment and melody.’’ The 
themes of death and despair, the sad and 
resonant refrains, as ‘‘nevermore,’’ mel- 
lifluous names suggestive of some un- 
earthly grace,as ‘‘Israfel’’ and ‘‘Isadore’’ 
—this last becoming with Poe ‘‘Lenore,’’ 
subtly interwoven rhythms, sonorous 
rhymes that beat and beat again upon the 
ear, the repetitions and parallelisms born 
of excited feeling, are lyrical devices all 
to be found in Chivers before they appeared 
in Poe, but the hand that feebly tuned the 
strings yielded place to a hand that swept 
them with the master-touch. — BatTss, 
KATHARINE LEE, 1897, American Litera- 
ture, p. 185. 


There seems to be no end of interest in 
Poe legends and Poeana. Poe is the one 
American poet—Whitman, perhaps, being 
a second—whose work has produced a cult; 
and, at the same time, exercises a fascina- 
tion which is contagious and indescribable. 
Some might possibly call it hypnotic. He 
uses what Emerson calls ‘‘polarized 
words ;’’ and, while they haunt the mind, 
and even the very soul of the reader, they 
virtually create an atmosphere as distinct 
as that—though not like that—in one of 
Corot’s landscapes. Poe contributed little 
to human thought. He had no ethical 
message whatever to deliver. He could 
not have written Wordsworth’s ‘‘Ode on 
the Intimations of Human Immortality’’— 
which is as pious, though not burdensomely 
so, as it is poetic. What his poetry is, is 
not what Matthew Arnold defined poetry 
to be—‘‘a criticism of life.’’ It is more 
like aseries of musical diversions—fluent, 
sensuous, weird, sorrowful, and sepulchral, 
even subterranean almost in passages. But 
what differentiates it most specifically is, 
that itissensuous. It movesno one to do 
anything; it, on the contrary, makes you 
feel something. In reading it you mourn 
for a vanished Aiden or a lost Lenore. It 
is a curious fame that rests so much upon 
so little—at least, upon so small a body of 
work. For, if you take ‘‘The Raven,’’ 
‘““Annabel Lee,’’ and ‘‘The Bells’? from 
Poe’s poems—if you do not consider these 
at all—what would his poetic fame have 
been? Could it have been very great ?— 
BENTON, JOEL, 1899, In the Poe Circle, 
p. 54. 
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THE BELLS 


If I were called upon to express my 
opinon of Poe as a poetic artist, I should 
say that ‘‘The Bells’’ was the most per- 
fect example of his ‘‘power of words,”’ if 
not, indeed, the most perfect example of 
that kind of power in all poetic literature. 
I should algo say that‘‘ Alexander’s Feast,”’ 
which our ancestors thought so incompar- 
able, was not to be named in the same day 
with it.—STopDDARD, RICHARD HENRY, 
1875-84, The Life of Edgar Allan Poe, 
Poe’s Works, vol. 1, p. 172. 


The ‘‘Bells’’ is perhaps the rarest in- 
stance in the language of the suggestive- 
ness of rhyme and the power of onomato- 
poetic words.— WELSH, ALFRED H.,1883, 
Development of English Literature and 
Language, vol. i, p. 888. 


Poe’s doctrine of ‘‘rhythm and rhyme’’ 
finds its amplest verification in ‘‘The Bells.” 
Reason and not ‘‘ecstatic intuition,’’ led 
him to conclude that English versification 
is exceedingly simple, that ‘‘one tenth of 
it, possibly, may be called ethereal; nine- 
tenths, however, appertain to the mathe- 
matics; and the whole is included within 
the limits of the commonest common- 
sense.’’ It must be believed that Poe ap- 
propriated, with the finest artistic discern- 
ment, the vitalizing power of rhythm and 
rime, and nowhere with more skill than in 
“The Bells.’’ It is the climax of his art 
on its technical side. — Fruit, JOHN 
PHELPS, 1899, The Mind and Art of Poe’s 
Poetry, p. 136. 

ULALUME 


Muffled in an unusual number of thick- 
nesses of elaborate rigmarole in rhyme, 
this is the pith of a ballad, which borrows 
interest from its position as the last ex- 
ponent of the perpetual despair that en- 
shrouded Poe’s manhood, and the last visit 
of his tortured soul to the tomb of his lost 
beautiful, typified by the dead Ulalume. 
The geist of the ballad—that which trans- 
fuses it with meaning,and redeems it from 
the criticism so often passed upon it, that 
it is mere words—lies solely in the fact of 
its interpenetration with a kind psycho- 
logical significance. Thus sang he, then 
died.—F AIRFIELD, FRANCIS GERRY, 1875, 
A Mad Man of Letters, Scribner’s Monthly, 
vol. 10, p. 698. 


All things considered, the most singular 
poem that he ever produced, if not, indeed, 
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the most singular poem that anybody ever 
produced, in commemoration of a dead 
woman, which I take to have been Poe’s 
object, or one of his objects, when he sat 
down to write it. The mood of mind in 
which it was conceived was no doubt an 
imaginative one, but it was not, I think,on 
the hither side of the boundary between 
sense and madness. I can perceive no 
touch of griéf in it, no intellectual sincer- 
ity, but a diseased determination to create 
the strange, the remote, and the terrible, 
and to exhaust ingenuity in order to doso. 
No healthy mind was ever impressed by 
“‘Tlalume,’? and no musical sense was 
ever gratified with its measure, which is 
little beyond a jingle, and with its repeti- 
tions, which add to its length without in- 
creasing its general effect, and which show 
more conclusively than. any thing in the 
language, the absurdity of the refrain 
when it is allowed to run riot, as it does 
here.—STODDARD, RICHARD HENRY, 1875- 
84, Life of Edgar Allan Poe, Poe’s Works, 
vol. I, p. 149. 


It is so strange, so unlike anything that 
preceded it, so vague and yet so full of 
meaning, that of itself it might establish 
a new method. To me it seems an im- 
provisation, such as a violinist might play 
upon the instrument which had become his 
one thing of worth after the death of a 
companion had left him alone with his 
own soul.—STEDMAN, EDMUND CLARENCE, 
1880, Edgar Allan Poe, p. 50. 


The ballad of ‘‘Ulalume’’ was written 
in1847. The poet, still distraught by the 
death of his idolized child-wife, shattered 
in health, and impoverished in fortune, 
wag nearing the borderland of insanity. 
Though not yet out of his thirties, he lived 
among the ghosts and shadows of a wasted 
life, in a world peopled with the horrors 
of a Dantean Inferno. 

“There sighs, complaints, and ululations 

loud 

Resounded through the air without a star.’’ 

It was under such circumstances that the 
poet composed his ‘* Ulalume,’’ pronounced 
by a competent critic, ‘‘the extreme limit 
of Poe’s original genius.’’ The poem will 
not stand criticism. Many of its lines and 
rhymes are indefensible. Yet,in spite of 
its faults, it is an exquisite lyric. It comes 
like a wail of suffering, wrenched from a 
tortured, baffled soul, whose very anguish 
finds expression only in a melodious 
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rhythm. The vagueness of its fantasies 
is forgotten in the effect of its irresistible 
music. In spite of the bitter arraignment 
by Mr. R. H. Stoddard, all classes of minds, 
healthy and otherwise, have been impressed 
by the little poem, and if, as that critic 
asserts, ‘‘no musical sense was ever grati- 
fied with its measure,’’ it is difficult to ex- 
plain away its subtle charm.—ONDER- 
DONK, JAMES L., 1899-1901, History of 
American Verse, p. 247. 


THE RAVEN 


We regard it as the most effective single 
example of fugitive poetry ever published 
in this country. — WILLIS, NATHANIEL PAR- 
KER, 1845, The Evening Mirror, Jan. 29. 

Your friend, Mr. Poe, is a speaker of 
strong words ‘‘in both kinds.’’ But I hope 
you will assure him from me that I am 
grateful for his reviews, and in no com- 
plaining humor atall. As to the ‘‘Raven’’ 
tell me what you shall say aboutit. There 
is certainly a power—but it does not ap- 
pear to me the natural expression of asane 
intellect in whatever mood; and I think 
that this should be specified in the title of 
the poem. There is a fantasticalness 
about the ‘‘sir or madam,’’ and things of 
the sort, which is ludicrous, unless there 
is a specified insanity to justify the straws. 
Probably he—the author—intended to be 
read in the poem, and he ought to have 
intended it. The rhythm acts excellently 
upon the imagination, and the ‘‘never 
more’’ has a solemn chime with it.— 
BROWNING, HLIZABETH BARRETT, 1845, 
Letter to R. H. Horne, May 12. 


It is my design to render it manifest 
that no one point in its composition is re- 
ferrable either to accident or intuition— 
that the work proceeded, step by step, to 
its completion with the precision and rigid 
consequence of a mathematical problem. 

; The reader begins now to regard 
the Raven as emblematical—but it is not 
until the very last line of the very last 
stanza that the intention of making 
him emblematical of Mournful and Never- 
ending Remembrance is permitted distinctly 
to be seen.—Pon, EDGAR ALLAN, 1846, 
The Philosophy of Composition, Works, ed., 
Stedman and Woodberry, vol. v1, pp. 33,46. 

What a dismal tragic, remorseful tran- 
script it is! Perhaps the very 
finest and most original single poem of its 
kind that America has yet produced. It 
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indicates a most wayward and subtle 
genius. It takes you captive by its gloomy, 
weird power.—SMILES, SAMUEL, 1860, 
Brief Biographies. 

“The Raven’’ is indeed the most original 
production of American poetry, a strange 
and original form of the idea that the dark 
side of nature enters into the existence of 
man.—SCHERR, J., 1874, A History of 
English Literature, tr. M. V., p. 302. 


It would be impossible for the most 
fastidious workman to alter his poem with 
advantage.— SMITH, GEORGE BARNETT, 
1875, Robert Buchanan, Poets and Novel- 
ists, p. 333. 

Then, to the poet’s brain there came 

Nought but fierce visions, breathing flame; 

Spectres of gibbering horror pale, 

All creatures of the house of bale 

His fate remorseless urged him o’er 

Oceans that stretched without a shore, 

Whose swart waves whispered ‘‘Never- 
more!’’ . 

Henceforth, with pinions seldom furled, 

His sombre ‘‘Raven’’ roams the world: 

Ali stricken peoples pause to hear 

The echo of his burden drear; 

For ah! the deathless type is he 

Of pangs we may not shun, nor flee,— 

And grief’s stern immortality. 

—HAYNE, PAUL HAMILTON, 1876, The 

Poe Memorial, ed. Rice, pp. 94, 95. 

The ‘‘Raven’’ room is little altered since 
the time Poe occupied it. It has a modern 
mantlepiece, painted black and most elabo- 
rately carved. Pve’s name may be found 
in fine letters cut upon one side of it. His 
writing-table stood by one of the front 
windows, and, while seated before it, he 
could look down upon the rolling waters 
of the Hudson and over at the Palisades 
beyond. It was a fitting dwelling fora 
poet, and though not far from the city’s 
busy hum, the atmosphere of solitude and 
remoteness was as actual,as if the spot had 
been in the heart of the Rocky Mountains. 
The explanations of the composition of 
‘“‘The Raven’’ given by Poe,even to his 
most intimate friends, were very conflict- 
ing, except that all these agree in stating 
that the analysis given in the ‘‘ Philosophy 
of Composition,’’ was pure fiction,—one 
of the poet’s mischievous caprices to catch 
the critics, which proved successful beyond 
his expectation. Mrs. Weiss states that, 
not only Poe assured her that his published 
account of the alleged method of the com- 
position of ‘‘The Raven’’ was not genuine, 
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but that he also said that he had never in- 
tended it should be seriously received as 
such.—GILL, WILLIAM FEARING, 1877, 
The Lafe of Edgar Allan Poe, p. 149. 

His reputation rests upon three or four 
short poems, chiefly remarkable for their 
melody, and half a dozen tales, distin- 
guished by their weirdness of colouring, 
their analytic power, and their subtle skill 
of construction. The best known of his 
poems is also the most elaborate—‘‘The 
Raven,’’ and of this it may fairly be said 
that, in spite of its want of adequate 
motive, it is unique in conception as in 
execution, and it occupies a place of its 
own in our English literature. —ADAMs, 
W. H. DAveENpPorRT, 1880, Wrecked Lives, 
vol. 11, p. 310. 

“‘The Philosophy of Composition,’’ his 
analysis of ‘‘The Raven,”’ is a technical 
dissection of its method and structure. 
Neither his avowal of cold-blooded artifice, 
nor his subsequent avowal to friends that 
an exposure of this artifice was only 
another of his intellectual hoaxes, need be 
wholly credited. If he had designed the 
complete work in advance, he scarcely 
would have made so harsh a prelude of 
rattle-pan rhymes to the delicious melody 
of the second stanza,—not even upon his 
theory of the fantastic. Of course an 
artist, having perfected a work, sees, like 
the first Artist, that it is good, and sees 
why it is good. A subsequent analysis, 
coupled with a disavowal of any sacred 
fire, readily enough may be made. My 
belief is that the first conception and rough 
draft of this poem came as inspiration 
always comes; that its author then saw 
how it might be perfected, giving it the 
final touches described in his chapter on 
Composition, and that the latter, there- 
fore, is neither wholly false nor wholly 
true. — STEDMAN, EDMUND CLARENCE, 
1884, The Raven, Illustrated by Gustave 
Doré, Comment on the Poem, p. 18. 

In the ‘‘Evening Mirror,’’ January 29, 
1845, ‘‘The Raven’’ was published, with a 
highly commendatory card from Willis; 
and a few days later ‘‘The American Whig 
Review’’ for February, from the advance 
sheets of which this poem had been copied, 
was the centre of literary interest and the 
prey of editorial scissors throughout the 
length and breadth of the country. Inthe 
magazine the author was masked under 
the pseudonym ‘‘Quarles,’’ but in this 
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journal he had been named as E. A. Poe. 
The popular response was instantaneous 
and decisive. No great poem ever estab- 
lished itself so immediately,so widely, and 
so imperishably in men’s minds. ‘‘The 
Raven’’ became, in some sort, a national 
bird, and the author the most notorious 
American of the hour.—WOODBERRY, 
GrorcE E., 1885, Edgar Allan Poe (Amer- 
tcan Men of Letters), p. 221. 


Seems to go on in people’s minds with 
a constant crescendo of admiration from 
one year and generation to another.— 
BENTON, JOEL, 1897, Poe’s Opinion of 
“The Raven,” The Forum, vol. 22, p. 731. 


I remember well with what gusto and 
unction the poet-editor of that old Whig 
Review read over to me (who had been a 
younger college friend of his), in his 
ramshackle Nassau Street office, that poem 
of the ‘‘Raven’’—before yet it had gone 
into type; and as he closed with oratorical 
effect the last refrain, declared with an 
emphasis that shook the whole mass of his 
flaxen locks—‘‘that is amazing—amaz- 
ing!’ It surely proved so; and how little 
did that clever and ambitious editor (who 
died only two years later) think that one 
of his largest titles to remembrance would 
lie in his purchase and issue of that best 
known poem of Edgar Poe!—MITCHELL, 
DoNALD G., 1899, American Lands and 
Letters, Leather-Stocking to Poe’s ‘‘ Raven,”’ 
p. 387. 

My brother Dante Gabriel and myself 
must have been among the earliest readers 
of Poe’s Raven when that classical bird 
reached the English shore, and how many 
and many times did we not re-peruse it, 
and (more especially my brother) recite 
it!—RossETt1, WILLIAM MICHAEL, 1899, 
Letter to the Poe Memorial, ed. Kent, p. 64. 


TALES 


You are mistaken in supposing that you 
are not ‘‘favorably known to me.’’ On 
the contrary, all that I have read from your 
pen has inspired me with a high idea of 
your power; and I think you are destine: 
to stand among the first romance-writer~ 
of the country, if such be your aim.—- 
LONGFELLOW, HENRY WaADSwortTH, 1841, 
To Edgar A. Poe, May 19; Life of Long- 
fellow by Samuel Longfellow, vol. 1, p. 377. 

In his tales, Mr. Poe has chosen to ex- 
hibit his power chiefly in that dim region 
which stretches from the very utmost 
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limits of the probable into the weird con- 
fines of superstition and unreality. He 
combines in a very remarkable manner two 
faculties which are seldom found united: 
a power of influencing the mind of the 
reader by the impalpable shadows of 
mystery, and a minuteness of detail which 
does not leave a pin or a button unnoticed. 
—LOWELL, JAMES RUSSELL, 1845, Edgar 
Allan Poe, Graham’s Magazine, Feb. 


I have always found some one remark- 
able thing in your stories to haunt me 
long after reading them. The teeth in 
“Berenice ;’’ the changing eyes of Morella; 
that red and glaring crack in the ‘‘House 
of Usher ;’’ the pores of the deck in the 
““MS. Found ina Bottle ;’’ the visible drops 
falling into the goblet in ‘‘Ligeia,”’ etc., 
etc.,—there is always something of this 
sort to stick by the mind—by mine at 
least.—Cookg, PHILIP P., 1846, Poe in 
New York, The Century, vol. 48, p. 861. 


In his ‘‘Tales of the Grotesque and 
Arabesque,’’ evinces a genius in which a 
love of the marvelous and an intensity of 
conception are united with the wildest 
sympathies, as if the endowments of Mrs. 
Radcliffe and Coleridge were partially 
united in one mind. —TUCKERMAN, HENRY 
T., 1852, A Sketch of American Literature. 


It is through his tales that Mr. Poe is 
best known, and in them is displayed the 
real bent of his genius. Their chief char- 
acteristic is a grim horror,—sometimes 
tangible, but usually shadowy anddim. He 
revelled in faintly sketching scenes of 
ghastly gloom, in imagining the most im- 
possible plots, and in making them seem 
real by minute detail. His wild and weird 
conceptions have great power; but they 
affect the fears only, rarely the heart; 
while sometimes his morbid creations are 
repulsive and shocking; yet, in the path 
which he has chosen, he is unrivalled.— 
CLEVELAND, CHARLES D., 1859, A Com- 
pendium of American Literature, p. 638. 


With all the materials at hand, which 
thirty years of careful observation have 
supplied, no man living,not subject to the 
malady it paints, could write a ‘‘Fall of the 
House of Usher ;’’ and if critics are to 
suppose that Poe elaborated his story with- 
out facts upon which to proceed, then 
they must accept the miracle that, by a 
simple process of analytic ratiocination, he 
anticipated all the discoveries and observa- 
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tions of the last quarter of acentury. If, 
on the other hand, he was subject to the 
malady, the story explains itself and 
furnishes the clue to the fantastic inven- 
tion incident to all his tales of monomania, 
through every one of which, thinly draped 
and enveloped in impenetrable gloom, 
stalks his own personality—a madman 
muttering to himself of his own morbid 
imaginings. —FAIRFIELD, FRANCIS GERRY, 
1875, A Mad Man of Letters, Scribner’s 
Monthly, vol. 10, p. 697. 

Poe’s place in purely imaginative prose- 
writing is as unquestionable as Haw- 
thorne’s. — HIGGINSON, THOMAS WENT- 
worRTH, 1879-88, Short Studies of Ameri- 
can Authors, p. 16. 

Poe’s most remarkable achievement in 
the region of the supernatural is ‘‘The Fall 
of the House of Usher,’’ which occupies 
the same gloomy eminence in prose fiction 
that Browning’s ‘‘Childe Roland to the 
Dark Tower Came’’ occupies in romantic 
poetry. It isof imagination all compact, 
an imagination which reveals the secrets 
of the heart, the dark places of the soul. 
—STODDARD,: RICHARD HENRY, 1884, The 
Genius of Poe, Poe’s Works, vol. 1, p. Xiii. 


Although it may be doubted whether the 
fiery and tumultuous rush of a volcano, 
which might be taken to typify Poe, is as 
powerful or impressive in the end as the 
calm and inevitable progression of a 
glacier, to which, for the purposes of this 
comparison only, we may liken Hawthorne, 
yet the weight and influence of Poe’s work 
are indisputable. One might hazard the 
assertion that in all Latin countries he is 
the best known of American authors. 
Certainly no American writer has been so 
widely accepted in France. Nothing better 
of its kind has ever been done than the ‘‘Pit 
and the Pendulum,’’ or than the ‘‘Fall 
of the House of Usher’’ (which has been 
compared aptly with Browning’s ‘‘Childe 
Roland to the Dark Tower Came”’ for its 
power of suggesting intellectual desola- 
tion). Nothing better of its kind has ever 
been done than the “Gold Bug,” or than the 
‘“Purloined Letter,’’ or than the ‘‘ Murders 
in the Rue Morgue.’’ The ‘‘Murders in 
the Rue Morgue’’ is indeed a story of the 
most marvellous skill: It was the first of 
its kind, and to this day it remains a model, 
not only unsurpassed, but unapproachable. 
It was the first of detective stories; and 
it has had thousands of imitations and no 
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rival. The originality, the ingenuity, the 
verisimilitude of this tale and of its fellows 
are beyond all praise. Poe had a faculty 
which one may call imaginative ratiocina- 
tion to a degree beyond all other writers 
of fiction. —MATTHEWS, BRANDER, 1885- 
1901, The Philosophy of the Short-story, 
p. 44. 

Closely akin to this dryness of treatment 
is a certain insincerity of tone or flourish 
of manner, that often interferes with our 
enjoyment of Poe. We become suddenly 
aware of the gleaming eye and complacent 
smile of the concealed manipulator in the 
writing-automaton. The author is too 
plainly lying in wait for us; or he is too 
ostentatiously exhibiting his cleverness 
and resource, his command of the tricks 
of the game. One of the worst things 
that can be said of Poe from this point of 
view is that he contains the promise and 
potency of Mr. Robert Hichens, and of other 
cheap English decadents. Poe himself is 
never quite a mere acrobat; but he sug- 
gests the possible coming of the acrobat, 
the clever tumbler with the ingenious 
grimace and the palm itching for cop- 
pers.—GATES, Lewis E., 1900, Studzes 
and Appreciations, p. 125. 

The tales may be said to constitute a 
distinct addition to the world’s literature. 
From time immemorial there have been 
tales in prose and in verse, tales legendary, 
romantic, and humorous, but never any 
quite like Poe’s. How difficult it is to 
find any derivation for them may be seen 
from the fact that the writers most com- 
monly mentioned as having given some 
direction to Poe’s genius are Defoe and 
Bulwer ! Godwinand the German Hoffmann 
would be nearer the mark, yet very distant 
still. ‘‘Bizarre’’ and ‘‘terrific’’ are the 
words which Kennedy in his helplessness 
applied to the tales; and the words repre- 
sent fairly the first impression which they 
will always make, for the two qualities of 
strangeness and power are to be found in 
nearly all. A few are grotesque only, but 
they are among the weakest and are 
seldom read. Perhaps we may venture to 
divide the important ones, according to 
their dominant motives, into analytical 
tales, allegorical or moral tales. and tales 
of the supernatural.— Newcomer, AL- 
PHONSO G., 1901, American Literature, 
Delis: 

In the ‘‘Tales of Ratiocination’’ Poe 
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laid the foundation for the modern school 
of ‘‘detective stories.’’ In‘‘The Murders 
in the Rue Morgue,’’ ‘‘The Mystery of 
Marie Rogét,’’ ‘‘The Gold Bug,’’ and ‘‘The 
Purloined Letter,’’ Poe solved mysteries 
by the detective’s process of analysis. As 
a result of his success, he received many 
actual cryptographs to decipher, and still 
further revealed his powers by publishing 
in Graham’s Magazine a careful solution 
of the intricate plot of Dickens’s ‘‘ Barnaby 
Rudge, ’’ when only the introductory chap- 
ters had appeared. Monsieur Dupin, who 
appears in several of these stories, is the 
original of Doyle’s Sherlock Holmes, while 
the detective stories of Anna Katherine 
Green and other moderns have Poe’s method 
without his genius. . . . Poe’s detective 
stories differ from modern imitations not 
in ingenuity of solution of complex plot, 
but in artistic selection and handling of 
material. ‘‘The Purloined Letter’’ is as 
far from the ordinary ‘‘detective story’’ as 
Stevenson’s ‘‘Treasure Island’’ from the 
“‘hlood-and-thunder pirate story.’’—NET- 
TLETON, GEORGE HENRY, 1901, ed. Speci- 
mens of the Short Story, pp. 80, 82. 


CRITICISMS 


The harshness of his criticisms I have 
never attributed to anything but the 
irritation of a sensitive nature, chafed by 
some indefinite sense of wrong.—LONG- 
FELLOW, HENRY WADSWORTH, 1849,South- 
ern Literary Messenger, November. 


Had he been really in earnest, with what 
a solid brilliancy his writings might have 
shone forth to the world. With the moral 
proportioned to the intellectual faculty he 
would have been in the first rank of critics. 
In that large part of the critic’s percep- 
tions, he has been unsurpassed by any 
writer in America; but lacking sincerity, 
his forced and contradictory critical opin- 
ions are of little value as authorities, 
though much may be gathered from them 
by any one willing to study the peculiar 
mood in which they were written.— 
DUYCKINCK, EvERT A., AND GEORGE L., 
1855-65-75, Cyclopedia of American Lit- 
erature, ed. Simons, vol. 11, p. 404. 


Asa critic, Poe spent himself upon ques- 
tions of detail, and, in al] cases, belittled 
his subject. He did not exercise the most 
engaging faculties of his mind. He is 
brilliant, caustic, stinging, personal with- 
out geniality, expressing an irritated mind. 
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Reading his criticisms, we think his liter- 
ary being might be said to resemble a bush 
that blossoms into a few perfect flowers, 
but always has its thorns in thickest pro- 
fusion. Poe was what may be called a 
technical critic. He delighted to involve 
his reader in the mechanism of poetry, and 
convict his victim of ignorance, while he 
used his knowledge as a means to be ex- 
quisitely insolent. He was like an art 
critic stuffed with the jargon of studies, 
talking an unknown language; careless 
about the elements of the subject which, 
properly,are the chief and only concern of 
the public. That Poe was acute, that he 
was exact, that he was original,no one can 
question; but he was not stimulating, and 
comprehensive, and generous, like the more 
sympathetic critics, as, for example, 
Diderot or Carlyle.—BENSON, EUGENE, 
1868, Poe and Hawthorne, The Galaxy, 
vol. 6, p. TAT. 

There was but little literary criticism 
in the United States at the time Haw- 
thorne’s earlier works were published; 
but among the reviewers Edgar Poe per- 
haps held the scales the highest. He, at 
any. rate, rattled them loudest, and pre- 
tended, more than any one else, to conduct 
the weighing-process on scientific princi- 
ples. Very remarkable was this process 
of Edgar Poe’s, and very extraordinary 
were his principles; but he had the ad- 
vantage of being a man of genius, and his 
‘intelligence was frequently great. His 
collection of critical sketches of the 
American writers flourishing in what M. 
Taine would call his miliew and moment, is 
very curious and interesting reading, and 
it has one quality which ought to keep it 
from ever being completely forgotten. It 
is probably the most complete and ex- 
quisite specimen of provincialism ever pre- 
pared for the edification of men. Poe’s 
judgmentsare pretentious, spiteful, vulgar ; 
but they contain a great deal of sense and 
discrimination as well,and here and there, 
sometimes at frequent intervals, we find a 
phrase of happy insight imbedded in a 
patch of the most fatuous pedantry.— 
JAMES, Henry, JR., 1880, Nathaniel 
Hawthorne (English Men of Letters), p. 62. 

A keen critic.—DowbpEN, EDWARD, 
1880, Southey (English Men of Letters), 
p. 196. 

The poor man certainly raked and 
scraped the field of ‘‘ American literature’ 
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with sufficient assiduity. Ifthe result was 
not very valuable, certainly it was not 
alone the critic’s mistake. What he said 
of his illustrious company of incipient cel- 
ebrities and moribund mediocrities was 
sometimes bitter, unjust, limited in range, 
brightened or darkened by personal prej- 
udices, and therefore almost as unread to- 
day asthe books he described. But much 
in his method and achievement deserves 
grateful praise. Poe cleared the heated 
and unwholesome atmosphere which over- 
hung our literature; he exposed many pre- 
tentious humbugs, who attitudinized as 
‘“men of letters,’’ or ‘‘Poetesses ;’’ and, if 
we except his pseudo-critical praise of the 
verse of his sympathizing women-friends 
and his angry screams over his men-ene- 
mies the general average of his criticism 
was both intelligent and wholesome. He 
showed American authors and scribblers 
that there existed among them a critic 
who, though not without favor, could at 
least write without fear. - Poe 
seems to later critics more often right 
than wrong; and sometimes his analyses 
and prophecies were surprisingly accurate. 
With a mind not unjustly priding itself 
upon ratiocinative power, this could hardly 
be otherwise.—RICHARDSON, CHARLES F., 
1885, American Lnterature, 1607-1885, 
vol. 1, p. 406. 


In fact, his reputation as a critic would 
now suffer rather for the mercy he showed 
than for the vengeance he took. With 
what hesitancy he suggests that Mrs. 
Sigourney might profitably forget Mrs. 
Hemans; with what consideration he hints 
a fault in Mrs. Hllet, or just notices a 
blemish in Miss Gould; with what respect 
he treats Mellen and Gallagher! And if 
he asserts that Drake had an analogical 
rather than a creative mind, and insinuates 
that Halleck’s laurel was touched with an 
artificial green,—these were the names 
that a lesser man would have let pass un- 
challenged. The whole mass of this criti- 
cism—but a small portion of which deals 
with imaginative work—is particularly 
characterized by a minuteness of treatment 
which springs from a keen, artistic sensi- 
bility, and by that constant regard to the 
orginality of the writer which is so fre- 
quently an element in the jealousy of 
genius. One wearies in reading it now; 
but one gains thereby the better impression 
of Poe’s patience and of the alertness and 
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compass of his mental curiosity.—Woopb- 
BERRY, GEORGE E., 1885, Edgar Allan 
Poe (American Men of Letters), p. 90. 


Acute rather than comprehensive, he 
professed to be a critic, but, apart from 
the mechanism of authorship, which he 
called the philosophy of composition, his 
verdicts were of no value.—STODDARD, 
RIcHARD HENRY, 1891, A Box of Auto- 
graphs, Scribner's Magazine, vol. 9, p. 227. 


That most exquisite critic Edgar Poe. 
—SwWINBURNE, ALGERNON CHARLES, 1891, 
Social Verse, The Forum, vol. 12, p. 181. 


Tread with no less zest than his poems 
the bitter, and cruel, and narrow-minded 
criticisms which mainly filled one of the 
volumes. As usual, I accepted them im- 
plicitly, and it was not tilllong afterward 
that I understood how worthless they 
were.—HOWELLS, WILLIAM DEAN, 1895, 
My Literary Passions, p. 119. 


His discriminations with respect to 
writers of importance have for the most 
part been confirmed. Sometimes they 
were affected by gratitude, asin the cases 
of Kennedy and Willis, the peculiar status 
of the latter affording Poe achance to ex- 
press his conviction that the mere man of 
letters could not then hold his own in 
America, but needed the aid of some fac- 
titious social position. But he might as 
well have said this of Bulwer and Disraeli 
in England. He wasnot far out in his es- 
timates of Cooper and Bryant; he saw 
that Hawthorne, Longfellow, and Lowell 
were to be among the foremost builders of 
our imaginative literature, and his rally to 
the defence of young Bayard Taylor was 
quick and fine. He ranked Lowell high 
among our poets, on the score of his im- 
agination, but found his ear for rhythm 
imperfect. Whittier seemed to him dis- 
tinctly unimaginative, and as a Southerner 
and artist he was opposed to the poet- 
reformer’s themes; but he recognized his 
vivida vis, his expressional fervor. Poe 
was among the first to do homage, in an 
outburst of genuine delight, to the rising 
genius of Tennyson.—STEDMAN, EDMUND 
CLARENCE, 1895, Works of Edgor Allan 
Poe, ed. Stedman and Woodberry, vol. vi, 
p. xxii. 

His criticism was almost entirely free 
from that narrow localism which values a 
writer because he belongs to a section, and 
not because his work belongs to literature. 
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He brought into the field of criticism 
large knowledge of the best that had 
been done in literature, and clear percep- 
tion of the principles of the art of writing. 
His touch on his contemporaries who won 
the easy successes which are always with- 
in reach in untrained communities was 
often caustic, as it had need to be; but the 
instinct which made him the enemy of in- 
ferior work gave him also the power of 
recognizing the work of the artist, even 
when it came from unknown hands. He 
discerned the reality of imagination in 
Hawthorne and Tennyson as clearly as he 
saw the vulgarity and crudity of much of 
the popular writing of his time. By criti- 
cal intention, therefore, as well as by vir- 
tue of the possession of genius, which is 
never provincial, Poe emancipated himself, 
and went far to emancipate American lit- 
erature, from the narrow spirit, the partial 
judgment, and the inferior standards of 
a people not yet familiar with the best 
that has been thought and said in the world. 
To the claims of local pride he opposed the 
sovereign claims of art; against the prac- 
tice of the half-inspired and the wholly un- 
trained he set the practice of the masters. 
When the intellectual history of the 
country is written he will appear as one 
of its foremost liberators.— Mapig, HAm- 
ILTON W., 1899, Poe’s Place in American 
Literature, Poe Memorial, ed. Kent, p. 58. 
GENERAL 

There is poetry in the man, though, now 
and then, seen between the great gaps of 
bathos. . ‘‘Politian’’ will make 
you laugh—as the‘‘ Raven’’made me laugh, 
though with something in it which accounts 
for the hold it took upon such as Mr. N. 
P. Willis and his peers—it was sent to me 
from four different quarters besides the 
author himself, before its publication in 
this form, and when it had only a news- 
paper life. Some of the other lyrics have 
power of a less questionable sort. For 
the author, I do not know him at all—never 
heard from him nor wrote to him—and in 
my opinion, there is more faculty shown 
in the account of that horrible mesmeric 
experience (mad or not mad) than in his 
poems. Now do read it from the begin- 
ning to the end. That going out of the 
hectic, struck me very much and 
the writhing away of the upper lip. Most 
horrible! Then I believe so much of mes- 
merism, as to give room for the full 
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acting of the storyon me . . without 

absolutely giving full credence to it, 

understand. —BROWNING, ELIZABETH BAR- 

RETT, 1846, To Robert Browning, Jan. 

26; The Letters of Robert Browning and 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning, vol. 1, p. 429. 

There comes Poe, with his ‘‘Raven,” like 
“Barnaby Rudge,”’’ 

Three-fifths of him genius and two-fifths 
sheer fudge, 

Whe talks like a book of iambs and penta- 
meters, 

In a way to make people of common sense 
damn metres, 

Who has written some things quite the best 
of their kind, 

But the heart somehow seems all squeezed 
out by the mind. 

—LOWELL, JAMES RUSSELL, 1848, A Fable 

for Critics. 

That the author of the ‘‘Raven,’’ &c., 
was a poet no doubt can exist. Extravagant 
as our opinion may now appear, we venture 
to say that in a few years, when the memory 
of his failings shall have died away, he 
will be considered one of America’s best 
poets. He was the first who arrested our 
attention, and conveyed to our mind the 
fact that a man of great peculiarity was 
speaking. We use peculiarity out of a 
sort of insecurity and hesitation we do not 
often feel, otherwise we have a full and 
strong inclination to write originality. 
Had we been in England we should unhesi- 
tatingly have done so; but as Mr. Poe is 
only an American, we forbear to move 
a second time the indignation of the Press 
by claiming for a native of this great re- 
public a common share of God’s great gift 
of intellect. Theday will, however, come 
when all the objections of a foreign Press 
will not prevent justice being done to the 
native genius of the land of Washington. 
—POowWELL, THOMAS, 1850, The Living 
Authors of America, p. 121. 


Just look at the dreadful, the unquench- 
able, the infernal life of Poe’s ‘‘Lyrics and 
Tales.’? No one can read these without 
shuddering, without pity, and sorrow, and 
condemnation of the author, without a half- 
muttered murmur of inquiryat his Maker— 
““Why this awful anomaly in thy works?’ 
And yet no one can avoid reading them, 
and reading them again, and hanging over 
their lurid and lightning-blasted pages, 
and thinking that this wondrous being 
wanted only two things to have made him 
the master of American minds—virtue and 
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happiness.— GILFILLAN, GEORGE, 1855, 
A Third Gallery of Portraits, p. 130. 


That exquisite piece of mystery and 
music, ‘‘The Raven;”’ ** Annabel 
Lee,’””? . one of the sweetest lyrics 
in the language. His prose tales are full 
of wild and absorbing interest.—CoLLiER, 
WILLIAM FRANCIS, 1861, A History of 
English Literature, p. 531. 

Poe is akind of Hawthorne and delirium 
tremens. What is exquisitely fanciful and 
airy in the genuine artist is replaced in 
his rival by an attempt to overpower us by 
dabblings in the charnel-house and pruient 
appeals to our fears of the horribly re- 
volting. After reading some of Poe’s 
stories one feels a kind of shock to 
one’s modesty. We require some kind of 
spiritual ablution to cleanse our minds of 
his disgusting images. —STEPHEN, LESLIE, 
1874, Hours in a Library, First Series. 

Your desire to honor Poe’s genius is in 
the heart of every man of letters, though 
perhaps no American author stands so little 
in need of a monument to perpetuate his 
memory as the author of the ‘‘Raven.’’ 
His imperishable fame is in all lands.— 
ALDRICH, THOMAS BAILEY, 1875, Letter to 
the Poe Memorial, Oct. 10, ed. Rice, p. 90. 
Through many a night of want and woe 

His frenzied spirit wandered wild— 

Till kind disaster laid him low, 

And Heaven reclaimed its wayward child. 
Through many a year his fame has grown,— 

Like midnight, vast, like starlight sweet,— 
Till now his genius fills a throne, 

And nations marvel at his feet. 
—WINTER, WILLIAM, 1875, At Poe’s 
Grave, Poe Memorial, ed. Rice, p. 48. 

The hearts of all who reverence the in- 
spiration of genius, who can look tenderly 
upon the infirmities too often attending it, 
who can feel for its misfortunes, will sym- 
pathize with youas you gather around the 
resting place of all that was mortal of 
Edgar Allan Poe, and raise the stone in- 
scribed with one of the few names which 
will outlive the graven record meant to 
perpetuate its remembrance.— HOLMEs, 
OLIVER WENDELL, 1875, Letter to the Poe 
Memorial, Sept. 18, ed. Rice, p. 80. 

The extraordinary genius of Edgar Poe 
is now acknowledged the world over.— 
WHITTIER, JOHN GREENLEAF, 1875, Letter 
to the Poe Memorial, Sep. 21, ed. Rice. 


One whose original genius has done so 
much to adorn and distinguish American 


598 


literature. —SAxk, JOHN GODFREY, 1875, 
Letter to the Poe Memorial, Oct. 10, ed. 
Rice, p. 88. 

My firm conviction that widely as the 
fame of Poe has already spread, and deeply 
as it is already rooted,in Kurope, it is even 
now growing wider and striking deeper as 
time advances; the surest presage that 
time, the eternal enemy of small and shal- 
low reputations, will prove in this case 
also the constant and trusty friend and 
keeper of a true poet’s full-grown fame. 
—SWINBURNE, ALGERNON CHARLES, 1875, 
Letter to the Poe Memorial, Nov. 9, ed. Race. 

No cunning barrister preparing an im- 
portant brief; no great actor studying a 
new part; no machinist brooding over the 
invention of an engine, or a change sub- 
versive of the old machinery; no analytic 
chemist seeking to establish the fact of a 
murder by the discovery and proof of blood 
or poison in some unexpected substance ; 
no Dutch painter working for months on 
the minute finish of all sorts of details in 
the background as well as foreground of 
his picture,;—ever took more pains than 
did Edgar Allan Poe in the production of 
most of his principal works. The more 
impossible his story, the more persever- 
ingly, learnedly, patiently, and plausibly 
he labored to prove the facts as he saw 
them. And, unless you throw the book 
down, he always succeeds. If youread on 
steadily, you must go with him.—Horng, 
RICHARD HENGIST, 1876, Letter to the Poe 
Memorial, Apr. 8, ed. Rice, p. 81. 

A literary Hrinaceus. . . . Pro- 
fessing himself the special apostle of the 
beautiful in art, he nevertheless forces 
upon us continually the most loathsome 
hideousness and the most debasing and un- 
beautiful horror. This passionate, un- 
helmed, errant search for beauty was in 
fact not so much a normal and intelligent 
desire, as an attempt to escape from in- 
terior discord; and it was the discord 
which found expression, accordingly, in- 
stead of the sense of beauty, —except (as 
has been said) in fragments. Whatever 
the cause his brain had a rift of ruin in 
it, from the start, and though his delicate 
touch often stole a new grace from classic 
antiquity, it was the frangibility, the quick 
decay, the fall of all lovely and noble 
things, that excited and engaged him. . . . 
Always beauty and grace are with him 
most poetic in their overthrow, and it is 
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the shadow of ruined grandeur that he 
receives, instead of the still living light so 
fair upon them, or the green growth cling- 
ing around them.—LATHROP, GEORGE 
PARSONS, 1876, A Study of Hawthorne, 
pp. 206, 309. 
He loved all shadowy spots, all seasons drear ; 
All ways of darkness lured his ghastly 
whim; 
Strange fellowships he held with goblins 
grim, 
At whose demoniac eyes he felt no fear. 
On midnights through dense branches he 
would peer, 
To watch the pale ghoul feed, by tomb- 
stones dim, 
The appalling forms of phantoms walked 
with him, 
And murder breathed its red guilt in his ear! 
By cesolate paths of dream, where fancy’s 
ow 


Sent long lugubrious hoots through sombre 
air 
Amid thought’s gloomiest caves he went to 
prowl, | 

And met delirium in her awful lair, 

And mingled with cold shapes that writhe 
or scowl, 

Serpents of horror, black bats of despair! 
—Fawcertt, EpGar, 1876-78, Poe, Fan- 
tasy and Passion, p. 182. 

There is not an unchaste suggestion in 
the whole course of his writings,—a re- 
markable fact, in view of his acquaint- 
ances with the various schools of French 
literature. His works are almost too 
spiritual.—STEDMAN, EDMUND CLARENCE, 
1880, Hdgar Allen Poe, p. 98. 


One of the most morbid men of genius 
the modern world has seen; in the regions 
of the strangely terrible, remotely fantas- 
tic, and ghastly, he reigns supreme. With 
his lyrics we have not here to do. His 
best prose is no less distinctive and admira- 
ble for richness, force, clearness, and the 
correct choice of phrase, only definable as 
the literary touch. He, in this field, dis- 
tances all his competitors, except Balzac, 
in the mental dissecting-room his only 
master. But, while the Frenchman deals 
with anomalous realities, the power of the 
American consists in making unrealities 
appear natural. Many of his works, like 
Hawthorne’s, are either pages torn, as it 
were, from the second or third volumes of 
a complete romance, or suggestions of what 
might have been developed into one. This 
fragmentary manner has its disadvantages ; 
but the writer of real imagination, who 
confines it within limited bounds, never 
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allows the interest of his readers to flag. 
Edgar Poe is consequently, save in his acrid 
criticisms and mistaken attempts at 
humour, never dull.—NICHOL, JOHN, 1880- 
85, American Literature, p. 163. 

I know several striking poems by Ameri- 
can poets, but I think that Edgar Poe is 
(taking his poetry and prose together) the 
most original American genius. —TENNY- 
SON, ALFRED Lorp, 1883, Criticisms on 
Poets and Poetry, Memoir by his Son, vol. 
TG ps202. 

A certain tyrant, to disgrace 

The more a rebel’s resting-place, 

Compelled the people every one 

To hurl, in passing there, a stone, 

Which done, behold, the pile became 

A monument to keep the name. 

And thus it is with Edgar Poe; 

Each passing critic has his throw, 

Nor sees, defeating his intent, 

Haw lofty grows the monument. 
—Tass, JOHN B., 1885, Poe’s Critics, 
Harper’s Magazine, vol. 70, p. 498. 

Farewell, Farewell, thou sombre and 
solitary spirit: a genius tethered to the 
hack-work of the press,a gentleman among 
canaille, a poet among poetasters, dowered 
with a scholar’s taste without a scholar’s 
training, embittered by his sensitive scorn, 
and all unsupported by his consolations.— 
LANG, ANDREW, 1886, Letters to Dead 
Authors, p. 150. 

Edgar Allan Poe was fastidious—even 
morbidly fastidious—in his love of beauti- 
ful form; but he had no root of humanity 
in him, and little passion for actual ex- 
ternal nature. He was not an interpreter. 
He had no mission, save to create dreams. 
A greater dreamer in prose than in verse, 
he has yet added to American literature a 
few poems of the most striking originality ; 
but of deep spirituality he has none. His 
loftiest flights of imagination in verse, 
like his boldest efforts in prose fiction, rise 
into no more empyreal realm than the fan- 
tastic. His sense of beauty in language 
was usually fine. Like Gautier, he loved 
to work ‘‘in’’ onyx and enamel. —ROBERT- 
son, Eric S8., 1886, Life of Henry Wads- 
worth Longfellow (Great Writers), p. 173. 

Oblivious of what I may have said, but 
fully conscious of what I mean to say, Poe 
was a curious compound of the charlatan 
and the courtly gentleman; a mixture of 
Count Cagliostro, of Paracelsus, who was 
wisely named Bombastes, and of Cornelius 
Agrippa, —the three beings intermoulded 
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from the dust of Apollonius of Tyana and 
Elymas the Sorcerer. His first master in 
verse was Byron, in prose Charles Brock- 
den Brown, and later Hawthorne. Most 
men are egoists; he was egotistical. His 
early poems are exquisite, his later ones 
are simply melodious madness. The 
parent. of ‘‘Annabel Lee’’ was Mother 
Goose, who in this instance did not drop 
agoldenege. Alwaysa plagiarist, he was 
always original. Like Moliére, whom he 
derided, he took his own wherever he 
found it. Without dramatic instinct, he 
persuaded himself (but no one else) that 
he wasa dramatist. The proof of this as- 
sertion is his drama of ‘‘Politian,’’? which 
was never ended, and which should never 
have been begun.—STODDARD, RICHARD 
Henry, 1889, Edgar Allan Poe, Lippin- 
cott’s Magazine, vol. 43, p. 109. 


A meteoric genius, a wandering star, a 
man cursed and ruined by his own follies, 
and without significance as regards his 
times.—Dawson, W. J., 1892, Quest and 
Vision, p. 279. 

Turning aside from his own special field 
of literature, Baudelaire talked and wrote 
to make the name of Edgar Poe famous; 
and he was successful, for, as a French- 
man has himself certified, ‘‘It was through 
the labour and genius of Baudelaire that 
Edgar Poe’s tales have become so well 
known in France, and are now regarded as 
classical models.’’ Further, it should be 
noticed that Edgar Poe is the only Ameri- 
can writer who has become popular in that 
land where the literature of the nineteenth 
century has reached a perfecton which 
after-ages will certainly record and ad- 
mire. But weask ourselves, Is this result 
due to the exquisite style Baudelaire em- 
ployed in his translation? and would his 
magic pen have endowed any foreign 
author, however unworthy, withfame? Did 
the strange influence lie in the rich fancy 
of the American author or in the richer 
setting given to it by the Frenchman? 
Baudelaire must evidently have known 
English well; but did he, whilst reading it, 
simultaneously clothe the English words in 
his own French dress, or did English style 
and New World fancy win his admiration? 
These questions are difficult to answer. 
Baudelaire’s explanation does not alto- 
gether clear up the difficulty. ‘‘Believe me 
or not, as you like,’’ he says, ‘‘but I dis- 
covered in Edgar Poe’s works, poems and 
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stories which had been lying dormant in 
my own brain, vague, confused, ill-assorted, 
whilst he had known how to combine, to 
transcribe, and to bring them to perfec- 
tion.’’ Here was, according to the French 
poet, the secret of his success. He had 
discovered his affinity ; he had but to col- 
lect his own floating ideas, finding no 
difficulty in the setting, for all was clear to 
him. The two authors were of one mind, 
and the result was this gift of classic work 
to France, created with alien thought.— 
STUART, EsmB, 1898, Charles Baudelaire 
and Edgar Poe, The Nineteenth Century, 
vol. 34, p. 66. 

Hawthorne and Poe stand at the head of 
American literature in the line of creative 
ability. The chosen field of both was 
romance. Hawthorne,as said, hadalarge 
sense of humor, in which Poe was some- 
what deficient. Hawthorne, though a re- 
cluse by nature, had finer touches.of human 
sympathy. Poe had more of that imagina- 
iton which bodies forth shapes unknown 
from airy nothingness and clothes them 
with rarest beauty. Instructure of work, 
in painting with the rich colors of the 
South, Poe has never been excelled. When 
we would classify him, we may mention 
Coleridge and others as similar at a few 
points, but the author of ‘‘The Raven’’ and 
“The Fall of the House of Usher’’ stands 
alone. His works are unique and original. 
—LIinK, SAMUEL ALBERT, 1898, Pioneers 
of Southern Literature, vol. u, p. 331. 

It is the first and perhaps the most ob- 
vious distinction of Edgar Allan Poe that 
his creative work baffles all attempts to 
relate it historically to antecedent condi- 
tions ; that it detached itself almost com- 
pletely from the time and place in which it 
made its appearance, and sprang suddenly 
and mysteriously from a soil which had 
never borne its like before. There was 
nothing in the America of the third 
decade of the century which seemed to 
predict ‘“The City in the Sea,”’ ‘‘Israfel,”’ 
and the lines, ‘‘To Helen.”? . . Poe 
stood alone among his contemporaries 
by reason of the fact that, while his 
imagination was fertilized by the move- 
ment of the time, his work was not, 
in theme or sympathy, representative of 
the forces behindit. The group of gifted 
men, with whom he had for most part only 
casual connections, reflected the age behind 
them or the time in which they lived; Poe 
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shared with them the creative impulse 
without sharing the specific interests and 
devotions of the period. Hewas primarily 
and distinctively the artist of his time; 
the man who cared for his art, not for what 
he could say through it, but for what it 
had to say through him. . . . Poe 
alone, among men of his eminence, could 
not have been foreseen. This fact sug- 
gests his limitations, but it also brings 
into clear view the unique individuality of 
his genius and the originality of his work. 
His contemporaries are explicable; Poe 
is inexplicable. He remains the most 
sharply-defined personality in our literary 
history. His verse and his imaginative 
prose stand out in bold relief against a 
background which neither suggests nor in- 
terprets them. One may go further, and 
affirm that both his verse and his prose 
have a place by themselves in the litera- 
ture of the world.—MABIE, HAMILTON 
W., 1899, Poe’s Place in American Liter- 
ature, Poe Memorial, ed. Kent, pp.44, 46,47. 


Few, | fancy, will be present at that 
festival who can recall, as I do, the effect 
of the first publication of the poem which 
flamed like a meteor across our literary 
heavens and made the name of Poe immedi- 
ately famous. When a boy in the back- 
woods of Western New York, I saw ‘‘The 
Raven’’ in one of the hundred of country 
papers in which it was almost simultane- 
ously copiéd, and recognized at once that 
a new genius had arisen to divide the 
homage I paid to Byron, my prime favorite 
in those early days. Anything connected 
with the name of Poe interested me in- 
tensely from that time ; and though I never 
met him, I felt a shock of personal bereave- 
ment when his tragic death occurred, in 
1849. Then, it was thought by some, a 
meteor of a night-time had burned itself 
out in space. But the genius of Poe was 
no meteor; it was a star of peculiar bril- 
liancy, from which the mists of doubt and 
misunderstanding have parted more and 
more, and which still shows no signs of 
fading, amidst the brightest luminaries of 
our sky.—TROWBRIDGE, JOHN TOWNSEND, 
1899, Letter to the Poe Memorial, ed. Kent, 
p. 638. 

When a boy of seventeen, in Harvard 
College, I read Poe’s ‘‘Tales of the Gro- 
tesque and Arabesque.’’ It was just after 
the publication of the book and before it 
had attracted general attention; but I felt 
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it at once to be the most remarkable pro- 
duction of the imaginative genius of this 
nation, save the works of Hawthorne alone; 
nor have I ever varied from that opinion. 
Later I heard Poe read his ‘‘Ligeia,’’ be- 
fore an audience in Boston, in a voice 
whose singular music I have never heard 
equalled. These two early impressions 
sustained my admiration and gratitude for 
Poe through all his stormy and sad career. 
—HIGGINSON, THOMAS WENTWORTH, 1899, 
Letter to the Poe Memorial, ed. Kent, p. 64. 

A half century has passed since the death 
of our poet and romancer, and no man has 
appeared who is worthy to stand beside 
him in his chosen field of literature. His 
maligners make his sky dark, but the stars 
of his intellect—and they are many—shine 
all the brighter.—StockToN, FRANK R., 
1899, Letter to the Poe Memorial, ed. 
Kent, p. 68. 

In tales and poems alike he is most 
characteristic when dealing with myster- 
ies; and though to a certain point these 
mysteries, often horrible, are genuinely 
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mysterious, they reveal no trace of spirit- 
ual insight. They indicate a sense that 
human perception is inexorably limited, 
but no vital perception of the eternities 
which lie beyond it. Excellent in their 
way, one cannot but feel their way to be 
melodramatic. The very word, ‘‘melo- 
dramatic’ recalls to us the strolling stage 
from which Poe almost accidentally sprung 
in that Boston lodging-house ninety years 
ago. From beginning to end his temper 
had the inextricable combination of mere- 
triciousness and sincerity which makes the 
temperament of typical actors. Theirs. is 
a strange trade, wherein he does best who 
best shams. Atits noblest the stage rises 
into tragedy or breadthens into comedy; 
but in our century it has probably appealed 
most generally to the public when it has 
assumed its less poetical and more char- 
acteristic form of melodrama. Poe, at 
least temperamentally, seems to have been 
a melodramatic creature of genius.— 
WENDELL, BARRETT, 1900, A Literary 
History of America, p. 2138. 


Maria Edgeworth 
1767-1849 

Born, at Black Burton, Oxfordshire, Jan. 1, 1767. In Ireland with father, 1773-75. 
To School in Derby, 1775; in London, 1780. Home to Edgeworthstown 1782. Began 
to write stories. To Clifton with parents, Dec. 1791; returned to Edgeworthstown, 
winter of 1793. Visit to France with father, Oct. 1802 to March 1803. Visit to 
London, spring of 1803; to Bowood, autumn of 1818; to London, 1819; to Paris and 
Switzerland, 1820 to March 1821. Returned to Edgeworthstown and lived there for 
rest of life. Occasional visits toLondon. Visit to Scotland, spring of 1828. Friend- 
ship with Sir Walter Scott; he visited her at Edgeworthstown, 1825. Active philan- 
thropy during famine of 1846. Died, at Edgeworthstown, 22 May 1849. Works: 
“Letters to Literary Ladies,’’ 1795; ‘‘Parent’s Assistant’’ (anon.), pt. i., 1796; in 6 
vols. 1800; ‘‘Practical Education,’’ 1798; ‘‘Castle Rackrent’’ (anon.), 1800; Early 
Lessons,’’ 1801; ‘‘Belinda,’’ 1801; ‘‘Moral Tales,’’ 1801; ‘‘Irish Bulls,’’ 1802; 
‘Popular Tales,’’ 1804; ‘‘Modern Griselda,’’ 1804; ‘‘Leonora,’’ 1806; ‘‘Tales from 
Fashionable Life, ’’ 1809 ; 2nd series, 1812; ‘‘Patronage,’’ 1814; ‘‘Continuation of Early 
Lessons,’ 1815; ‘‘Harington,’’ 1817; ‘‘Ormond,’’ 1817; ‘‘Comic Dramas,’’ 1817; vol. 
ii. of R. L. Edgeworth’s Memoirs,’’ 1820; ‘‘Frank,’’ 1822; ‘‘Harry and Lucy, con- 
cluded,’ 1825; ‘‘Garry Owen,’’ 1832; ‘‘Helen,’’? 1834. Collected Works: in 14 vols., 
1825; in 18 vols., 1832-33; in 12 vols., 1893. Life: by H. Zimmern, 1883 (‘‘Emi- 
nent Women’’ series); ‘‘Life and Letters,’’ ed. by Aug. Hare, 1894.—SuHarp, R. 
FaRQuuarsoNn, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 90. 


PERSONAL in the features when not speaking: such 

I had persuadedgmyself that the author was the result of my first survey. But 
of the work on Education, and of other when shespoke, which was too rarely for 
productions, useful as well as ornamental, my taste, nothing could have been better 


would betray herself by a remarkable ex- 
terior. Iwas mistaken. A small figure, 
eyes nearly always lowered, a profoundly 
modest and reserved air, with expression 


thought, and nothing better said, though 
always timidly expressed.—PIcTET, MARC- 
AucustE, 1802, Voyage de trois mois en 
Angleterre, tr. Oliver. 
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Mr., Mrs., and Miss Edgeworth are just 
come over from Ireland, and are the general 
objects of curiosity and attention. I 
passed some hours with them yesterday 
afternoon, under pretence of visiting the 
new Mint, which was a great object to 
them, as they are all proficients in me- 
chanics. Miss Edgeworth is a most agree- 
able person, very natural, clever, and well 
informed, without the least pretensions of 
authorship. She had never been ina large 
society before, and she was followed and 
courted by all the persons of distinction in 
London, with an avidity almost without 
example. The court paid to her gave her 
an opportunity of showing her excellent 
understanding and character. She took 
every advantage of her situation, either 
for enjoyment or observation; but she re- 
mained perfectly unspoiled by the homage 
of the great.—MACKINTOSH, SIR JAMES, 
18138, Journal, May 11; Memoirs of Mack- 
intosh, ed. his Son, vol. U, p. 267. 

I went to Lady Davy’s in the evening. 
There were seventy or eighty people there: 
amongst others Miss Edgeworth, who was 
my object. She is very small, with a 
countenance which promises nothing at 
first sight, or as one sees her in society. 
She has very winning manners. She re- 
ceived with much warmth what I said of 
my desire to see the author of her works, 
and of all the obligations that I felt in 
common with all our sex towards one of 
her genius. —BErrRY, Mary, 1813, Extracts 
of the Journals and Correspondence, ed. 
Lewis, vol. u, p. 584. 

She was a nice little unassuming ‘‘ Jeanie 
Deans’-looking bodie’’ as we Scotch say 
—and if not handsome certainly not ill- 
looking. Her conversation was as quiet 
as herself. Onecould never have guessed 
that she could write her name; whereas 
her father talked, not as if he could write 
nothing else, but as if nothing else was 
worth writing.— Byron, Lorp, 1821, 
Journal, Jan. 19. 

We saw, you will readily suppose, a 
great deal of Miss Edgeworth, and two 
very nice girls, her younger sisters. Itis 
scarcely possible to say more of this very 
remarkable person, than that she not only 
completely answered, but exceeded the 
expectations which I had formed. I am 
particularly pleased with the naiveté and 
good-humoured ardour of mind which she 
unites with such formidable powers of 
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acute observation. In external appear- 
ance, she is quite the fairy of our nursery- 
tale—the Whippity Stourie, if you remem- 
ber such a sprite, who came flying through 
the window to work all sorts of marvels. 
I will never believe but what she has a 
wand in her pocket, and pulls it out to 
conjure a little before she begins those 
very striking pictures of manners.—Scort, 
Sir WALTER, 1823, Letter to Joanna Bail- 
lie, July 11; Life by Lockhart, ch. lix. 

Miss Edgeworth, with all her cleverness, 
anything but agreeable. The moment 
any one begins to speak, off she starts too, 
seldom more than a sentence behind them, 
and in general continues to distance every 
speaker. Neither does what she says, 
though of course very sensible, at all 
make up for this over-activity of tongue. 
—Moorg, THOMAS, 1831, Diary, Memoirs, 
Journal and Correspondence, ed. Russell, 
vol. VI, p. 187. 


As we drove to the door Miss Edgeworth 
came out to meet us,—a small, short, 
spare lady of about sixty-seven, with ex- 
tremely frank and kind manners, and who 
always looks straight into your face with 
a pair of mild, deep gray eyes, whenever 
she speaks to you. . . Mrs. Edge- 
worth—who is of the Beaufort family— 
seems about the age of her more distin- 
guished step-daughter, and is somewhat 
stout, but very active, intelligent, and ac- 
complished, having apparently the whole 
care of the household, and adding materi- 
ally, by her resources in the arts and in 
literature, to its agreeableness. . . . 
It is plain they make a harmonious whole, 
and by those who visited here when the 
family was much larger, and composed of 
the children of all the wives of Mr. Edge- 
worth, with their connections produced by 
marriage, so as to form the most hetero- 
geneous relationships, lam told there was 
always the same very striking union and 
agreeable intercourse among them all, to 
the number sometimes of fifteen or twenty. 
: What has struck me most to- 
day in Miss Edgeworth herself, is her un- 
common quickness of perception, her fer- 
tility of allusion, and great resources 
of fact which a remarkable memory sup- 
plies to her, combined into a whole which 
I can call nothing else but extraordinary 
vivacity.—TICKNoR, GEORGE, 1835, Jour- 
nal, Aug. 21; Life, Letters and Journals, 
vol. 1, pp. 426, 427. 
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The next month — August 1828—was 
one of the happiest in Scott’s life. 
Never did I see a brighter day at Abbots- 
ford than that on which Miss Edgeworth 
first arrived there—never can I forget her 
look and accent when she was received by 
him at his archway, and exclaimed, ‘‘ Every- 
thing about you is exactly what one ought 
to have had wit enough to dream!’’ The 
weather was beautiful, and the edifice, 
and its appurtenances, were all but com- 
plete; and day after day, so long as she 
could remain, her host had always some 
new plan of gayety. One day there was fish- 
ing on the Cauldshields Loch,and a dinner 
on the heathy bank. Another, the whole 
party feasted by Thomas the Rhymer’s 
waterfall in the glen—and the stone on 
which Maria that day sat was ever after- 
wards called Hdgeworth’s stone.— LOCK- 
HART, JOHN GIBSON, 1837-38, Memoirs 
of the Life of Sir Walter Scott, ch. lix. 

Iam now writing in the Library here: 
and the great Authoress is as busy as a 
bee making a catalogue of her books beside 
me, chattering away. We are great 
friends. She is as lively, active, and cheer- 
ful as if she were but twenty; really a 
very entertaining person. We talk about 
Walter Scott whom she adores, and are 
merry all the day long.—FITZGERALD, 
EDWARD, 1841, Letters, vol. 1, p. 74. 

To have repeatedly met and listened to 
Miss Edgeworth, seated familiarly with her 
by the fireside, may seem to her admirers 
in America a sufficient payment for the 
hazards of crossing the Atlantic. Her 
conversation, like her writings, is varied, 
vivacious, and delightful. Her forgetful- 
ness of self and happiness in making others 
happy are marked traits in her character. 
Her person is small and delicately propor- 
tioned, and her movements full of anima- 
tion. The ill-health of the lovely sister, 
much younger than herself,at whose house 
in London she was passing the winter, 
called forth such deep anxiety, untiring 
attention, and fervent gratitude for every 
favourable symptom, as seemed to blend 
features of maternal tenderness with 
sisterly affection. — SIGOURNEY, LYDIA 
HuNTLEY, 1842, Pleasant Memories of 
Pleasant Lands. 

Miss Edgeworth was delightful —so 
clever and sensible! She does not say 
witty things, but there is such a perfume 
of wit runs through all her conversation 
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as makes it very brilliant.—Smrru, Syp- 
NEY, 1844? A Memoir of Rev. Sydney 
Smith, by Lady Holland, ch. xii. 


The fourth wife of Mr. Edgeworth was 
our hostess, and performed her part charm- 
ingly. She must have been very pretty, 
for, though short, fat, and forty, her ap- 
pearance was very agreeable. Miss Edge- 
worth was shorter still, and carried her- 
self very upright, with a dapper figure 
and quick movements. She was the re- 
mains of a blonde, with lighteyes and hair ; 
she was now gray, but wore a dark frizette, 
whilst the gray hair showed through her 
cap behind. She was so plain that she 
was never willing to sit for her portrait, 
and that is the reason why the public has 
never been made acquainted with her per- 
sonal appearance. In conversation we 
found her delightful. She was full of an- 
ecdotes about remarkable peaple, and often 
spoke from her personal knowledge of 
them. Her memory, too, was stored with 
valuable information, and her manner of 
narrating was so animated, that it was 
difficult to realize her age.—FARRAR, 
ELIZA WARE, 1866, Recollections of Seventy 
Years. 

I attended with much interest to the 
conversation of this remarkable woman. 
She was little and possessed of no personal 
attractions; it was evident that the usual 
feminine objects had never interfered with 
her masculine understanding. Her con- 
versation was chiefly remarkable for its 
acuteness, good sense and practical sa- 
gacity. She had little imagination and 
scarcely any enthusiasm. Solid sense, 
practical acquirement—the qualities which 
will lead to success in the world—were 
her great endowments, and they appeared 
at every turn in her conversation, as they 
do in her writings. This disposition of 
mind kept her free from the usual little- 
nesses of authors and raised her far above 
the ordinary vanity of women. She was 
simple and unaffected in her manners, en- 
tirely free from conceit or effort in her 
conversation, and kindly and benevolent in 
her judgment of others, as well as in her 
views of life and in her intercourse with 
all around her. But she had neither a 
profound knowledge of human nature nor 
the elevated mental qualities which givea 
lasting ascendency over mankind.—ALI- 
Son, Str ARCHIBALD, 1867-83, Some Ac- 
count of My Life and Writings. 
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Her face was pale and thin, her features 
irregular; they may have been considered 
plain, even in youth; but her expression 
was so benevolent, her manners were so 
perfectly well-bred, partaking of English 
dignity and Irish frankness, that one never 
thought of her with reference either to 
beauty or plainness. She ever occupied, 
without claiming, attention, charming con- 
tinually by her singularly pleasant voice ; 
while the earnestness and truth that 
beamed from her bright blue—very blue— 
eyes increased the value of every word 
she uttered. She was ever neat 
and particular in her dress; her feet and 
hands were so delicate and small as to be 
almost childlike. —HALL, Mrs. SAMUEL 
CarTER, 1871, A Book of Memories of 
Great Men and Women of the Age. 

Maria Edgeworth came frequently to 
see us when she wasin England. She was 
one of my most intimate friends, warm- 
hearted and kind, a charming companion, 
with all the liveliness and originality of an 
Trishwoman. The cleverness and 
animation, as well as affection of her 
letters I cannot express.— SOMERVILLE, 
Mary, 1872?-8, Personal Recollections, 
from Early Life to Old Age, p. 155. 

Her personal appearance was that of a 

woman plain of dress, sedate in manners, 
and remarkably small of person. 
There was a charm in all she looked ‘and 
said and did. Incessant and yet genial 
activity was a marked feature of her 
nature. She seemed to be as nearly ubiqui- 
tous as a human creature can be, and always 
busy ; not only asa teacher of her younger 
brothers and sisters (she was nearly fifty 
years older than one of them), but as the 
director and controller of the household. 
We could but liken her to the benevolent 
fairy from whose lips were perpetually 
drepping diamonds; there was so much of 
kindly wisdom in every sentence she 
uttered.—HALL, SAMUEL CARTER, 1883, 
Retrospect of a Long Life, pp. 859, 360. 

Maria Edgeworth’s life did not pass 
without the romance of love. She received 
an offer of marriage from a Swedish 
gentleman, while she was staying in Paris 
with her family in 1808. She returned 
his affections, but refused to marry him, 
sacrificing herself and him to what she be- 
lieved to be her duty to her father and 
family. Her third and last step-mother 
wrote that for years ‘‘the unexpected 
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mention of his name, or even that of 
Sweden, in a book or newspaper, always 
moved her so much that the words and 
lines in the page became a mass of con- 
fusion before her eyes, and her voice lost 
all power.’’ Her suitor, M. Edelcrantz, 
never married. At thealtar of filial piety 
she sacrificed much.— FAWCETT, MILLI- 
CENT GARRETT, 1889, Some Eminent Women 
of Our Times, p. 160. 

Miss Edgeworth, too, seems to have been 
lifted from the sphere of matrimony by 
the unusual strength of her family affec- 
tions. Her devotion to her father, to her 
two step-mothers, and to her nineteen 
brothers and sisters was of such an ab- 
sorbing nature as to leave her little leisure 
or inclination for mere matters of senti- 
ment. She was so busy too, so full of 
pleasant cares, and successful work, and 
a thousand-and-one delightful interests, 
above all, she clung so fondly to her home, 
and country, and the familiar faces she 
had known from babyhood, that love had 
no chance to storm her well-defended 
walls.- When that handsome and earnest 
young Swede, he of the ‘‘superior under- 
standing and mild manners,’’ came to woo, 
he found, alas! that the lady could not 
tear her heart away from Ireland and her 
beautiful young step-sisters to give it 
to his keeping. She acknowledged his 
merits, both his mildness and his superi- 
ority, she liked and admired him in every 
way; but marry and go to Sweden !—that 
she would not do, either for M. Edelcrantz 
or any other man.—REPPLIER, AGNES, 
1891, Three Famous Old Maids, Lippin- 
cott’s Magazine, vol. 47, p. 691. 

Her whole life, of eighty-three years, 
had been an aspiration after good.—Harg, 
Aucustus J. C., 1894, Life and Letters 
of Maria Edgeworth, vol. u, p. 691. 


PRACTICAL EDUCATION 
1798 

No one who has studied education in 
theory, or for the purpose of utilizing his 
information in teaching, should fail to read 
this book of the Edgeworths. There is 
a sincerity of purpose,and a direct, clear, 
and vivacious style, in ‘‘Practical Educa- 
tion,’’ which will attract and interest all 
who are engaged in instruction. Several 
of the chapters are admirable and brilliant 
treatises on the subjects they profess to 
explain.—OLiIver, Grace A., 1882, A 

Study of Maria Edgeworth, p. 134. 
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How induced, or why, I know not, I read 
when I was a boy Miss Edgeworth’s treatise 
on ‘‘Practical Education.’’ During many 
years, while I was officially connected with 
public schools, I was constantly giving to 
the teachers under my charge hints and 
maxims derived from that book, till I found 
that primary and infant schools in general 
were adopting as the fresh growth of 
recent times modes of instructions like 
those which Miss Edgeworth propounded 
toa non-receptive public almost a century 
ago.—PEABODY, ANDREW P., 1888, Books 
That Have Helped Me, p. 48. 


CASTLE RACKRENT 
1800 

The inimitable ‘‘Castle Rackrent’’ I con- 
sider as one of the very best productions of 
genius in the language, in its own way. 
I only lament that others are not as well 
qualified as I am to judge of the faithful 
drawing and vivid colouring of that admi- 
rable work. To do this, one must have lived 
in Ireland, or the West Highlands, which 
contain much rack-rent ; but one must not 
have lived always there, as, in that case, 
the force of these odd characters would 
be lost in their familiarity.—GRANT, 
ANNE, 1809, To Mrs. Fletcher, July 6; 
Memoir and Correspondence, ed. Grant, 
vol. 1, p. 214. 

Miss Edgeworth’s ‘‘Castle Rackrent’’ 
and ‘‘Fashionable Tales’’ are incomparable 
in depicting truly several traits of the 
rather modern Irish character: they are 
perhaps on one point somewhat over- 
charged; but, for the most part, may be 
said to exceed Lady Morgan’s Irish novels. 
The fiction is less perceptible in them: 
they have a greater air of reality—of what 
I have myself often and often observed and 
noted in full progress and actual execution 
throughout my native country. The land- 
lord, the agent, and the attorney, of ‘‘Castle 
Rackrent’’ (in fact, every person it de- 
scribes) are neither fictitious nor even un- 
common characters: and the changes of 
landed property in the country where I was 
born (where perhaps they have prevailed 
to the full as widely as in any other united 
Empire) owed, in nine cases out of ten, 
their origin, progress, and catastrophe, to 
incidents in no wise differing from those 
so accurately painted in Miss Hdgeworth’s 
narrative. — BARRINGTON, SIR JONAH, 
1830, Personal Sketches of his Own Times, 
p. 375. 
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One of the most powerful and impressive 
of her books is devoted to the miserable 
story of improvidence, recklessness, and 
folly, by which so many families have been 
ruined, and which is linked with so much 
that is attractive in the way of generosity 
and hospitality and open-handedness, that 
the hardest critic is mollified unawares, 
and the sympathetic populace, which is no 
adept in moral criticism, admires with en- 
thusiasm while he lasts, and pities, when 
he has fallen, the culprit who is emphatic- 
ally nobody’s enemy but his own.—OLI- 
PHANT, MARGARET O. W., 1882, Literary 
History of England, X VIII-XIX Century, 
vol. I, p. 174. 

Miss Edgeworth never surpassed this 
her first work of note, and in some respects 
did not again come up to it.—MINTO, 
WILLIAM, 1894, The Literature of the 
Georgian Era, ed. Knight, p. 277. 

A book with little interest of the strictly 
*‘novel’’ kind, but a wonderful picture of 
the varieties of recklessness and miscon- 
duct which in the course of a generation or 
two ruined or crippled most of the land- 
lords of Ireland.—SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 
1896, A History of Nineteenth Century 
Literature, p. 127. 


BELINDA 
1801 

““Belinda,’’ too, though unequal and in 
some places absurd, contains more finely 
drawn and well sustained characters, more 
conversational wit, more salutary lessons 
against the abuse of wealth and talents, 
conveyed with equal facility and vivacity, 
and a more faithful delineation of modern 
manners, than any book of the kind that I 
know.—GRANT, ANNE, 1809, To Mrs. 
Fletcher, July 6; Memoir and Correspond- 
ence, ed. Grant, vol. 1, p. 214. 


There is no doubt that ‘‘Belinda’’ was 
much marred by the alterations made by 
Mr. Edgeworth, in whose wisdom and skill 
his far cleverer daughter had unlimited 
and touching confidence.—HARE, AUGUS- 
Tus J. C., 1894, Life and Letters of Maria 
Edgeworth, vol. 1, p. 73, note. 


In ‘‘Belinda,’’ for example, one of her 
tales of fashionable life, one of the most 
brilliantly drawn characters in fiction, 
Lady Delacour, is converted by the force 
of circumstances from a gay, heartless, 
daringly cynical leader of fashion into a 
model wife, and that, too, after years of 
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outrageous frivolity.—MinTo, WILLIAM, 
1894, The Literature of the Georgian Era, 
ed. Knight, p. 278. 


TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE 
1809-12 

Despite her doctrines, her genius was 
too strong for her, and itis thanks to this 
that sundry of these tales from ‘‘Fashion- 
able Life’’ are among her highest and most 
successful efforts. They are also as a 
whole more powerful and varied than any 
of her previous productions. —ZIMMERN, 
HELEN, 1883, Maria Edgeworth (Famous 
Women), p. 122. 


A second series of ‘‘Tales of Fashion- 
able Life’’ appeared in 1812. Of these 
“The Absentee’? was a masterpiece, and 
contains one scene which Macaulay de- 
clared to be the best thing written of its 
kind since the opening of the twenty- 
second book of the ‘‘Odyssey.’’? Yet Mrs. 
Edgeworth tells that the greater part of 
“The Absentee’’ was ‘‘written under the 
torture of the toothache; it was only by 
keeping her mouth full of some strong 
lotion that Maria could allay the pain, and 
yet, though in this state of suffering, she 
never wrote with more spirit and rapid- 
ity.’”’ Mr. Edgeworth advised the con- 
clusion to be a Letter from Larry, the pos- 
tillion: he wrote one, and she wrote 
another ; he much preferred hers, which is 
the admirable finale to ‘‘The Absentee.’’ 
—Hare, Aucustus J. C., 1894, Life and 
Letters of Maria Edgeworth, vol. 1, p. 190. 


HELEN 
1834 

We know not when we have been more 
delighted, either as reviewers or as men, 
with any occurrence in the literary world, 
than with the opportunity of giving 
another welcome to Miss Edgeworth, the 
friend of our earlier years. And yet we 
must confess that our pleasure wasmingled 
with many fears; for it was possible, that 
the recollection of the interest her writ- 
ings used to inspire, might be stronger 
than the reality; there was a chance too, 
that during her long silence she might 
have lost something of her power, or that 
the public taste, so long used to the excite- 
ment of Scott’s romances, might be less 
disposed than formerly to relish that 
quiet and unassuming excellence, which 
distinguishes Miss Edgeworth’s writings. 
But whatever sentiments prevailed in our 
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minds,—whether hopes or fears,—we 
believe that all intelligent readers will 
agree with us in the acknowledgement, 
that the fears were uncalled for, and the 
hopes have been exceeded. We remember 
her as the morning star, whose radiance 
was lost for a time in the excessive bright- 
ness of the rising sun; now we see her 
reappearing more beautiful than ever as 
the planet of evening, after that sun has. 
left the sky. —PEABopDy, W. B. O., 1834, 
Helen, North American Review, vol. 39, 
Delt: 


‘‘Helen’’ shows some defects in the con- 
struction of its plot, but none in the ex- 
ecution of the details. There is an ease, 
lightness of touch, a certain air about it, 
which makes it as interesting as any of 
her novels, and far more agreeable than 
those which are weighted with so much 
effort to work out a moral. ‘‘Helen’’ is 
not wanting in a high tone; and the man- 
ner in which the untruthfulness of a 
society life is depicted, and the distress 
and suffering caused by one who evades or 
denies a fact, and makes an innocent friend 
the victim of a mistake of her own, is very 
interesting,and a valuable study.—OLIVER, 
GRACE A., 1882, A Study of Maria Edge- 
worth, p. 448. 


“‘Helen,’’ her last novel, which appeared 
after so long a silence, is in some respects 
the most charming of her tales—a fact 
doubtless due in some measure to the time 
that had elapsed since the cessation of her 
father’s active influence. The old bril- 
liancy, the quick humor, the strong sense 
of justice and truth which is the moral 
backbone of her work, are there as before; 
but through the whole tale there breathes 
a new spirit of wider tenderness for weak, 
struggling human nature,and a gentleness 
towards its foibles, which her earlier writ- 
ings lacked. Years had taught her a 
wider toleration, had shown her, too, how 
large a part quick, unreasoning instincts 
and impulses play in the lives of men and 
women, even of those whose constant 
struggle it is to subdue act and thought 
to the rule of duty. . . . ‘‘Helen’’ 
was suggested by Crabbe’s tale, ‘‘The Con- 
fidant,’’ but that feeling which is sinfully 
gratified and severely punished in Crabbe’s 
story becomes refined and reformed in 
Miss Edgeworth’s crucible. It is, how- 
ever, interesting to compare her romance 
with the rapid sketch of the stern original. 
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Another new feature in ‘‘Helen’’ is a 
tendency to describe natural objects. . . 
Another feature of ‘‘Helen”’ is the lack 
of a didactic tone. Speaking of Scott’s 
novels, she remarks that his morality is 
not in purple patches, ostentatiously ob- 
trusive, but woven in through the very 
texture of the stuff. She knew that her 
faults lay in the opposite direction, and it 
is evident she had striven to avoid them. 
—ZIMMERN, HELEN, 1883, Maria Edge- 

worth (Famous Women), pp. 260, 265, 266. 

GENERAL 

As awriter of tales and novels, she has 
avery marked peculiarity. It is that of 
venturing to dispense common sense to 
her readers, and to bring them within the 
precincts of real life and natural feeling. 
She presents them with no incredible ad- 
ventures, or inconceivable sentiments, no 
hyperbolical representations of uncommon 
character, or monstrous exhibitions of ex- 
aggerated passion. Without excluding 
love from her pages, she knows how to 
assign to it, its just limits. She neither 
degrades the sentiment from its true 
dignity, nor lifts it to a burlesque eleva- 
tion. It takes its proper place among the 
other passions. Her heroes and heroines, 
if such they may be called, are never 
miraculously good, nor detestably wicked. 
They are such men and women as we see 
and converse with every day of our lives; 
with the same proportionate mixture in 
them of what is right and what is wrong, 
of what is great and what is little. —Gir- 
FORD, WILLIAM, 1809, Tales of Fashion- 
able Life, Quarterly Review, vol. 2, p. 146. 

Thinking as we do, that her writings 
are, beyond all comparison, the most use- 
ful of any that have come before us since 
the commencement of our critical career, 
it would be a point of conscience with us 
to give them all the notoriety that they 
can derive from our recommendation, even 
if their execution were in some measure 
liable to objection. In our opinion, how- 
ever, they are as entertaining as instruct- 
ive; and the genius, and wit, and imagina- 
tion, they display, are at least as remarkable 
as the justness of the sentiments they so 
powerfully inculcate.—JEFFREY, FRANCIS 
Lorp, 1809-44, Miss Edgeworth, Contri- 
butions to the Edinburgh Review, vol. 11, 
p. 408. 

Where, then, is Miss Edgeworth’s merit, 
her extraordinary merit, both as a moralist 
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and a woman of genius? It consists in 
her having selected a class of virtues far 
more difficult to treat as the subject of 
fiction than others, and which had, there- 
fore, been left by former writers to her. 
This is the merit both of originality and 
utility ; but it never must be stated other- 
wise, unless we could doubt that superior- 
ity of the benevolent virtues over every 
other part of morals, which is not a sub- 
ject of discussion, but an indisputable 
truth.—MACKINTOSH, SiR JAMES, 1810, 
Letter to Mrs. Mackintosh. 


Most of her characters are formed from 
the most genuine and ordinary materials 
of human nature, —with very little admix- 
ture of anything derived from heaven, or 
the garden of Eden, or the magnificent part 
of the regions of poetry. There is rarely 
anything to awaken for one moment the 
enthusiasm of an aspiring spirit, delighted 
to contemplate, and ardent to resemble, a 
model of ideal excellence. She 
is very expert at contriving situations for 
bringing out all the qualities of her per- 
sonages, for contrasting those personages 
with one another, for creating excellent 
amusement by their mutual reaction, and 
for rewarding or punishing their merits 
or faults. She appears intimately ac- 
quainted with the prevailing notions, prej- 
udices, and habits of the different ranks 
and classes of society. She can imitate 
very satirically the peculiar diction and 
slang of each; and has contrived (but in- 
deed it needed very little contrivance) to 
make the fashionable dialect of the upper 
ranks sound exceedingly silly. As far as 
she has had opportunities for observation, 
she has caught a very discriminative idea 
of national characters: that of the Irish is 
delineated with incomparable accuracy 
and spirit. It may be added, that our 
author, possessing a great deal of general 
knowledge, finds many lucky opportunities 
for producing it, in short arguments and 
happy allusions.—FostErR, JOHN, 1810, 
The Morality of Works of Fiction ; Critical 
Essays, ed. Ryland, vol. 1, p. 427. 

A chat about Miss Edgeworth. Mrs. 
Aikin willing to find in her every excel- 
lence whilst I disputed her power of inter- 
esting in a long connected tale, and her 
possession of poetical imagination. In 
her numerous works she has certainly 
conceived and executed a number of 
forms, which, though not representatives 
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of ideas, are excellent characters. Her 
sketches and her conceptions of ordinary 
life are full of good sense; but the tend- 
ency of her writings to check enthusiasm 
of every kind is of very problematical 
value.—ROoBINSON, HENRY CRABB, 1812, 
Diary, Sept. 21; Diary, Reminiscences 
and Correspondence, ed. Sadler, vol. 1, 
p. 256. 

There are very few who have had the 
opportunities that have been presented to 
me, of knowing how very elevated is the 
admiration entertained by the Author of 
Waverley for the genius of Miss Edge- 
worth. From the intercourse that took 
place betwixt us while the work was going 
through my press, J know that the exquisite 
truth and power of your characters opera- 
ted on his mind at once to excite and sub- 
due it. “Tf I could but hit Miss 
Edgeworth’s wonderful power of vivifying 
all her persons, and making them alive as 
beings in your mind, I should not be 
afraid:’’—Often has the Author of 
Waverley used such language to me; and 
I know that I gratified him most when I 
could say,—‘‘Positively this is equal to 
Miss Edgeworth.’’—BALLANTYNE, JAMES, 
1814, Letter to Miss Edgeworth, Nov. 11; 
Lockhart’s Life of Scott, ch. xxxiii. 

Miss Edgeworth, with that vigour and 
originality which are among the principal 
characteristics of genius, has struck out 
a line of writing peculiar to herself—a 
line which it required considerable bold- 
ness to adopt, and no common talents to 
execute with effect. Her pictures 
are all drawn in the soberest colours. She 
scarcely makes use of asingle tint that is 
warmer than real life. No writer recurs 
so rarely, for the purpose of creating an 
interest, to the stronger and more impetu- 
ous feelings of our nature. Even love, 
the most powerful passion that acts within 
the sphere of domestic life—the presiding 
deity of the novel and the drama, is handled 
by her in a way very different from that 
in which we have been accustomed to see 
it treated in works of fiction. Her 
favourite qualities are prudence, firmness, 
temper, and that active, vigilant good 
sense, which, without checking the course 
of our kindly affections, exercises its in- 
fluence at every moment, and surveys de- 
liberately the motives and consequences 
of every action. Utility is her object, 
reason and experience her means. She 
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makes vastly less allowance than has been 
usually made for those ‘‘amiable weak- 
nesses,” ‘‘sudden impulses,” ‘‘uncontrola- 
ble emotions,’’ which cut so great a figure 
in the works of her predecessors. Her 
heroes and heroines are far more thinking, 
cautious, philosophizing persons than ever 
before were produced in that character.— 
DuDLEY, EARL oF? 1814, Miss Edge- 
worth’s Patronage, Quarterly Review, vol. 
10, pp. 808, 304. 
In short, she was a walking calculation, 
Miss Edgeworth’s novels stepping from their 
covers. 
—Byron, Lorp, 1819-24, Don Juan, 
Canto i. 

She is the author of works not to be 
forgotten; of works, which can never lose 
their standard value as‘‘ English classics,’’ 
and deserve that honourable name infi- 
nitely more than half the dull and licen- 
tious trash bound up in our libraries under 
that title. . . . Her novels always found an 
eager reception at a time when the poetry 
of Scott, of Campbell, and of Crabbe, was 
issuing in its freshness from the press, 
when the Edinburgh and Quarterly Re- 
views, then splendid novelties, were to be 
duly read and studied, when Madame de 
Staél was at her zenith, and, in a word, 
when the competition of the noblest wits 
was only less keen, than at the present day. 
—EVERETT, EDWARD, 1828, Miss Hdge- 
worth, North American Review, vol. 17, 
pp. 888, 389. 


Two circumstances, in particular, re- 
called my recollection of the mislaid manu- 
script. The first was the extended and well- 
merited fame of Miss Edgeworth, whose 
Irish characters have gone so far to make 
the English familiar with the character of 
their gay and kindhearted neighbours of 
Ireland, that she may be truly said to have 
done more towards completing the Union 
than perhaps all the legislative enactments 
by which it has been followed up. With- 
out being so presumptuous as to hope to 
emulate the rich humour, pathetic tender- 
ness, and admirable tact which pervade 
the works of my accomplished friend, I 
felt that something might be attempted 
for my own country,of the same kind with 
that which Miss Edgeworth so fortunately 
achieved for Ireland—something which 
might introduce her natives to those of the 
sister kingdom in a more favourable light 
than they had been placed hitherto, and 
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tend to procure sympathy for their virtues 
and indulgence for their foibles.—Scort, 
Str WALTER, 1829, General Preface to the 
Waverley Novels. 

Miss Edgeworth may claim the rare 
praise of having perfectly succeeded in 
the great purpose which she proposed, of 
enlightening and improving the age, by 
imparting to it new ideas on the subject 
of education, taken in its most extended 
sense. Thus, by means of the deep interest 
attaching to her sagacious and vivid por- 
traiture of character, she has wrought 
greater results with fiction, than could 
have been accomplished by the most pro- 
found philosophical treatise. —PRESCOTT, 
WILLIAM HICKLING, 1882, English Liter- 
ature of the Nineteenth Century, North 
American Review, vol. 35, p. 187. 

We owealso the popularity of the grow- 
ing principle to the writings of Miss 
Edgeworth and of Scott, who sought their 
characters among the people, and who in- 
terested us by a picture of (and not a 
declamation upon) their life and its 
humble vicissitudes, their errors and their 
virtues.— LYTTON, EDWARD BULWER LorD, 
1833, Intellectual Spirit, England and the 
English, p. 132. 

She excels in reducing a folly,or a false 
virtue, ‘‘ad absurdum;’” she is truly 
Socratic in the manner by which she 
drives a fallacy to its last defences. She 
has invariably and perseveringly discoun- 
‘tenanced all exaltation and enthusiasm,and 
this incessant attention to the real and 
practical, however it may sometimes 
diminish her glory as a great artvst, un- 
doubtedly increases her utility as a moral 
teacher. In one class of characters she 
is almost unrivalled: no author has, with 
so much sympathy, penetration and vi- 
vacity, exhibited the national peculiarities 
of the Irish—a nation which she has 
studied with peculiar interest and love.— 
Suaw, THoMAs B., 1847, Outlines of Eng- 
glish Literature, p. 385. 

It is from the apex of the pyramid that 
men calculate its height, and the altitude 
of genius must be taken where it has at- 
tained its culminating point. Let those 
who wish to appreciate Miss Edgeworth, 
and derive the greatest amount of refining 
and elevating enjoyment from her works, 
pass over the prefaces, short as they are 
—never think of the moral excellent as it 
may be—be not over-critical touching the 
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management of the story, but give them- 
selves up to the charm of the dialogue, 
the scene-painting, the delineation and 
development of character, the happy blend- 
ing of pathos and humour with the sobriety 
of truth. Let them do this, and they will 
cease to wonder at the proud position con- 
ceded to her by the dispassionate judg- 
ment of her most eminent contemporaries. 
—HAYWARD, ABRAHAM, 1867, Miss Edge- 
worth, Edinburgh Review, vol. 126, p. 498. 


Miss Edgeworth’s Irish tales gave the 
wor.d of readers an interest in the im- 
pulsive people among whom the greatest 
portion of her life was spent. When she 
turned from Irish scenes to delineate 
fashionable people in London she did not 
attain the same degree of excellence. She 
sketched the Irish faithfully, because she 
had lived with them all her life and 
thoroughly understood all their virtues 
and all their weaknesses. She failed to 
draw her peers and peeresses with equal 
accuracy, because she had only a superfi- 
cial acquaintance with London society. In 
Ireland she painted portraits, in London 
caricatures. —WALPOLE, SPENCER, 1878, 
A History of England from the Conclusion 
of the Great War in 1815, vol. 1, p. 376. 

She paints character as it presented 
itself to her view, sometimes well and 
sometimes ill, but her men and women have 
not a life in themselves. Her short tales 
are excellent, and superior to her novels, 
for the reason that the things required in 
a short tale are incident and moral point, 
not character. In the invention or adap- 
tion of incident she is very clever; she 
also has a large share of the faculty, most 
conspicuous in Defoe, of giving fiction the 
air of reality by minute elaboration of 
detail. She writes decidedly well, and 
often says witty or sparkling things, of 
which but few are to be found in Jane 
Austen.—SMITH, GOLDWIN, 18838, Miss 
Edgeworth, The Nation, vol. 36, p. 322. 

When the writer looks back upon her 
own childhood, it seems to her that she 
lived in company with a delightful host of 
little playmates, bright busy, clever 
children, whose cheerful presence remains 
more vividly in her mind than that of many 
of the real little boys and girls who used to 
appear and disappear disconnectedly as 
children do in childhood, when friendship 
and companionship depends almost entirely 
upon the convenience of grown-up people. 
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Now and again came little cousins or 
friends to share our games, but day by day, 
constant and unchanging, ever to be relied 
upon, smiled our most lovable and friendly 
companions—simple Susan, lame Jervas, 
Talbot, the dear Little Merchants, Jem the 
widow’s son with his arms round old Light- 
foot’s neck, the generous Ben, with his 
whipcord and his useful proverb of ‘‘waste 
not, want not’’—all of these were there in 
the window corner waiting our pleasure. 

People justly praised Miss Edge- 
worth’s admirable stories and novels, but 
from prejudice and early association these 
beloved childish histories seem unequailed 
still, and it is chiefly as a writer for 
children that we venture to consider her 
here. Some of the stories are indeed 
little idylls in their way. Walter Scott, 
who best knew how to write for the young 
so as to charm grandfathers as well as 
Hugh Littlejohn, Hsq., and all the grand- 
children, is said to have wiped his kind 
eyes as he put down ‘‘Simple Susan.’’— 
RitcH1g, ANNE ISABELLA THACKERAY, 
1883, A Book of Sibyls, pp. 53, 54. 


Her novels have heen described as a 
sort of essence of common sense,and even 
more happily it has been said that it was 
her genius to be wise. We must content 
to take that which she can offer ; and since 
she offers so much, why should we not be 
content? Miss Edgeworth wrote of ordi- 
nary human life, and not of tremendous 
catastrophes or highly romantic incidents. 
Hers was no heated fancy. She had no com- 
prehension of those fiery passions, those 
sensibilities that burn like tinder at con- 
tact with the feeblest spark; she does not 
believe in chance, that favorite of so 
many novelists; neither does she deal in 
ruined castles, underground galleries nor 
spectres, as was the fashion in her day. 
—ZIMMERN, HELEN, 1883, Maria Edge- 
worth (Famous Women), p. 180. 

{t was the evil of the religious prejudices 
in which I was bred that all novels, except 
those witha ticketed moral, were put into 
theindex. Iread nearly all of Miss Edge- 
worth’s tales, but I do not remember one 
beneficial lesson derived from her common- 
place minor moralities. To this day, how- 
ever, I cannot cut the string in unwrap- 
ping a parcel without compunction, so 
strong was the impression made by her 
““Waste not, Want not.”’ I have saved a 

few feet of twine, and wasted time much 
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more valuable in picking out knots.—Ec- 
GLESTON, EDWARD, 1888, Books That 
Have Helped Me, p. 51. 


But the great stand-by of our early life, 
in those days, was in Miss Kdgeworth’s 
books. I know perfectly well that it is 
impossible to make the young people of 
this generation read them, and I have no 
tears for their refusal. But I should like, 
if I could, to say to the authors of this day 
that they will do well if they study Miss 
Edgeworth’s ‘‘Practical Hducation’’ first, 
and make such a critical study as shall 
show them from what quarters she gained 
the notions or theories which made her, 
for more than one generation, the best 
writer for children. Some things must 
be changed as a generation goes by, but 
there is an eternal foundation of good 
sense and of a knowledge of childhood at 
the bottom of Miss Edgeworth’s success, 
which any person who is undertaking to 
write for children of this generation, or of 
the twentieth century, will be wise if he 
master. ‘‘Harry and Lucy’’ was, not to 
say is,an absolute text-book of mine. By 
this I mean the latter part of ‘‘Harry and 
Lucy,’’ what should have been called the 
“Sequel to Harry and Lucy,’’ if she had 
carried out the same nomenclature which 
she used in the naming the sequel of 
“Frank.’’ ‘‘Harry and Lucy’’ introduced 
us to the world of physics. It taught us 
the mysteries of the still young steam- 
engine, and inspired us with an enthusi- 
astic desire for invention. It was included 
in the scanty library of our attic, which 
served at once as workshop, laboratory, 
theatre, library, study, and play-room, 
where it might always be found, among six 
or seven other books, as a constant re- 
source, whether for amusement or for in- 
struction. At the distance of fifty years,I 
suppose that if it were necessary (that is, 
if I found myself standing on a Pacific 
island with a hundred children who needed 
“Harry and Lucy’’), I could substantially 
reproduce it on the leaves of any talipat- 
palm tree which they would furnish for 
writing. —HALE, EDWARD EVERETT, 1888, 
Books That Have Helped Me, p. 6 

The didacticism of the stories for chil- 
dren has not prevented their permanent 
popularity. Her more ambitious efforts 
are injured by the same tendency. She has 
not the delicacy of touch of Miss Austen, 
more than the imaginative power of Scott. 
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But the brightness of her style, her keen 
observation of character, and her shrewd 
sense and vigour make her novels still 
readable, in spite of obvious artistic de- 
fects. Though her puppets are apt to be 
wooden, they act their parts with spirit 
enough to make us forgive the perpetual 
moral lectures. —STEPHEN, LESLIE, 1888, 
Dictionary of National Biography, vol. Xvi. 
Maria Edgeworth may be said to have 
invented the modern novel, which gives 
the traits, the speech, the manners, and the 
thoughts of a peasantry instead of moving 
only among the upper ten thousand. Sir 
Walter Scott, with his usual frankness and 
generosity, stated in his preface to the Wav- 
erly Novels that what really started him in 
his career as a novelist was the desire to 
do for Scotland and the Scottish peasantry 
what Miss Edgeworth had done for Ireland 
and the Irish peasantry. . . . Another of 
the leading writers of this century has 
acknowledged his indebtedness to Miss 
Edgeworth. The great Russian novelist, 
Ivan Tourgenieff, told a friend that when 
he was quite young he was unacquainted 
with the English language, but he used to 
hear his elder brother reading out to his 
friends translations of Miss Edgeworth’s 
Irish stories, and the hope rose in his mind 
that one day he would be able to do for 
Russia and her people what Miss Edge- 
worth had done for Jreland.—FAWcETT, 
MILLICENT GARRETT, 1889, Some Eminent 
Women of Our Times, p. 154. 
’ She is sometimes accused of being too 
common-sensical, not sufficiently romantic 
and passionate. If this bea fault, she must 
certainly plead guilty to it. Self-restraint, 
truth in all things, were the moving princi- 
ples of her soul. She has been classed 
with Jane Austen, but no two writers 
can be less alike. Miss Austen never wrote 
with a moral purpose, Miss Edgeworth 
never wrote without one, and her stories 
are generally made to fit the lessons she 
wishes to bring out. Miss Austen excels 
with common-place people, Miss Hdge- 
worth utterly fails with them, but her Irish 
servants, her wits,and fops,are admirable. 
Miss Austen has a fine, delicate humour, 
while her sister authoress deals in broad, 
racy drollery,in dramatic scenes which are 
often extravagant and laughable. Miss 
Austen never seems to think about her 
plots, Miss Edgeworth takes pains to make 
hers as ingenious and complicated as 
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possible. Miss Austen was the greater art- 
ist, but Miss Edgeworth was a much more 
useful and practical writer. The fame of 
Jane Austen rests on six novels, while 
Maria Edgeworth published forty-seven 
volumes, dealing with a variety of subjects, 
and showing an immense amount of read- 
ing and observation. She was emphatic- 
ally the children’s friend. As time goes 
on, even ‘‘The Absentee’’ may rest on the 
dusty shelves of our libraries, but ‘‘ Harry 
and Lucy’’ and ‘‘Simple Susan’’ will be 
thumbed in nurseries and schoolrooms as 
long as the world lasts.—HAMILTON, 
CATHARINE J., 1892, Women Writers, 
First Series, p. 174. 

I suspect it would not be an easy task 
to bring young people, nowadays, to much 
enthusiasm about Miss Edgeworth and her 
books; and yet if I were to tell all that 
“we fellows’’ used to taink about her when 
her ‘‘Popular Tales,’’ and her delightful 
“‘Parent’s Assistant,’’ with its stories 
exactly of the right length—about Lazy 
Lawrence, and Simple Susan, and the False 
Key, and Tarlton—were in vogue, I am 
afraid you would give me very little 
credit for critical sagacity. A most 
proper and interesting old lady we reck- 
oned her, and do still. —MircHELL, Don- 
ALD G., 1895, English Lands Letters and 
Kings, Queen Anne and the Georges, p. 277. 

Her style is easy, pliant, and vigorous; 
timid, perhaps, in its avoidance of all 
eccentricities, and somewhat overburdened 
by imitation of accredited literary models, 
but always correct, and free from tawdri- 
ness and exaggeration. Like the other 
attributes of her work, it shows earnest- 
ness and thoroughness of care and atten- 
tion: and we are not surprised, when we 
watch the result, to read in one of her 
father’s prefaces, that every page of her 
printed writing represents ‘‘twice as many 
pages as were written;’’ and yet not the 
least convincing proof of this care is that 
she has been able to avoid any obtrusive 
evidence of toil: and that if she spent 
much labor lime she has given no sign of 
it in cumbrousness or pedantry of style. 
—CrAIK, Henry, 1895, English Prose, 
vol. IV, p. 621. 

Those who have made acquaintance with 
“‘Castle Rackrent’’ and other works of 
Miss Edgeworth will hardly be disposed to 
assign to these sketches of Irish life and 
character, vivid, spirited, and amusing as 
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they are, the place which Scott in his 
generosity claimed for them.—TRAILL, 
Henry Durr, 1897, Social England, vol. 
VI, p. 34. 

In this effective contrast of manners, 
Miss Edgeworth is historically midway 
between Smollett and Henry James.— 
Cross, WiLBuR L., 1899, The Development 
of the English Novel, p. 97. 

In all she wrote a fine eye for character 
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can be detected; but we cannot hold it as 
fine as Miss Austen’s, since not very in- 
frequently we find the black and white laid 
on with too little care for the nice shades 
of tone which Miss Austen never neglected. 
The good people are sometimes unco guid, 
and are for that reason perilously like 
bores. —POLLOCK, WALTER HERRIES, 1899, 
Jane Austen, Her Contemporaries and 
Herself, p. 42. 


Hartley Coleridge 
1796-1849 
[Eldest son of Samuel Taylor Coleridge], born, at Clevedon, Somersetshire, 19 Sept. 


1796. Educated at Ambleside School. 


Visit to London, 1807. Matric., New Inn Hall, 


Oxford,6 May 1815; B. A. Merton Coll., 11 Feb. 1819. Fellow of Oriel Coll., 1819-20. 


Deprived of fellowship on ground of intemperance. 
Contrib. occasionally to ‘‘Blackwood’s Mag.,”’ 
Tuition abandoned, 1880. Lived in house of Mr. Bingley, a publisher, at 
Leeds, engaged in literary work, 1831-33. Took up residence at Grasmere. 


to Ambleside to engage in tuition. 
1826-31. 


In London, 1821-23. Returned 


Assistant 


master at Sedbergh Grammar School for two short periods in 1837 and 1838. Re- 
turned to Grasmere. Died there, 6 Jan. 1849. Works: ‘‘Biographia Borealis,’’ 1833 
(another edn. entitled ‘‘Lives of Northern Worthies,’’ edited by Derwent Coleridge, 
1852; an extract, published spearately as ‘‘Lives of Illustrious Worthies of York- 
shire,’? 18385); ‘‘Poems,’’ 18338. Posthumous: ‘‘Essays and Marginalia’’ (ed. by 
Derwent Coleridge), 1851. He edited: Massinger and Ford’s Dramatic Works, 1840. 
Life: by Derwent Coleridge, in 1851 edn. of Hartley Coleridge’s ‘‘Poems.’’—SHARP, 


R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 59. 
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When I first saw the child, I did not feel 
that thrill and overflowing of affection 
which I expected. I looked on it with a 
melancholy gaze; my mind was intensely 
contemplative, and my heart only sad. But 
when two hours after, I saw it at the bosom 
of its mother, on her arm, and her eye 
tearful and watching its little features— 
then I was thrilled and melted, and gave it 
the kiss of a father. . . . The baby seems 
strong, and the old nurse has over-per- 
suaded my wife to discover a likeness of 
me in its face,no great compliment to me; 
for in truth I have seen handsomer babies 
in my lifetime. Its name is David Hartley 
Coleridge. I hope that ere he be a man, 
if God destines him for continuance in this 
life, his head will be convinced of, and his 
heart saturated with, the truths so ably 
supported by that great master of Chris- 
tian Philosophy.— COLERIDGE, SAMUEL 
TAYLOR, 1796, Letter to Thomas Poole, 
Sept. 24; Letters, ed. H. H. Coleridge, vol. 
I, p. 169. 

O thou! whose fancies from afar are brought; 
Who of thy words dost make a mock apparel, 
And fittest to unutterable thought 


The breeze-like motion and the self-born 
carol ; 

Thou faery voyager! that dost floa. 

In such clear water, that thy boat 

May rather seem 

To brood on air than on an earthly stream. 

O blessed vision! happy child! 

Thou art so exquisitely wild, 

I think of thee with many fears 

For what may be thy lot in future years. 

O too industrious folly! 

O vain and causeless melancholy! 

Nature will either end thee quite; 

Or, lengthening out thy season of delight, 

Preserve for thee, by individual right, 


A young lamb’s heart among the full-grown 
flocks. 


—WorpDswortH, WILLIAM, 1802, to H. C., 
Six Years Old. 

Hartley is from home, visiting Mr. 
Wordsworth’s sisters near Penrith. It is 
impossible to give you any adequate idea 
of his oddities; for he is the oddest of all 
God’s creatures, and becomes quainter and 
quainter every day. It is not easy to con- 
ceive what is perfectly true, that he is 
totally destitute of anything like mod- 
esty, yet without the slightest tinge of 
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impudence in his nature. His religion 
makes one of the most humorous parts of 
his character. ‘‘I’m a boy of a very re- 
ligious turn,’’ he says; for he always talks 
of himself, and examines his own character, 
just as if he was speaking of another 
person, and as impartially. Every night 
he makes an extempore prayer aloud; 
but it is always in bed, and not till he 
is comfortable there and got into the 
mood. When he is ready he touches 
Mrs. Wilson, who sleeps with him, and says 
“Now listen!’ and off he sets like a 
preacher. If he has been behaving amiss, 
away he goes for the Bible, and looks out 
for something appropriate to his case in 
the Psalms or the Book of Job. The other 
day, after he had been in a violent passion, 
he chose out a chapter against wrath. 
“‘Ah! that suits me!’’ I do not 
know whether I should wish to have such 
a child or not. There is not the slightest 
evil in his disposition, but it wants some- 
thing to make it steadily good; physically 
and morally there is a defect of courage. 
He is afraid of receiving pain to sucha 
degree that, if any person begins to read 
a newspaper, he will leave the room, lest 
there should be anything shocking in it. 
This is the explication of his conduct dur- 
ing Mrs. Wilson’s illness. He would not 
see her because it would give him pain, 
and when he was out of sight he contrived 
to forget her. I fear that, if he lives, he 
will dream away life like his father, too 
much delighted with his own ideas ever to 
embody them, or suffer them, if he can help 
it, to be disturbed.—SouTHEY, ROBERT, 
1805, Letter to C. Danvers, Jan.15, Southey’ s 
Life by Dennis, pp. 172, 174. 

Hartley Coleridge is one of the strangest 
boys Iever saw. He has the features of 
a foreign Jew, with starch and affected 
manners. He isa boy pedant, exceedingly 
formal, and, I should suppose, clever. — 
RoBINSON, HENRY CRABB, 1816, Diary, 
Sept. 9; Diary, Reminiscences and Corre- 
spondence, ed. Sadler, vol. 1, p. 340. 

Accounts reached us of the ‘‘humble 
and prayerful’? death of Hartley Cole- 
ridge. His brother Derwent has been 
with him three weeks, and had the un- 
speakable blessing of directing and sup- 
porting that weak but humble and loving 
spirit through its last conflicts with the 
powers of the world. Much forever gone 
with this radiant soul, but more radiance 
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and peace clothe the memories he leaves 
us than those who knew him dared to hope. 
—Fox, CAROLINE, 1849, Memories of Old 
Friends, ed. Pym, Journal, Jan. 12, p. 254. 


He lived in a small cottage on the 
banks of the lake of Grasmere, about a 
mile front the residence of Wordsworth, 
in the midst of a region of singular 
beauty and grandeur, ‘‘meet nurse for a 
poetic child.” His life was that of a recluse, 
mostly divided between solitary walks 
and solitary studies. He seemed to have 
no personal relations with the families of 
the gentlemen resident in the neighbor- 
hood, and he rarely crossed the path of the 
tourists who at certain seasons of the year 
swarmed like autumnal leaves in that 
lovely region. This arose from no in- 
herent unsocialness of nature, but more 
than anything else, from the consciousness 
of his unfortunate habits, and the sting of 
self-reproach which they left behind... . 
His head was large and expressive, with 
dark eyes and white waving locks, and 
resting upon broad shoulders, with the 
smallest possible apology for aneck. To 
a sturdy and ample frame were appended 
legs and arms of a most disproportioned 
shortness, and ‘‘in his whole aspect, there 
was something indescribably elfish and 
grotesque, such as limners do not love to 
paint, nor ladies to look upon. He re- 
minded you of a spy-glass shut up,and you 
wanted to take hold of him and pull him 
out into a man of goodly proportions and 
average stature. It was difficult to re- 
press a smile at his appearance as he ap- 
proached, for the elements are so quaintly 
combined in him that he seemed like one 
of Cowley’s conceits translated into flesh 
and blood. . His manners were 
like those of men accustomed to live much 
alone, simple, frank and direct, but not in 
all respects governed by the rules of con- 
ventional politeless. It was difficult for 
him to sit still. He was constantly leaving 
his chair, walking about the room and then 
sitting down again, as if he were haunted 
by an incurable restlessness. His con- 
versation was very interesting, and marked 
by a vein of quiet humor, not found in his 
writings. He spoke with much delibera- 
tion and in regularly constructed periods, 
which might have been printed without 
any alteration. There was a peculiarity 
in his voice not easily described. He 
would begin a sentence in a sort of subdued 
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tone, hardly above a whisper, and end 
it in something between a bark and 2 
growl.—HILLARD, GEorGES., 1849, Hart- 
ley Coleridge, Littell’s Living Age, vol. 21, 
p. 161. 


My acquaintance with Hartley Coleridge 
commenced at Oxford, soon after his first 
examinationin the schools, and it continued 
till the time when he stood for the Oriel 
fellowship. I then quitted the Univer- 
sity, and we never met again. If I had 
known Hartley later in his career, perhaps 
something painful might have mingled 
with my recollections of him; but I re- 
member him only as a young man who 
possessed an intellect of the highest order, 
with great simplicity of character, and 
considerable oddity of manner. His ex- 
traordinary powers as a converser (or 
rather a declaimer) procured for him 
numerous invitations to what are called at 
Oxford ‘‘wine parties.”” He knew that 
he was expected to talk, and talking was 
his delight. Leaning his head on one 
shoulder, turning up his dark bright eyes, 
and swinging backwards and forwards in 
his chair, he would hold forth by the hour 
(for no one wished to interrupt him) on 
whatever subject might have been started 
—either of literature, politics, or religion 
—with a originality of thought,a force of 
illustration, and a facility and beauty of 
expression, which I question if any man 
then living, except his father, could have 
surpassed.— Dyce, ALEXANDER, 1849, 
Letter, July 30; Memoir of Hartley Cole- 
ridge, by his Brother, Poems, vol.1, p. \xix. 

He was a most extraordinary child, ex- 
hibiting at six years old the most surpris- 
ing talent for invention. At eight years 
of age he found a spot upon the globe 
which he peopled with an imaginary nation, 
gave them a name, a language, laws, and 
a senate; where he framed long speeches, 
which he translated, as he said, for my 
benefit, and for the benefit of my neigh- 
bours, who climbed the garden-wall to 
listen to this surprising child, whom they 
supposed to be reciting pieces from 
memory. About this time he wrote a 
tragedy; and being at a loss in winding up 
the catastrophe, applied to his father, who 
excited his indignation by treating the 
matter too lightly, when he said ‘‘he should 
inform the public that the only bad lines 
in the tragedy were written by Mr. Cole- 
ridge, Senior.’’ He called his nation the 
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“‘Rjuxrii;’’? and one day, when walking 
very pensively, I asked him what ailed him. 
He said ‘‘My people are too fond of war, 
and I have just made an eloquent speech 
in the Senate, which has not made any im- 
pression on them, and to war they will go.”’ 
—Montacu, Mrs. BasiL, 1849, Letter, 
April 4; Memoir of Hartley Coleridge by 
his Brother, Poems, vol. 1, p. XXXix. 

It was, I think, in the summer of the 
year 1818, that I first saw your brother 
Hartley, during a visit that I was paying 
to Mr. Southey at Greta Hall. I cannot 
easily convey to you the impression of in- 
terest which he made on my mind at that 
time. There was something so wonder- 
fully original in his method of expressing 
himself, that on me, then a young man, and 
only cognizant externally of the prose of 
life, his sayings, all stamped with the im- 
press of poetry, produced an effect analo- 
gous to that which the mountains of Cum- 
berland, and the scenery of the North, were 
working on my southern-born eye and 
imagination. — TOWNSHEND, CHAUNCEY 
HARE, 1851, Letter to Derwent Coleridge, 
Memoir of Hartley Coleridge by his Brother, 
Poems, vol. 1, p. 1xxiii. 

Among his friends we must count men, 
women, and children, of every rank and of 
every age. While he preserved the tone 
of his manners (which, though somewhat 
eccentric, were free from any tincture of 
vulgarity), and seldom, if ever, failed of 
being treated with due respect and con- 
sideration, he willingly overstepped the 
conventional distinctions by which society 
is divided. In the farmhouse or cottage, 
not alone at times of rustic festivity, at a 
sheep-sheering, a wedding, or a christen- 
ing, but by the ingle side with the grand- 
mother or the “‘bairns,’’ he was made, and 
felt himself, at home. . . . His manners 
and appearance were peculiar. Though 
not dwarfish either in form or expression, 
his stature was remarkably low, scarcely 
exceeding five feet, and he early acquired 
the gait and general appearance of ad- 
vanced age. His once dark, lustrous hair, 
was prematurely silvered, and became 
latterly quite white. His eyes, dark, soft, 
and brilliant, were remarkably responsive 
to the movements of his mind, flashing 
witha light from within. His complexion, 
originally clear and sanguine, looked 
weather-beaten, and the contour of his face 
was rendered less pleasing by the breadth 
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of his nose. His head was very small, the 
ear delicately formed, and the forehead, 
which receded slightly, very wide and ex- 
pansive. His hands and feet were also 
small and delicate. His countenance, 
when in repose, or rather in stillness, was 
stern and thoughtful in the extreme, in- 
dicating deep and passionate meditatiun, so 
much so as to be at times almost startling. 
His low bow on entering a room, in which 
there were ladies or strangers, gave a 
formality to his address, which wore at first 
the appearance of constraint; but when 
he began to talk, these impressions were 
presently changed,—he threw off the 
seeming weight of years, his countenance 
became genial, and his manner free and 
gracious. COLERIDGE, DERWENT, 1851, 
Memoir of Hartley Coleridge by his Brother, 
Poems, vol. 1, pp. CXXxXiV, CXXxvi. 


The gentle, humble-hearted, highly 
gifted man,‘‘Dear Hartley,’’ as my father 
called him, dreamed through a life of 
error, loving the good and hating the evil, 
yet unable to resist it. His companion- 
ship was always delightful to the Pro- 
fessor, and many hours of converse they 
held; his best and happiest moments were 
those spent at Elleray. My father had 
a great power over him, and exerted it 
with kind but firm determination. On one 
occasion he was kept imprisoned for some 
weeks under his surveillance, in order that 
he might finish some literary work he had 
promised to have ready by a certain time. 
He completed his task, and when the day 
of release came, it was not intended that 
he should leave Hlleray. But Hartley’s 
evil demon was at hand; without one word 
of adieu to the friends in whose presence he 
stood, off he ran at full speed down the 
avenue, lost to sight amid the trees, seen 
again in the open highway still running, 
until the sound of his far-off footsteps 
gradually died away in the distance, and 
he himself was hidden, not in the groves 
of the valley but in some obscure den, 
where, drinking among low companions, 
his mind was soon brought to a level with 
theirs. Then these clouds would after a 
time pass away, and he again returned to 
the society of those who could appreciate 
him, and who never ceased to love him. 
Every one loved Hartley Coleridge; there 
was something in his appearance that 
evoked kindliness. Extremely boyish inas- 
pect, his juvenile air was aided not a little 
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by his general mode of dress, a dark blue 
cloth round jacket, white trousers, black 
silk handkerchief tied loosely round his 
throat ; sometimes a straw hat covered his 
head, but more frequently it was bare, show- 
ing his black, thick, short, curling hair. His 
eyes were large, dark, and expressive, and 
a countenance almost sad in expression, 
was relieved by the beautiful smile which 
lighted it upfrom time totime. The tone 
of his voice was musically soft. He ex- 
celled in reading, and very often read aloud 
to my mother.—GorRDON, Mrs., 1862, 
“Christopher North,” A Memoir of John 
Wilson, ed. Mackenzie, p. 311. 


But for the evil habit that preyed upon 
him he had beenagreat man. One of his 
friends has spoken of him as sometimes 
like the lofty column which the simoon 
raises in its mighty breath; the inspiration 
of great passion ceasing, there remained 
only the desert sand over which the serpent 
crawls. Poor Hartley waged unceasing 
war with his serpent, but never quite con- 
quered it.—Conway, MoncureE D., 1880, 
The English Lakes and Their Genii, 
Harper’s Magazine, vol. 62, p. 177. 

Who is not subdued into thoughtful 
pity by the legend, ‘‘By Thy Cross and 
Passion,’’ that tells us of the struggle that 
poor Hartley Coleridge made, as he went 
from darkness into light? Yes, long as 
men with poetic susceptibilities to all evil, 
as well as all good, press on their way of 
tears to Him who wore the crown of 
thorns, that tombstone with its double 
garland of oakleaf and of thorn, and its 
touching inscription, may do for their 
souls as much as all the verse he wrote, 
whose sonnet ‘‘On Prayer’’ is one of the 
sweetest in our language,—Hartley, the 
laureate for innocent childhood hereabout, 
who found ‘‘pain was his guest’’ long 
before he entered the painlessness of 
Grasmere churchyard mould.—RAWNSLEY, 
H. D., 1894, Literary Associations of the 
English Lakes, vol. u, p. 171. 

While my father was in the Lake Coun- 
try he fell in with Hartley Coleridge, who 
discussed Pindar with him, calling Pindar 
“The Newmarket Poet.’’ ‘‘Hartley was 
wonderfully eloquent,’’ my father said, 
‘and I suspect resembled his father in that 
respect. I liked Hartley, ‘Massa’ Hartley. 
I remember that on one occasion Hartley 
was asked to dine with the family of a 
stiff Presbyterian clergyman, residing in 
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the Lake district. The party sat a long 
time in the drawing-room waiting for 
dinner. Nobody talked. At last Hartley 
could stand it no longer, he jumped up 
from the sofa, kissed the clergyman’s 
daughter, and bolted out of the house. He 
was very eccentric, a sun-faced little man. 
He once went ona walking tour with some 
friends. They suddenly missed him, and 
could not find him anywhere, and did not 
see him again for six weeks, when he 
emerged fromsomeinn. He wasa loveable 
little fellow.”—TENNYSON, HALLAM, 1897, 
Alfred Lord Tennyson, A Memoir, vol. 1, 
p. 158. 


It was a strange thing to see Hartley 
Coleridge fluctuating about the room, now 
with one hand on his head, now with both 
hands expanded like aswimmer’s. There 
was some element wanting in his being. 
He could do everything but keep his foot- 
ing, and doubtless in his inner world of 
thought, it was easier for him to fly than 
to walk, and to walk than to stand. 
There seemed to be no gravitating princi- 
ple in him. One might have thought he 
needed stones in his pockets to prevent his 
being blown away.—DEVERE, AUBREY, 
1897, Recollections, p. 134. 


SONNETS 


The whole series of sonnets with which 
the earliest and best work of Hartley began 
is (with a casual episode on others) mainly 
and essentially a series on himself. Per- 
haps there is something in the structure 
of the sonnet rather adapted to this species 
of composition. It is too short for narra- 
tive, too artificial for the intense passions, 
too complex for the simple, too elaborate 
for the domestic ; but in an impatient world 
where there is not a premium on self- 
describing, who so would speak of himself 
must be wise and brief, artful and com- 
posed—and in these respects he will be 
aided by the concise dignity of the tran- 
quil sonnet.—BAGEHOT, WALTER, 1852, 
Hartley Coleridge, Works, ed. Morgan, 
vol. 1, p. T0. 


His Sonnets are very remarkable. They 
are the most imaginative part of his writ- 
ings, as well as the most highly finished; 
and possess that indescribable union of 
sweetness and subtle pathos for which the 
sonnets of Shakespeare are so remarkable. 
—DE VERE, AUBREY, 1858, Select Speci- 
mens of the English Poets. 
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Poor Hartley Coleridge, who promised 
go much and performed so little, produced 
many sonnets, and is, as a sonnet-writer, 
as far in front of his father as he is behind 
his father’s friend. —NOBLE, JAMES ASH- 
CROFT, 1880, The Sonnet in England and 
other Essays, p. 43. 

There is a grace, a sweetness, a sense 
of shy, secluded beauty in his sonnets, 
which separate him from the poets of his 
time as surely as the odes oi Collins 
separate him from the versifiers of his 
time, and which have given him an endur- 
ing though not a lofty place among the 
sonneteers of England. —STODDARD, RICH- 
ARD Henry, 1881, The Sonnet in English 
Poetry, Scribner’s Monthly, vol. 22, p. 921. 


Hartley Coleridge now ranks among the 
foremost sonneteers in our language: as 
in the case of Charles Tennyson Turner, 
his reputation rests solely on his sonnet- 
work. Notwithstanding the reverent ad- 
miration he had for his more famous 
father, Hartley’s work betrays much more 
the influence of Wordsworth than of §. T. 
Coleridge. In this a wise instinct induti- 
ably guided him. His father was not a 
sonneteer. There is a firmness of hand- 
ling, a quiet autumnal tenderness and 
loveliness about Hartley’s sonnets that 
endows them with an endless charm for 
all who care for poetic beauty. —SHARP, 
WILLIAM, 1886, Sonnets of this Century, 
p. 282, note. 

GENERAL 

With strong feeling,a bright fancy, and 
a facility of versification, there is yet a 
certain hard resemblance in the poems of 
the father, which may perhaps be termed 
an unconscious mechanism of the facul- 
ties, acting under the associations of love. 
His designs want invention, and his rhap- 
sodies abandonment. His wildness doesnot 
look quite spontaneous, but as if it blindly 
followed something erratic. The mirth 
seems rather forced; but the love and the 
melancholy are his own. Hartley Cole- 
ridge has a sterling vein of thought in 
him, without a habit and order of thought. 
It is extremely probable that he keeps his 
best things to himself. His father talked 
his best thoughts, so that somebody had 
the benefit of them; his son for the most 
part keeps his for his own bosom.— 
HorNgE, RICHARD HENGIST, 1844, A New 
Spirit of the Age, p. 156. 

The influence of Wordsworth’s peculiar 
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genius is more discernible in the produc- 
tions of Hartley Coleridge than that of 
his father, more especially in the Sonnets, 
which, I venture to think, may sustain a 
comparison with those of the elder writer. 
Their port is indeed less majestic, they 
have less dignity of purpose, and, particu- 
larly in combination, are less weighty in 
effect; but taken as single compositions, 
they are not less graceful, or less fraught 
with meaning; they possess a softer if not 
a deeper pathos, they have at least as easy 
a flow and as perfect anarrangement. A 
tender and imaginative fancy plays about 
the thought, and as it were lures it for- 
ward, raising an expectation which is fully 
satisfied. Indeed,if I am not wholly mis- 
taken, there will be found among these 
sonnets, models of composition comparable 
to those of the greatest masters. —CoLE- 
RIDGE, DERWENT, 1851, Memoir of Hart- 
ley Coleridge by his Brother, Poems, vol. 1, 
p. elxxv. 

Beautiful and touching as these poems 
are, we are by no means sure that the editor 
is right in supposing that it is as a poet 
that his brother will be best remembered. 
He was a clear, earnest, and original 
thinker ; and he delivered his thoughts in 
a manner so perspicuous and lively, with 
the peculiar humour of his own character 
so shining through, that his essays, which 
would be worth studying for the sense they 
contain, though the style were dull, are 
among the pleasantest things to read in the 
language. When all are gathered together 
they will fill, we suppose, several moderate- 
sized volumes. If so, and if we are not 
greatly mistaken as to the quality of the 
volumes which are to come, we may 
surely(without raising vain questions as to 
_ what he might have done if he had not 

been what he was) say that the last half 
of his life, though spent in cloud and 
shadow, has not been spent in vain.— 
SPEDDING, JAMES, 1851, Hartley Cole- 
ridge, Reviews and Discussions Literary, 
Political and Historical, Not Relating to 
Bacon, p. 315. 

In the execution of minor verses, we 
think we could show that Hartley should 
have the praise of surpassing his father ; 
but nevertheless it would be absurd, on a 
general view, to compare the two men, 
Samuel Taylor was so much bigger. What 
there was in his son was equally good, 
perhaps, but then there was not much of 
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it; outwardly and inwardly he was essen- 
tially little. In poetry, for example, the 
father has produced two longish poems 
which have worked themselves right down 
to the extreme depths of the popular mem- 
ory, and stay there very firmly; in part 
from their strangeness, but in part from 
their power. Of Hartley, nothing of this 
kind is to be found. He could not write 
connectedly : he wanted steadiness of pur- 
pose or efficiency of will to write so volun- 
tarily; and his genius did not, involun- 
tarily and out of its unseen workings, pre- 
sent him with continuous creations,—on 
the contrary, his mind teemed with little 
fancies, and a new one came before the first 
had attained any enormous magnitude. As 
his brother observed, he wanted ‘‘back 
thought.’’ — BAGEHOoT, WALTER, 1852, 
Hartley Coleridge, Works, ed. Morgan, vol. 
I, p. 73. 

Hartley Coleridge’s poetry reminds the 
reader of Wordsworth in nearly every line, 
though it is Wordsworth diluted; and at 
its best, the Lake poetry cannot bear much 
dilution. Excepting in the sonnets which 
relate to his own personal unhappiness, 
the poems sound like the echoes of other 
poets, rather than welling warm from the 
writer’s own heart. And though, in the 
personal sonnets referred to, he paints his 
purposeless life and blighted career in terse 
and poetic language, it were perhaps 
better that they had not been written at 
all. His poems addressed to childhood 
are perhaps the most charming things in 
the collection. For poor Hartley loved 
children, and they returned his love. He 
loved women, too, but at a distance; and 
his despondency at his own want of per- 
sonal attractions for them is a frequent 
theme of his poetry.—SmMILES, SAMUEL, 
1860, Brief Biographies, p. 149. 

Hartley Coleridge always classed him- 
self among ‘‘the small poets,’’ and it is 
true he was not born for great and splen- 
did achievements; but there are some 
writers for whom our affection would be 
less if they were stronger, more daring, 
more successful; and Hartley Coleridge is 
one of these. A great poet isa 
toiler, even when his toil is rapturous. 
Hartley Coleridge did not and perhaps 
could not toil. Good thoughts came to 
him as of free grace; gentle pleasures 
possessed his senses; loving-kindnesses 
flowed from his heart, and took as they 
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flowed shadows and colours from his im- 
agination; and all these mingled and grew 
mellow. And so a poet’s moods ex- 
pressed themselves in his verse; but he 
built noloftyrhyme. The sonnet, in which 
a thought and a feeling are wedded help- 
mates suited his genius; and of his many 
delightful sonnets some of the best are im- 
mediate transcripts of the passing mood of 
joy or pain. . All that Hartley Cole- 
ridge has written is genuine, full of nature, 
sweet, fresh, breathing charity and recon- 
ciliation. His poems of self-portrayal are 
many, and of these not a few are pathetic 
with sense of change and sorrowing self- 
condemnation; yet his penitence had a 
silver side of hope, and one whose piety 
was so unaffected, whose faith though 
“‘thinner far than vapour’’ had yet out- 
lived all frowardness, could not desperately 
upbraid even his weaker self.—DowDEN, 
EDWARD, 1880, The English Poets, ed. 
Ward, vol. Iv, pp. 518, 519. 


His poems are full of graceful beauty, 
but almost all fall below the level of high 
poetry. They are not sufficiently power- 
ful for vivid remembrance, and are much 
too good for oblivion. His striking frag- 
ment of ‘‘Prometheus’’ almost seems an 
exception; but although his brother at- 
tributes it to an earlier period, it is plainly 
composed under the influence of Shelley. 
The one species of composition in which 
he is a master is the sonnet, which pre- 
cisely suited both his strength and his 
limitations. His sonnets are among the 
most perfect in the language. —GARNETT, 
RICHARD, 1887, Dictionary of National 
Buography, vol. xi, p. 300. 

He saw with his own singular vision, felt 
with his own peculiar feelings, and spoke 
as if he were the first medium of expres- 
sion; but true poet as he was he has made 
us realise also. He saw nature through 
rainbows, and he has left us the prisms of 
his poems. He wrote rapidly, and rarely 
with a pause, and became such an adept at 
the sonnet that he could usually complete 
one—subject to revision—within ten 
minutes. This is quite in keeping with the 
remarkable lucidity of hissonnets. From 
the first word to the last they sing them- 
selves into a natural and gratifying silence. 
No more was intended by the writer; no 
more is needed by the reader. Bowles 
has the sonorous simplicity of Handel ; but 
Hartley Coleridge has the sweet probing 
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subtlety of Mozart.—TiREBUCK, WILLIAM, 
1887, ed., The Poetical Works of Bowles, 
Lamb and Hartley Coleridge, Introduction, 
(Di, 80% 

The son of a poet,and the son, by adop- 
tion, of two other poets, Hartley Coleridge 
might have proved his relationship to the 
Triumvirate of the Lakes more surely than 
he did if his career had not prematurely 
been blasted. His verse is not much read 
now, I fancy, but it ought to be, for it is 
better than the strong lines which are the 
fashion in this critical age.—STODDARD, 
RIcHARD Henry, 1892, Under the Even- 
ing Lamp, p. 199. 

His ‘‘Prometheus,’’ a dramatic frag- 
ment, although regarded by S. T. Coleridge 
as ‘‘full of promise,’’ is poor indeed when 
compared with such poems as Keats’s 
“‘Hyperion,’’ or Shelley’s ‘‘Alastor.’’ And 
as regards the shorter lyrical poems which 
he composed, it must be admitted that, 
with one or two exceptions, they are some- 
what thin and vapid. They indicate, it is 
true, considerable facility in writing, and 
much genial sympathy and kindness of 
heart, but they also discover, on the other 
hand, a feeble intellectual grip, and a de- 
fective insight into the facts and realities 
of the world in which we live. Very 
different, however, must be our criticism 
respecting his sonnets. The greatest 
poets— Dante, Shakespeare, Milton, Keats, 
and Wordsworth—have, for the most part, 
written the finest sonnets; Hartley Cole- 
ridge was not a great poet, but, as his 
brother Derwent justly observed, his son- 
nets will sustain comparison with those by 
Wordsworth. — WADDINGTON, SAMUEL, 
1894, The Poets and the Poetry of the 
Century, John Keats to Lord Lytton, ed. 
Miles, p. 136. 

Many of the miscellaneous poems con- 
tain beautiful things. But on the whole 
the greatest interest of Hartley Coleridge 
is that he is the first and one of the best 
examples of a kind of poet who is some- 
times contemned, who has been very fre- 
quently in this century, but who is dear to 
the lover of poetry, and productive of de- 
lightful things. This kind of poet is 
wanting, it may be,in what is briefly, if not 
brutally, called originality. He might not 
sing muchif others had not sung and were 
not singing around him; he does not sing 
very much even as it is, and the notes of 
his song are not extraordinarily piercing 
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or novel. But they are true, they are 
not copied, and the lover of poetry could 
not spare them. Hartley Coleridge, if a 
‘“sair sicht’’to the moralist,is an interest- 
ing and far from a wholly painful one to 
the lover of literature, which he himself 
loved so much, and practised, with all his 
disadvantages, so successfully.—SAINTS- 
BURY, GEORGE, 1896, A History of Nine- 
teenth Century Literature, pp. 202, 208. 
Hartley Coleridge nowhere shows the 
supreme poetic gift his father possessed ; 
but as in sheer genius the elder Coleridge 
was probably superior to any contempo- 
rary, so Hartley seems to have been the 
superior by endowment of any poet then 
writing, Tennyson and Browning alone 
excepted. Weakness of will, unfortu- 
nately, doomed him to excel only in short 
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pieces, and to be far from uniform in these. 
It would have been wiser to omit the 
section of ‘‘playful and humorous’’ pieces. 
But the sonnets are very good, and some 
of them areexcellent. A few of thesongs 
take an equally high rank, especially the 
well-known ‘‘She is not fair to outward 
view;’’ and ‘‘’Tis sweet to hear the merry 
lark.’? There are many suggestions of 
Wordsworth, but Hartley Coleridge is not 
an imitative poet. Without any striking 
originality he is fresh and independent. 
His verse betrays a gentle and kindly as 
well as asensitive character. He evidently 
felt affection for all living things, and 
especially for all that was weak, whether 
from nature, age, or circumstance.— 
WALKER, Huu, 1897, The Age of Tenny- 
son, p. 60. 


Ebenezer Elliott 
1781-1849 

Ebenezer Elliott, the Corn-Law Rhymer, was born at the New Foundry, Masbro’, in 
Rotherham parish, Yorkshire, on 17th March 1781. A shy and morbid boy, who proved 
a dull pupil at school, he worked in his father’s foundry from his sixteenth to his 
twenty-third year, and threatened to become a ‘‘sad drunken dog,’’ till the picture of 
a primrose in Sowerby’s ‘‘Botany’’ “‘led him into the fields, and poetry followed.’’ 
His ‘‘ Vernal Walk,’’ written at sixteen, was published in 1801; to it succeeded ‘‘Night’’ 
(1818), ‘‘The Village Patriarch’? (1829), ‘‘Corn-law Rhymes and the Ranter’’ (8d ed. 
1831), and other volumes—collected in 1840 (new ed. 2 vols. 1876). He had married 
early,and sunk his wife’s fortune in his father’s business; but in 1821, with a borrowed 
capital of £100, he started as bar-iron merchant at Sheffield, and throve exceedingly. 
Though in 1887 he lost one-third of his savings, in 1841 he was able to retire with 
£300 a year. He died at Great Houghton, lst December 1849. Elliott the poet is 
well-nigh forgotten. But Elliott the Corn-Law Rhymer is still remembered as the 
Tyrtzus of that mighty conflict whose triumph he lived to witness. He had been 
bred a ‘‘Berean’’ and Jacobin, yet he hated Communists, Socialists, and physical-force 
Chartists; he lies buried in Darfield churchyard; he left two sons Hstablished clergy- 
men. His whole life long he looked on the Corn-laws as the ‘‘cause of all the crime 
that is committed ;’”’ agriculturists, he maintained, ‘‘ought not to live by robbing and 
murdering the manufacturers.’? On the other hand, ‘‘Capital has a right to rule the 
-world,’’ and ‘‘competition is the great social law of God.’’ There are two poor memoirs 
of Elliott, by his son-in-law, John Watkins (1850), and by ‘‘January Searle’’—i. e. 
George S. Phillips (1850).—PAaTRICK AND GROOME, eds., 1897,.Chambers’s Biograph- 

ical Dictionary, p. 336. 
PERSONAL 


I do not remember the time when I 
was not dissatisfied with the condition of 
society. Without ever envying any man 
his wealth or power, I have always won- 


There is no good oneofhim. He issome- 
what above the middle height. He is 
sixty-five, but not old-looking for his years. 
His hair is white, and his manner and tone, 
except when excited by those topics that 


dered why the strong oppress the weak. 
—ELLIOTT, EBENEZER, 1840, Random 
Thoughts and Reminiscences by the Corn- 
Law Rhymer. 

In a strange place I should never have 
recognized Ebenezer Elliott by his portrait. 


rouse his indignation against cruelty and 
oppression, mild, soft, and full of feeling. 
Perhaps no man’s spirit and presence are 
so entirely the spirit and presence of his 
poetry. Ebenezer Elliott has 
conversed too much with nature, and with 
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men in their rough, unsophisticated nature, 
to have merged one jot of his earnestness 
into conventionalism of tone or manner. 
In society or out of it he is one and the 
same—the poet and the man.—HowlrT, 
WILLIAM, 1847, Homes and Haunts of the 
Most Eminent British Poets, vol. i, pp. 
499, 500. 

It seems curious to me that this man is 
not in these days better known. A more 
singular man has seldom existed, —seldom 
amore genuine. His first business specu- 
lation failed, but when about forty he com- 
menced again, and this time fortune made 
amends for her former ill-treatment. His 
warehouse was a small, dingy place, filled 
with bars of iron, with a bust of Shake- 
speare looking down on the whole. His 
country-house contained busts of Achilles, 
Ajax, and Napoleon. Here is a poet who 
earned a competence as an iron-merchant ; 
here is a monomaniac on the Corn-laws, 
who loved nature as intensely as ever ‘did 
Burns or Wordsworth. Here is a John 
Bright uttering himself in fiery and me- 
lodious verse,—Apollo with iron-dust on 
his face, wandering among the Sheffield 
knife - grinders! — SmitH, ALEXANDER, 
1863, Dreamthorp, p. 206. 

No man could be more happy than Elliott 
in a green lane; though an indefatigable 
and successful man of business, he devoutly 
and devotedly loved Nature. If absolutely 
rabid when he wrote of the ‘‘tax-fed aris- 
tocracy’’—sententious, bitter, sarcastic, 
loud with his pen in hand and class sympa- 
thies and antipathies for his inspiration— 
all evil thoughts evaporated when com- 
muning in the woods and fields with the 
God by whom the woods and fields were 
made; among them his spirit was as fresh 
and gentle as the dew by which they were 
nourished.—HALL, SAMUEL CARTER, 1883, 
Retrospect of a Long Life, p. 409. 

Very shortly before his death his 
daughter was married to John Watkins, 
his biographer. Elliott had a family of 
thirteen children, most of whom, together 
with his wife, survived him. Elliott was 
a small, meek-looking man. Though en- 
gaged in many almost revolutionary move- 
ments, and though once in danger of 
prosecution, he was really conservative by 
nature, and brought up two of his sons as 
clergymen of the established church. It 
was only under a burning sense of injustice 
that he acted as he did. As a 
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speaker, Elliott was practical and vigorous, 
though at times given to extravagant 
statements. A bronze statue,by Burnard 
of London, subscribed for by the working 
men of Sheffield, was erected at a cost of 
6001. in the market-place of that town, 
in 1854, to the memory of Elliott. Landor 
wrote a fine ode on the occasion. The 
statue was afterwards removed to Weston 
Park.—WATT, FRANCIS, 1889, Dictionary 
of National Biography, vol. Xvi, p. 267. 
GENERAL 

If the whole welkin hang over-cast in 
dizzly dinginess, the feeblest light-gleam, 
or speck of blue, cannot pass unheeded. 
The Works of this Corn-Law Rhymer we 
might liken rather to some little fraction 
of a rainbow: hues of joy and harmony, 
painted out of troubloustears. Noround 
full bow, indeed; gloriously spanning the 
Heavens; shone on by the full sun; and, 
with seven-striped, gold-crimson border 
(as-is in some sort the office of Poetry) 
dividing Black from Brilliant: not such; 
alas, still far from it! Yet, in very 
truth, a little prismatic blush, glowing 
genuine among the wet clouds; which pro- 
ceeds, if you will,from asun cloud-hidden, 
yet indicated that a sun does shine, and 
above vapours, a whole azure vault and ce- 
lestian firmament stretch serene. Strange 
as it may seem, it is nevertheless true, 
that here we have once more got sight of 
a Book calling itself Poetry, yet which 
actually is a kind of Book, and no empty 
pasteboard Case, and simulacrum or 
“‘ghost-defunct’’ of a Book, such as is too 
often palmed on the world, and handed 
over Booskellers’ counters, with a demand 
of real money for it, as if it too were a 
reality. The speaker here is of that 
singular class, who have something to say ; 
whereby, though delivering himself in 
verse, and in these days, he does not deliver 
himself wholly in jargon, but articulately, 
and with a certain degree of meaning, that 
has been believed, and therefore is again 
believable. — CARLYLE, THOMAS, 1832, 
Corn-Law Rhymes, Edinburgh Review, vol. 
5b, p. 339. 

Ebenezer Elliott does—not only now 
and then, but often—ruralize; with the in- 
tense passionateness of a fine spirit escap- 
ing from smoke and slavery into the fresh 
air of freedom—with the tenderness of a 
gentle spirit communing with Nature in 
Sabbath-rest. Greedily he gulps the dew 
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of morn, like a man who has been long 
suffering from thirst drinking at a wayside 
well. He feasts upon the flowers—with 
his eyes, with his lips; he walks along the 
grass as if it were cooling to his feet. 
The slow typhus fever perpetual with 
townsmen is changed into quick gladsome 
glow, like the life of life. A strong animal 
pleasure possesses the limbs and frame of 
the strong man released from labour, yet 
finding no leisure to loiter in the lanes— 
and away with him to the woods and rocks 
and heaven-kissing hills. But that is not 
all his pleasure—though it might suffice, 
one would think, for a slave. Through all 
his senses it penetrates into his soul—and 
his soul gets wings and soars.— WILSON, 
JOHN, 1834, Poetry of Ebenezer Elliott, 
Blackwood’s Magazine, vol. 35, p. 820. 


The time is gone by when the introduc- 
tion of a reviewer could be of any avail to 
the Poet of the Poor. Ebenezer Elliott 
has taken the place to which he is entitled ; 
his name is on the nation’s muster-roll of 
bards; the laurel-crowned have received 
the unwashed artificer into their fellow- 
ship ; no future Johnson will edit the works 
of the British poets without a biography 
of the man of Hallamshire. Were he never 
to write another line, this collection of his 
poems, of which the third volume has just 
appeared, would be amply sufficient for his 
credentials. The public know this as well 
as we do. The verdict of those who are 
qualified to serve on such a jury is pro- 
nounced; the intellectual] rank, as a poet, 
of Ebenezer Elliott is established.—Fox, 
W. J., 1835, Hbenezer Elliott, Westmins- 
ter Review, vol. 30, p. 187. 


The man of all the self-educated poets, 
since the days of Burns, of the most 
original powers, the finest imagination, and 
the most copious and animated style.— 
MitrorD, JOHN, 1836, The Poetical Works 
of William Falconer, Life, p. Xxxi. 

A man of true genius, ‘‘the poor man’s 
poet.’’—LOWELL, JAMES RUSSELL, 1838, 
To G. B. Loring, Nov. 15; Letters, ed. 
Norton, vol. 1. p. 34. 


One of the most remarkable men of the 
present age is Nbenezer Elliott, the ‘‘Corn- 
Law-Rhymer,”’ a poet whose productions 
are distinguished alike for boldness and 
originality, a singular strength and purity 
of diction, and a warm sympathy with the 
oppressed masses. . . . Hilliott was 
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for a long time neglected. His subjects, 
like those of Crabbe, whom in many ways 
he is like, are of a homely sort, emphatic- 
ally human, such as, for some reason, the 
popular taste does not readily approve. 
He gives simple, earnest and true echoes 
of the affections. His poems, aside from 
their political character, breathe the spirit 
of a kind of primitive life, unperverted, 
unhackneyed, and fresh as the dews on his 
own hawthorne. Carlyle, Bulwer, and 
other critics, seeing in him incontestable 
signs of genius, at length handed him up to 
fame.—GRISWOLD, Rurus W., 1844, The 
Poets and Poetry of England in the Nine- 
teenth Century, p. 174. 


The great ambition of Elliott is to 
thunder. Heis a brawny man of nature’s 
own make, with more than the usual portion 
of the ancient Adam stirring within him; 
and he says, ‘‘I do well to be angry.’’ The 
mere sight of tyranny, bigotry, meanness, 
prompts his smiting invective. His poetry 
could hardly have been written by a man 
who was not physically strong. You can 
hear the ring of his anvil, and see the 
sparks fly off from his furnace, as you read 
his verse. He stoutly wrestles with the 
difficulties of utterance, and expresses him- 
self by main force. His muscles seem 
made of iron. He has no fear and little 
mercy; and not only obeys the hot im- 
pulses of his sensibility, but takes a grim 
pleasure in piling fuel on the flame. He 
points the artillery of the devil against 
the devil’s own legions. His element is 
amoral diabolism, compounded of wrath 
and conscience.—WHIPPLE, EDWIN P., 
1845, English Poets of the Nineteenth Cen- 
tury, Essays and Reviews, vol. 1, p. 338. 

The Burns of Sheffield did not speak to 
the dead. The fire which he scattered 
waselectric. Itspread rapidly,it kindled 
in millions of hearts, it became the soul of 
the sinking multitude. It was slower to 
seize on the moist and comfortable spirits 
of the middle classes and master-manu- 
facturers; but the progress of foreign 
competition soon drove even them into 
action against the landlord’s monopoly. 
The League arose. The prose-men took 
up the cry of the poet, and with material 
and ground prepared by him, went on from 
year to year advancing, by force of argu- 
ments and force of money, the great cause, 
till at this moment it may be said to be 
won. The prime minister of England 
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pronounced the doom of the Corn-Law, 
and fixed the date of its extinction. All 
honor to every man who fought in the 
good fight, but what honor should be shown 
him who began it? To the man who blew, 
on the fiery trumpet of a contagious zeal, 
defiance to the hostile power in the pride of 
its strength, and called the people together 
tothe great contest? Inthat contest the 
very name of Ebenezer Elliott has of late 
ceased to be heard. Others have prolonged 
the war-cry, and the voice of him who 
first raised it seems to be forgotten; but 
not the less did he raise it. Not the less 
does that cause owe to him its earliest 
and amplest thanks. Not the less is it 
he who dared to clear the field. —HowIrt, 
WiuuiaM, 1847, Homes and Haunts of the 
Most Eminent British Poets, vol. i, p. 466. 


Howsoever he may have been indebted 
to Burns’s example for the notion of writing 
at all,he has profited very little by Burns’s 
own poems. Instead of the genial loving 
tone of the great Scotchman, we find in 
Elliott atone of deliberate savageness, all 
the more ugly, because evidently inten- 
tional. He tries to curse; ‘‘he delights”— 
may we be forgiven if we misjudge the man 
—‘‘in cursing”’’; he makes a science of it; 
he defiles, of malice prepense, the loveliest 
and sweetest thoughts and scenes (and he 
can be most sweet) by giving some sudden, 
sickening revulsion to his reader’s feel- 
ings; and he does it generally with a 
power which makes it at once as painful 
to the calmer reader as alluring to those 
who are struggling with the same tempta- 
tions as the poet. Now and then, his trick 
drags him down into sheer fustian and 
bombast; but not always. There is a 
terrible Dantean vividness of imagination 
about him, perhaps unequalled in England, 
in his generation. His poemsare like his 
countenance, coarse and ungoverned, yet 
with an intensity of eye,a rugged massive- 
ness of feature, which would be grand but 
for the seeming deficiency of love and of hu- 
mour—love’s twin and inseparable brother. 
—KINGSLEY, CHARLES, 1848? Burns and 
His School, Miscellanies, vol. 1, p. 382. 

Had he been able to indentify himself 
with the characters he described, or had 
he drawn from self, he would have evinced 
power little lower than Shakspeare—or 
Byron.— WATKINS, JOHN, 1850, Life, 
Poetry and Letters of Ebenezer Elliott, the 
Corn-Law Rhymer, p. 417. 
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On these pale lips, the smothered thought 
Which England’s millions feel, 
A fierce and fearful splendor caught, 
As from his forge the steel. 
Strong-armed as Thor,—a shower of fire 
His smitten anvil flung; 
God’s curse, Earth’s wrong, Dumb Hunger’s 
ire,— 
He gave them all a tongue! 
—WHITTIER, JOHN GREENLEAF, 1850, El- 
liott. 


His sky never shows the calm, clear, 
unclouded summer blue; some speck on 
the horizon, although no “‘bigger than a 
man’s hand,” ever predicates a storm; and 
it is impossible to mistake Elliott’s moor- 
lands for the Elysian fields. As adepictor 
of the phases of humanity, his portraits 
are almost all of one class; and with that 
class are identified his entire sympathies. 
Hence it is that he seems deficient in that 
genial spirit which characterizes more 
catholic natures; in those expansive feel- 
ings, which embrace society in all its 
aspects; in those touches which ‘‘makes 
all flesh kin.’’—Morr, D. M., 1851-52, 
Poetical Literature of the Past Half Century. 


I may not live to hear another voice, 

Elliott, of power to penetrate, as thine, 

Dense multitudes; another none may see 

Leading the Muses from unthrifty shades 

To fields where corn gladdens the heart of 
Man, 

And where the trumpet with defiant blast 

Blows in the face of War, and yields to Peace. 

—LANDOR, WALTER SAVAGE, 18538, On the 

Statue of Ebenezer Elliott, The Last Fruit 

off an Old Tree. 


Any one who reads his poems will not 
fail to note how closely his soul was knit 
to universal nature—how his pulse beat in 
unison with her, —how deeply he read and 
how truly he interpreted her meanings. 
With a heart glowing for love of his kind, 
out of which indeed his poetry first sprung, 
and with a passionate sense of wrongs in- 
flicted upon the suffering poor, which burst 
out in words of electric, almost tremend- 
ous power, there was combined a tenderness 
and purity of thought and feeling, and a 
love for Nature in all her moods, of the 
most refined and beautiful character. In 
his scathing denunciations of power mis- 
used, how terrible he is; but in his expres- 
sion of beauty, how sweet! Bitter and 
fierce though his rhymes are when his sub- 
ject is ‘‘the dirt-kings,—the tax-gorged 
lords of the land,’’ we see that all his 
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angry spirit is disarmed when he takes 
himself out beneath the fresh breath of 
the heavens, in the green lane, on the 
open heath, or up among the wild moun- 
tains. Then he takes Nature to his bosom, 
—calls her by the sweetest of names, 
pours his soul out before her, gives her 
his whole heart, and yields up to her his 
manly adoration. —SmILEs, SAMUEL, 1860, 
Brief Biographies, p. 81. 

It is hardly possible, without quotation, 
to give an idea of the rage and fury which 
pervade these poems. He curses his 
political opponents with his whole heart 
and soul. He pillories them, and pelts them 
with dead cats and rotten eggs. The 
earnestness of his mood has a certain 
terror in it for meek and quiet people. 
His poems are of the angriest, but their 
anger is not altogether undivine. His 
scorn blisters and scalds, his sarcasm flays ; 
but then outside nature is constantly 
touching him with a summer breeze or a 
branch of pink and white apple-blossom, 
and his mood becomes tenderness itself. 
He is far from being lachrymose; and 
when he is pathetic, he affects one as when 
astrong man sobs. His anger is not nearly 
so frightful ashistears. I cannot under- 
stand why Elliott is so littleread. Other 
names not particularly remarkable I meet 
in the current reviews—his never. His 
bock stands on my shelf, but on no other 
have I seen it. This I think strange, 
because, apart from the intrinsic values of 
his verse as verse, it has an _ historical 
value. Evil times, and embittered feel- 
ings, now happily passed away, are pre- 
served in his books, like Pompeii and 
Herculaneum in Vesuvian lava.—SmiTH, 
ALEXANDER, 1863, Dreamthorp, p. 208. 

Elliott’s imagination was ambitious, 
and imperfectly trained: he accordingly 
dealt with large and passionate themes, 
entering into them with complete abandon; 
and he was hurried on to passages of 
genuine inspiration; real heights and 
depths were within his range; heavenly 
lights alternate with nether darkness. 
Few of his longer poems, however, possess 
imaginative ordonnance; from the sublime 
he could pass to the turgid; from the 
pathetic to the pseudo-romantic; and 
therefore few of these longer poems can 
be read with satisfaction in each as a 
whole. Nothing of worth that Elliott 
wrote was caught out of the air; each 
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poem had its roots in fact; but the colour- 
ing in his earlier pieces is sometimes ex- 
travagant: as he matured, his imagination 
gravitated from the romantic to the real. 
There are not many figures in English 
poetry drawn from real life worthier of 
regard than the Ranter, Elliott’s pale 
preacher of reform on Shirecliffe height, 
and his Village Patriarch, the blind lone 
father, with wind-blown venerable hair, 
still unbowed after his hundred years; 
though seeming coeval with the cliffs 
around, still a living and heroic pattern of 
English manhood.—DoWDEN, EDWARD, 
1880, The English Poets, ed. Ward, vol. 
Iv, p. 495. 

Anything more gentle, more femininely 
sweet, than his occasional poetical effu- 
sions, I really do not know. One is con- 
scious of having met with a soul capable 
of the profoundest tenderness; and the 
loving, heart-stirring tones, are quite 
irresistible. Excessive, no doubt, he is 
everywhere; and we become the more 
convinced of the sincerity and naturalness 
of his political writings, when we see his 
habit of investing every character he has 
to do with, with his own passionate effec- 
tions.—TAYLOR, EMILy, 1884, Memories 
of Some Contemporary Poets, p. 141. 

Does not rank among high sonneteers. 
He was one of the most convinced oppo- 
nents of the legitimate or Petrarcan son- 
net,and a strong advocate for the Spense- 
rian.—SHARP, WILLIAM, 1886, Sonnets of 
this Century, p. 287, note. 

His heart was like the sea anemone, 
that, warmed by the summer sun, unfolds 
its wealth of colour in the rock-pool by 
the sea; but touched by the rude hand of 
man shrinks into unloveliness, and clings 
with grim fierceness to the rock. And 
yet even when stung into concentration by 
the reflection of ‘‘what man has made of 
man,’’ his bitterness is that of a tender 
heart wrought upon by evils which it can- 
not ignore, but which it feels itself power- 
less to overcome.—MILES, ALFRED H., 
1892, The Poets and the Poetry of the Cen- 
tury, Southey to Shelley, ed. Milnes, p. 234. 

He was, however, a very good specimen 
of the manly, natural representative of the 
common people, the backbone of the nation 
—whose local fame is an advantage to his 
country, and who if he does not escape 
some of the mistakes natural to limited 
education and horizon, is far above the 
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tragic folly of those who believe that 
everything that is wrong can be set right, 
and prosperity and universal good secured 
by act of Parliament.—OLIPHANT, MAR- 
GARET QO. W., 1892, The Victorian Age 
of English Literature, vol. 1, p. 240. 
It is difficult to fix the poetic place of 
Elliott, for the reason that there is no 
known definition of poetry which does not 
suggest and require additions and deduc- 
tions, and the further reason that he is so 
different at different times that one can- 
not but hesitate in the attempt to deter- 
mine his actual form and pressure. To say 
that he has written badly is only to say what 
has been said over and over again of Burns 
and Byron. But neither Burns nor Byron 
ever wrote so badly as he, nor with such 
persistence. Unlike their bad writing, 
which was accidental, his bad writing seems 
to have resulted from the system that he 
pursued, partly, no doubt, through igno- 
rance, but more through obstinacy—the 
obstinacy which mistakes itself for origi- 
nality. He was not so much an uneducated 
poet as a mis-educated poet. He may have 
read only masterpieces,as he claimed, but 
if so he read them amiss, since he learned 
nothing from them. His admiration of 
Byron, which was life-long, was of Byron 
at his worst, for Byron taught him to rail 
and curse, not to reflect and meditate. 
He has no narrative talent. The 
movement of his verse, which was uncer- 
tain, was perpetually wasting itself in need- 
less digressions—noisy with exclamations, 
and turbid with the sediments of passion. 
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—STODDARD, RICHARD HENRY, 1892, Under 
the Evening Lamp, pp. 146, 147. 


He is a violent and crude thinker, with 
more smoke than fire in hisviolence, though 
not without generosity of feeling now and 
then, and with a keen admiration of the 
scenery—still beautiful in parts,and then 
exquisite—which surrounded the smoky 
Hades of Sheffield. —SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 
1896, A History of Nineteenth Century 
Literature, p. 111. 


Was obviously born with a true delight 
in Nature and with some power of observa- 
tion. But his work as a poet was marred 
—in one way by hasty indifference to finish 
and concentration, in another by the crude 
unscrupulous violence with which his 
political views were rendered: an atmos- 
phere at all times asphyxiating to poetry. 
—PALGRAVE, FRANCIS TURNER, 1896, 
Landscape in Poetry, p. 209. 


Though he probably had more of the 
‘‘root of the matter’? in him than any 
man living at that time save Tennyson 
and Browning, it almost necessarily ex- 
cluded by the self-chosen narrowness of 
his themes and by their fiercely polemical 
treatment from any prominent place in 
such a chronicle as this. One might 
almost wish that the Corn-Laws had been 
repealed twenty years earlier, in order to 
see how it might then have fared with 
Elliott’s poetic development, were it not 
that in that case he would probably never 
have sung at all.—TRAILL, HENRY DuFF, 
1897, Social England, vol. vi, p. 155. 


Thomas Lovell Beddoes 
1803-1849 

Born, at Clifton, 20 July 1808. Educated at Bath Grammar School; and at Charter- 
house, June 1817-20; Contrib. sonnet to ‘‘Morning Post,’’ 1819. Wrote ‘‘The Bride’s 
Tragedy,’’? 1819. To Pembroke Coll., Oxford, 1 May 1820; B. A., 25 May 1825; 
M. A., 16 April 1828. Assisted in publication of Shelley’s Posthumous Poems, 1824. 
To Italy in summer of 1824. Gottingen Univ., studying medicine, July 1825-29. To 
Wurzburg, 1829; degree of M. D. there, 1832. At Zurich, June 1835 to March 1840. 
To Berlin, 1841. In England, 1842; at various towns in Germany and Switzerland, 
1844-46; in England, 1846-47; settled in Frankfort, June 1847. Died, in Basle 
Hospital, 26 Jan. 1849. Buried in Hospital cemetery. Works: ‘‘The Improvisatore,’’ 
1821; ‘‘The Bride’s Tragedy,’’ 1822. Posthumous: ‘‘Death’s Jest-Book, or the Fool’s 
Tragedy,’’ 1850; ‘‘Poems, Posthumous and Collected,’’ ed. by T. F. Kelsall (2 vols.), 
1851; ‘‘Poetical Works,’’ ed. by E. Gosse (2 vols.), 1890; ‘‘Letters,’’ ed. by E. 
Gosse, 1894.—Suarp, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 21. 
PERSONAL 


My Dear Phillips,—I am food for what 
I am good for—worms. I have made a 


will here which I desire to be respected, 
and add the donation of £20 to Dr. Hcklin | 
my physician. 


THOMAS LOVELL BEDDOES 


W. Beddoes must have a case (50 
bottles) of Champagne Moet 1847 growth 
to drink my death in. 

Thanks for your kindness. Borrow the 
£200. Youarea good & noble man & your 
children must look sharp to be like you. 

Yours, 
if my own, 


Love to Anna, Henry, the Beddoes of 
Longvill and Zoe and Emmeline King— 
also to Kelsall whom I beg to look at my 
MSS. and print or not as he thinks fit. I 
ought to have been among other things a 
good poet. Life was too great a bore on 
one peg and that a bad one. Buy for Dr. 
Ecklin above mentioned [one of] Reade’s 
best stomach-pumps.—BEDDOES, THOMAS 
LOVELL, 1849, Letter to Revell Phillips, 
Jan. 26; Letters, ed. Gosse, p. 261. 

I first knew Thomas Lovell Beddoes at 
the Charter-house in 1817 or 1818. We 
were in the same house (Mr. Watkinson’s 
No. 15 in the square). Beddoes was near 
the top of the school; I was his fag, and 
in constant attendance upon him. The 
expression of his face was shrewd and 
sarcastic, with an assumption of sternness, 
as he affected the character of a tyrant and 
bully, though really not much of either; 
buta persevering and ingenious tormentor, 
as I knew to my cost. With a great 
natural turn for humour, and a propensity 
to mischief ; impatient of control, and in- 
disposed to constituted authority over 
him, he suggested and carried out many 
acts of insubordination, in the contrivance 
of which he shewed as much wit, as spirit 
in their execution ; and even when detected 
in positive rebellion, his invincible assur- 
ance and deliberate defiance of the masters, 
together with the grim composure of his 
countenance, was so irresistibly comic, 
that I have seen them unable to speak for 
laughing when he was brought up for 
punishment.— BEVAN, CHARLES DACRES, 
1851, Letter to Revell Phillips, The Poems 
Posthumous and Collected of Thomas Lovell 
Beddoes, ch. i, p. ¢xxviii. 

Beddoes in person and otherwise was not 
unlike Keats. Both were short in stature, 
and independent in manner, and very 
brief and decidedin conversation. Beddoes 
was too fond of objecting and carping, 
when the merits of any modern books came 
into discussion. Not that he was at all 
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vain or envious himself, but he was at all 
times unwilling to yield homage to any 
poets, except Shelley and Keats and Words- 
worth. Of these Shelley was undoubtedly 
his favorite. Like that great poet, Beddoes 
had much love for philosophical questions, 
although the poetical element was pre- 
dominant in him.—Procrer, BRYAN WAL- 
LER (BARRY CORNWALL), 1874? Recollec- 
tions of Men of Letters. 


His mother was a sister of Maria Edge- 
worth, and his father a distinguished 
physician and an intimate friend of Sir 
Humphry Davy. In the father’s character 
we may trace the principal traits of the 
son: a strong scientific bent, a fondness 
for poetic dreams, an invincible independ- 
ence, were predominant in both. The char- 
acter of Lovell Beddoes’ poetry was the 
natural outgrowth of his poetry studies. 
His schoolfellows at the Charterhouse 
speak of him at the age of fourteen as 
already thoroughly versed in the best Eng- 
lish literature and a close student of the 
dramatists, from the Elizabethan to those 
of his own day. He was always ready to 
invent and carry out any acts of insubor- 
dination, which he informed with so much 
wit and spirit that the very authorities were 
often subdued by their own irresistible 
laughter. It was one phase of his dra- 
matic genius, that seemed to be constantly 
impelling him to get up some striking 
situation wherein he might pose as a 
youthful Ajax defying the lightnings. At 
Oxford his restless independence was con- 
tinually prompting him to affront his 
tutors. He was always in opposition to 
the spirit of the occasion, whatever it 
might be.—HILLARD, Kats, 1873, A 
Strayed Singer, Lippincott’s Magazine, vol. 
12, p. 551. 

In June 1847 he finally quitted England, 
and settled for twelve months at Frank- 
fort in the house of anactor named Degen, 
practicing a little as a physician. Here 
in the early part of 1848 his blood became 
poisoned from the virus of a dead body 
entering aslight wound in his hand. This 
was overcome, but seriously affected his 
health and spirits. His republican friends 
had deserted him, and he felt disgusted 
with life. The circumstances which at- 
tended his death were mysterious, and have 
not been made known to the public. The 
published account was founded on a letter 
from Beddoes to his sister, in which he 
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says: ‘‘In July I fell with a horse ina 
precipitous part of the neighbouring hills, 
and broke my left leg all to pieces.’’ This 
is the version which he wished to circulate, 
and this may be acceptedin silence. The 
incident, however, whatever it was, oc- 
curred not in July, but in May 1848, in the 
town of Bale, where he had arrived the 
previous night. He was immediately 
taken to the hospital, where he was placed 
under the charge of his old friend, Dr. 
Frey, and) ot a) Dr. Ecklins “3.3 3) In 
December he walked out of his room 
twice, and proposed to go to Italy. His 
recovery was considered certain when, on 
26 Jan. 1849, Dr. Ecklin was called to his 
bedside, and found him insensible. He 
died at 10 P.M. that night. . . . In 
person Beddoes was like Keats, short and 
thick set; in the last year of his life he 
allowed his beard to grow, and ‘‘looked 
like Shakespeare.’’ His friends in the 
hospital spoke of his fortitude under 
suffering, and said that he always showed 
“‘the courage of a soldier.’’—Gossr, Ep- 
MUND, 1885, Dictionary of National Biog- 
raphy, vol. Iv, pp. 96, 97. 


THE BRIDE’S TRAGEDY 
1822 

However, here is Minor Beddoes, born in 
the very zenith of this mock sun of poetry, 
while it is culminating in the mid-heaven 
of our literary hemisphere,’ shining in 
watery splendor, the gaze and gape of our 
foolish-faced, fat-headed nation; here is 
Minor Beddoes, I say, born amid the very 
rage and triumph of the Byronian heresy 
—nay, in a preface more remarkable for 
good nature than good sense, eulogizing 
some of the prose-poets—yet what does 
Minor Beddoes? Why, writing a tragedy 
himself, with a judgment far different 
from that exhibited in his own panegyrical 
preface, he totally rejects, and therewith 
tactly condemns and abjures, the use of 
prose-poetry. But it was not the boy’s 
judgment that led him to this; it was his 
undepraved ear, and his native energy of 
mind, teaching him to respue this effemi- 
nate style of versification. ‘‘The Bride’s 
Tragedy’’ transcends, in the quality of its 
rhythm and metrical harmony, ‘‘The Doge 
of Venice,’’? and ‘‘Mirandola,’’ just as 
much as it does ‘‘Fazio,’’? and the other 
dramas which conform to the rules of 
genuine English heroic verse in the energy 
of its language, the power of its sentiments, 
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and the boldness of its imagery—that is 
incalculably. — DARLEY, GEORGE (JOHN 
Lacy), 1822, Letters to the Dramatists of 
the Day, London Magazine. 


DEATH’S JEST BOOK 
1850 

We must frankly say,in conclusion, that 
we are not acquainted with any living 
author who could have written the “‘Fool’s 
Tragedy.’’—ForsTER, JOHN, 1850, The 
Laterary Examiner, July 20. 

Nearly two centuries have elapsed since 
a work of the same wealth of genius as 
“‘Death’s Jest Book’’ hath been given to 
the world.—LANDOR, SAVAGE WALTER, 
1850, Letter to John Forster, Walter Sav- 
age Landor, A Biography, bk. vii. 

Now as to the extracts which might be 
made: why, you might pick out scenes, 
passages, lyrics, fine as fine can be: the 
power of the man is immense and irresist- 
ible. — BRowninc, Ropert, 1872, To 
Thomas Forbes Kelsall, Fortnightly Review, 
vol. 18, p. 52, note. 

So-ends this singular drama,—singular 
in its plot, its characters, its accessories, 
and, above all, singular in the felicities 
and vigour of its composition. It may 
not be a suitable pillow for the head that 
would court only placid dreams, but those 
who turn habitually to poetry as ‘‘chief 
nourisher in life’s feast’’ of some of their’ 
noblest faculties, will find such congenial 
aliment in the imaginative thoughts that 
crowd this little volume. — KELSALL, 
THOMAS ForBES, 1872, Thomas Lovell 
Beddoes, Fortnightly Review, vol. 18, p. 75. 


In. . . 1850 appeared as a posthumous 
work, a wild play, musical throughout, with 
grand echoes of Elizabethan thought and 
passion, the ‘‘Death’s Jest Book’’ of 
Thomas Lovell Beddoes.—Mor.LEy, HENRY, 
1878, ed., English Plays, p. 484. 

A painful but powerful tragedy, in which 
the poet endeavoured, as much as a man 
of the nineteenth century can, to throw 
himself into the atmosphere of the pre- 
Shakespearian tragedians. — OLIPHANT, 
MARGARET O. W., 1892, The Victorian 
Age of English Literature, vol. 1, p. 248. 

“‘Death’s Jest Book’’ is a nightmare 
rather thana drama,and should be judged, 
if one must judge it, for what it is, not for 
what it might be, or should be. A law unto 
himself, Beddoes is the most lawless of 
poets. The scenes of his tragedies are 
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laid in the land of Nowhere, and the actors 
therein, if not wholly mad, are certainly 
not sane. They live,move,and have their 
being in a borderland between the worlds 
of life and death. The prey of spasmodic 
emotion and unnatural passion, there is no 
telling what they will say or do in their 
fits of delirium, which are as unaccount- 
able as violent. The specialty of the elder 
Beddoes was the analysis of disease; the 
specialty of his son was the exhibition of 
disease in the actors of his gloomy mas- 
querades.—STODDARD, RICHARD HENRY, 
1892, Under the Evening Lamp, p. 211. 


GENERAL 


How stately or enduring a monument 
he may, by the earnest cultivators of Eng- 
lish poetic literature, be deemed to have 
himself erected in his works, this is not 
perhaps the fitting place in which to ven- 
ture a prediction. In his life time, he may 
certainly be said to have strangely missed 
his fame: the most golden bough of ‘‘the 
everlasting singing-tree,’’—the laudarier 
a laudatis,—as posthumous events have 
shown, lay already within his reach, would 
he but have stretched his hands to gather 
it. But even the full and open requital 
of these his actual, though hidden, claims 
of distinction, would still have left, for 
those who best knew that creative mind 
in all its undeveloped power, the larger 
portion of their Hope unsatisfied.— KEL- 
SALL, THOMAS ForBES, 1851, The Poems 
Posthumous and Collected of Thomas Lovell 
Beddoes, Memoir, vol. 1, p. Cxvi. 


His later dramatic compositions and 
fragments, though showing a certain vig- 
orous and passionate thought have an in- 
creasing tendency to exaggeration and 
extravagance, and are hardly amenable to 
_ the ordinary rules of criticism.—GRAHAM, 
J. H., 1871, An Historical View of Liter- 
ature and Art in Great Britain, p. 191. 


There is an old saying that the work- 
man may be known by his chips: surely 
from these chips we may gather a high 
opinion of that artificer who left such 
fragments to testify for him. For im- 
aginative power of a very high order, for 
the true tragic spirit, for exquisitely me- 
lodious versification, for that faculty of 
song which is the flower of the lyric 
genius, Beddoes was pre-eminently dis- 
tinguished. Nor for these alone. His 
style is based upon the rich vocabulary 
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of the old dramatists, and is terse, preg- 
nant and quaint, without any trace of 
affectation. There was a sturdy genuine- 
ness about the man that forbade him to 
assume, and his phraseology was the 
natural outgrowth of his mind and his 
early education. He has not gone to 
work, like so many of our modern pre- 
Raphaelite painters, to imitate crudeness 
of form in the vain hope of acquiring 
thereby earnestness and innocence of 
spirit; but he has studied the best tragic 
models in a reverent spirit, and allowed 
his muse to work out her own salvation. 
—HILLARD, Kate, 1873, A Strayed Singer, 
Lippincott’s Magazine, vol. 12, p. 556. 

Beddoes is a poet for poets, and few 
other readers will enjoy him. He is ‘‘of 
imagination all compact;’’ his works 
scarcely contain a single passage of purely 
subjective feeling. He is, perhaps, the 
most concrete poet of his day; the most 
disposed to express sentiment by imagery 
and material symbolism. In this he 
resembles Keats, and may be termed a 
Gothic Keats, the Teutonic counterpart of 
his more celebrated contemporary’s 
Hellenism. The spirit of Gothic architec- 
ture seems to live in his verse, its grandeur 
and grotesqueness, its mystery and its 
gloom. His relation to the Hlizabethan 
dramatists, moreover, is nearly the same 
as that of Keats to the Elizabethan pas- 
toral poets; but the resemblance is one of 
innate temperament ; he borrowednothing, 
either from his Elizabethan precursors or 
the chief objects of his admiration among 
his contemporaries, Keats and Shelley. 
The want of constructive power which 
mars his dramas is even more prejudicial to 
his lyrics; but some few songs, where the 
right key note has been struck from the 
first, rank among the most perfect in our 
language.—BAYNES, THOMAS SPENCER, 
ed., 1877, Encyclopedia Britannica, Ninth 
ed., vol. 1, p. 415. 


Beddoes was, so to say, saturated with 
the spirit of the Elizabethan Dramatists, 
and cast his poetry for the most part into 
Elizabethan forms.—EDWARDS, AMELIA 
B., 1878, ed., A Poetry-Book, Second Series, 
The Modern Poets, p. 322, note. 

5 small-craft ride 

At anchor, rot while Beddoes breasts the 
tide! 

—BROWNING, ROBERT, 1878, The Two 

Poets of Crovsic. 
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Buffon said, ‘‘Show me the style and 
I’ll show you the man’’ [le style est de 
Vhomme méme]. Puttenham (Arte of 
English Poesie, 1589, p. 161) wrote with 
equal justice: ‘‘his [man’s] inward con- 
ceits be the metall of his minde, and his 
manner of utterance the very warp and 
woofe of his conceits;’’ or, in other words, 
“‘show me the man, and I’ll show you 
his style.’? Beddoes’ Poems and Letters 
are one more welcome illustration of 
the truth of Buffon’s observation; but, 
in a far higher sense, of Puttenham’s. 
Here the style is the direct, necessary ex- 
pression of the writer’s inmost nature. 
Since he was in the highest degree 
original, the fact has a significance, in 
matters of English style, far deeper than 
has been attributed to it. If we 
class the characteristic works in English 
literature with reference to the history of 
style into three periods, the Anglo-Saxon 
epic style and Shakspeare represent two 
of them. The third has no complete 
representative, but among its most sig- 
nificant writers (style being here assumed 
to have little more to do with constructive 
power than in the case of the Anglo-Saxon 
poets)is Thomas Lovell Beddoes. Beddoes’ 
intimate connection with Shakspeare in 
point, thought and style,is so marked that 
he has been called an Elizabethan, ‘‘a 
strayed singer,’’ and the like.—Woop, 
Henry, 1883, T. L. Beddoes, A Survival 
in Style, American Journal of Philology, 
vol. 4, pp. 445, 446. 


The quality of youth is still more dis- 
tinctly discernible in some of Thomas 
Beddoes’ dazzling little songs, stolen 
straight from the heart of the sixteenth 
century, and lustrous with that golden 
light which set so long ago. It is not in 
spirit only, nor in sentiment, that this re- 
semblance exists; the words, the imagery, 
the swaying music, the teeming fancies of 
the younger poet, mark him as one strayed 
from another age, and wandering com- 
panionless under alien skies. —REPPLIER, 
AGNES, 1891, English Love-Songs, Points 
of View, p. 60. 

Beddoes is always large, impressive; 
the greatness of his aim gives him a cer- 
tain claim on respectful consideration. 
That his talent achieved itself, or ever 
could have achieved itself, he himself would 
have been the last to affirm. But he isa 
monumental failure, more interesting than 
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many facile triumphs. . . . Beddoes’ 
genius was essentially lyrical: he had im- 
agination, the gift of style,the mastery of 
rhythm,a strange choiceness and curiosity 
of phrase. But of really dramatic power 
he had nothing. He could neither con- 
ceive a coherent plot, nor develop a 
credible situation. He had no grasp on 
human nature, he had no conception of 
what character might be in men and 
women, he had no faculty of expressing 
emotion convincingly. Constantly you find 
the most beautiful poetry where it is 
absolutely inappropriate, but never do you 
find one of those brief and memorable 
phrases—words from the heart—for 
which one would give much beautiful 
poetry. A beautiful lyrist, a 
writer of charming, morbid, and magnifi- 
cent poetry in dramatic form, Beddoes 
will survive to students not to readers, of 
English poetry, somewhere in the neigh- 
borhood of Ebenezer Jones and Charles 
Wells.—Symons, ARTHUR, 1891, The 
Poetical Works of Thomas Lovell Beddoes, 
The Academy, vol. 40, p. 129. 


No nineteenth century English poet with | 


whom I am acquainted, ever promised more 
and performed less than Thomas Lovell 
Beddoes, whose verse, like his life, was a 
wayward fragment. There were 
the makings of a greater poet in Beddoes 
than he ever became, except at intervals, 
and in his most inspired moments; and 
the poet that he might have been, if fully 
developed,is of a kind that English poetry 
has long since outgrown. He belonged to 
the same guild of dramatists as Marlowe, 
Tourneur, and Webster, but where they 
were masters, he was an apprentice. 
There were the same dark elements 
in his genius as in theirs, but they were 
more confused and tumultuous, more 
chaotic than creative, and more horrible 
than terrible. — STODDARD, RICHARD 
HENRY, 1892, Under the Evening Lamp, 
pp. 200, 210. 

In all strictly poetical endowments he 
is most affluent, it is only when he of 
necessity forsakes the realm of pure 
poetry that he becomes awkward and in- 
effectual. He had chosen the drama for 
his special field—unwisely it might have 
been said, had his overmastering enthusi- 
asm for the Blizabethan stage allowed him 
any alternative. He is, however, 
much more than a writer of exquisite 
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fragments, for his beauties, isolated and 
disjointed in themselves, are yet inspired 
with a continuity of feeling, and taken 
altogether, and especially when read in 
connection with his letters, form a kind 
of autobiographic poem, a comment ona 
character of striking originality and in- 
terest. The physiologist and psychologist 
may learn much from the only English 
poet whose mind has been deeply tinged 
by amedical training: but he is especially 
a poet for poets, readers who can prize 
the massy ore of poetry, even when it has 
failed to receive the stamp of artistic 
finish. Pure ore it is at least: after 
Shelley and Keats no poet is freer from 
admixture with inferior matter. Things 
invariably present themselves to him under 
their most picturesque and imaginative 
aspects, and it wouldbe hard to bring him 
in guilty of a single commonplace. Asa 
lyrical writer he is curiously unequal; 
some of his pieces are formless and tune- 
less; while others have placed him among 
the best lyrists in the language. —GAR- 
NETT, RICHARD, 1894, The Poets and the 
Poetry of the Century, John Keats to Lord 
Lytton, ed. Miles, p. 522. 

Except Donne, there is perhaps no Eng- 
lish poet more difficult to write about, so 
as to preserve the due pitch of enthusiasm 
on the one hand and criticism on the 
other, than Thomas Lovell Beddoes. . . . 
Beddoes has sometimes been treated as a 
mainly bookish poet deriving from the 
Elizabethans and Shelley. I cannot agree 
with this. His very earliest work, written 
when he could not know much either of 
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Shelley or Keats,shows as they do technique 
perhaps caught from Leigh Hunt. But 
this is quite dropped later; and his 
Elizabethanism is not imitation but in- 
spiration. In this inspiration he does not 
follow but shares with, his greater con- 
temporaries. He is a younger and tragic 
counterpart to Charles Lamb in the in- 
tensity with which he has imbibed the 
Elizabethan spirit, rather from the night- 
shade of Webster and Tourneur than from 
the vine of Shakespeare. As wholes, his 
works are naught, or naught but night- 
mares; though ‘‘Death’s Jest-Book,’’ 
despite its infinite disadvantages from con- 
stant rewriting and uncertainty of final 
form, has a strong grasp. But they con- 
tain passages, especially lyrics, of the most 
exquisite fancy and music, such as since 
the seventeenth century none but Blake 
and Coleridge had given. . . . The 
author of such things as the ‘‘Dirge for 
Wolfram’’ (‘‘If thou wilt ease thine 
heart’’) in ‘‘Death’s Jest-Book,’’ and the 
stanza beginning ‘‘Dream-Pedlary,’’ ‘‘If 
there were dreams to sell,’’ with not a 
few others of the same kind, attains to 
that small and disputed—but not to those 
who have thought out the nature of poetry 
disputable—class of poets who, including 
Sappho, Catullus, some medizval hymn- 
writers, and a few moderns, especially 
Coleridge, have, by virtue of fragments 
only, attained a higher position than many 
authors of large, substantive, and im- 
portant poems.— SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 
1896, A History of Nineteenth Century 
Literature, pp. 114, 115. 


Marguerite, Countess of Blessington 
1789-1849 


Born at Knockbrit, Tipperary, on the lst of September, 1789. (The year, however, 
has been variously stated as 1787 and 1790). She was the daughter of Edmund Power, 
a country gentleman and magistrate, a man of violent temper and without principle. 
In 1796 or ’97 the Powers removed to Clonmel. In 1804, when she was under fifteen 
years of age, Marguerite was forced by her father into a marriage with the vicious and 
half-insane Captain Maurice Farmer. Within a year they agreed to separate. Mrs. 
Farmer is spoken of as residing in Cahir, Tipperary, in 1807, and in Dublin in 1809. 
And now occurs that hiatus in the account of her life which has never been satis- 
factorily filled, and the existence of which the English women of her day refused to 
overlook. In 1816 she was established in Manchester Square, London; and in 1818, 
Captain Farmer having died the previous year, she married the Karl of Blessington. 
Her fashionable life, foreign travels, and literary career now began. In 1823, while at 
Genoa with her husband, she made the acquaintance of Lord Byron. In 1829 Lord 
Blessington died in the Hotel Ney, Paris, which had been sumptuously fitted up as his 
residence. Lady Blessington returned to London in 1830. She lived in Seamore Place, 
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May Fair, until 1836, when she removed to Gore House, Kensington Gore. 4 Sse 
the spring of 1849 ‘‘the long-menaced break-up of the establishment at Gore House 
took place.’? Lady Blessington left London, accompanied by her nieces, for Paris, 
where, on the 4th of June, 1849, she died very suddenly of ‘‘an apoplectic malady, 
complicated with disease of the heart.’’ . . . The following are the works of Lady 
Blessington: ‘‘The Magic Lantern; or, Sketches of Scenes in the Metropolis,”’ 1822. 
“‘Sketches and Fragments,’’ 1822. ‘‘Conversations with Lord Byron,”’ 1832. These 
articles first appeared in Colburn’s New Monthly Magazine. ‘‘Grace Cassidy; or, The 
Repealers,’’ 1888. ‘‘Meredyth,’’ 1833. ‘‘The Follies of Fashion,”’ 1835. “«The Two 
Friends,’’ 1835. ‘‘The Victims of Society,’’? 1837. ‘‘The Confessions of an Elderly 
Lady,’’ 1839. ‘‘The Governess,’’ 1839. ‘‘Desultory Thoughts and Reflections,’’ 1839. 
“The Idler in Italy,’’? 1839. ‘‘The Idler in France,’”’ 1841. ‘‘The Lottery of Life,”’ 
1842. ‘‘Strathern; or, Life at Home and Abroad,’’ 1845. ‘‘The Memoirs of a Femme 
de Chambre,’’ 1846. ‘‘Lionel Deerhurst,’? 1847. ‘‘Marmaduke Herbert,’’ 1847. 
‘Country Quarters.”? This were first published in a London Sunday paper, 1848. 
After Lady Blessington’s death it was edited by her neice, Miss Power, and published 
separately. She also wrote ‘‘A Tour Through the Netherlands to Paris,’’ ‘‘Confessions 
of an Elderly Gentleman,’’ ‘‘The Belle of a Season,’’ and edited for several years, 
Heath’s ‘‘Book of Beauty,’’ ‘‘The Keepsake,’’ and another annual entitled, ‘Gems of 
Beauty.’’—ConE, HELEN GRAY, AND GILDER, JEANNETTE L., 1887, Pen-Portraits of 
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Irving walked about with me; called 
together at Lady Blessington’s, who is 
growing-very absurd. ‘‘I have felt very 
melancholy and ill all this day,’’ she said. 
“Why is that,’? I asked. ‘‘Don’t you 
know?’ ‘‘No.”’ ‘‘It is the anniversary 
of my poor Napoleon’s death.’’— Moors, 
THOMAS, 1822, Diary, May 5; Memoirs, 
Journal and Correspondence, ed. Russell. 


Lady Blessington is much more hand- 
some than Countess Hgloffstein, but their 
countenance, manners, and _ particularly 
the tone of voice, belong to the same class. 
Her dress rich, and her library most 
splendid. Her book about Lord Byron 
(now publishing by driblets in the ‘‘New 
Monthly Magazine’’), and her other writ- 
ings, give her in addition the character of 
a bel esprit. Landor, too, says, that she was 
to Lord Blessington the most devoted wife 
he ever knew. Hesaysalso, that she was 
by far the most beautiful woman he ever 
saw, and was so deemed at the Court of 
George IV. She is now, Landor says, 
about thirty, but I should have thought her 
older. She is a great talker, but her talk 
is rather narrative than declamatory, and 
very pleasant.—ROBINSON, HENRY CRABB, 
1832, Diary, Sept. 28; Reminiscences, ed. 
Sadler, vol. u, p. 175. 


The original is now (she confessed it 
very frankly) forty. She looks something 
on the sunny side of thirty. Her person 
is full, but preserves all the fineness of an 


admirable shape; her foot is not crowded 
in a satin slipper for which a Cinderella 
might long be looked for in vain, and her 
complexion (an unusually fair skin, with 
very dark hair and eyebrows) is of even a 
girlish delicacy and freshness. Her dress 
of blue satin . . . was cut low,and folded 
across her bosom, in a way to show to ad- 
vantage the round and sculpture-like curve 
and whiteness of a pair of exquisite should- 
ers, while her hair dressed close to her head, 
and parted simply over her forehead with 
a rich ferronier of turquoise, enveloped in 
clear outline a head with which it would 
be difficult to find a fault. Her features 
are regular, and her mouth, the most ex- 
pressive of them, has a ripe fullness and 
freedom of play peculiar to the Irish 
physiognomy, and expressive of the most 
unsuspicious good-humor. Add toall this 
a voice merry and sad by turns, but always 
musical, and manners of the most unpre- 
tending elegance, yet even more remark- 
able for their winning kindness, and you 
have the most prominent traits of one of 
the most lovely and fascinating women I 
have ever seen.— WILLIS, NATHANIEL 
PARKER, 1835-53, Pencillings by the Way. 


‘Lady Blessington!’’ cried the glad usher 
aloud, 

As she swam through the doorway, like 
moon from a cloud. 

I know not which most her face beam’d with 
—fine creature! 

Enjoyment, or judgment, or wit, or good 
nature, 
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Perhaps you haye known what it is to feel 
longings 

To pat buxom shoulders at routs and such 
throngings; 

Well, think what it was, at a vision like that! 

A Grace after dinner!—a Venus grown fat! 

—Hunt, Leicu, 1838, Feast of the Violets, 

Monthly Repository. 


In her lifetime she was loved and ad- 
mired for her many graceful writings, her 
gentle manners, her kind and generous 
heart. Men, famous for art and science, 
in distant lands sought her friendship; and 
the historians and scholars, the poets and 
wits, and painters of her own country found 
an unfailing welcome in her ever-hospita- 
blehome. She gave cheerfully, to all who 
were in need, help and sympathy, and use- 
ful counsel; and she died lamented by 
many friends. Those who loved her best 
in life, and now lament her most, have 
reared this tributary marble over the place 
of her rest.—PRocTER, BRYAN WALLER, 
(BARRY CORNWALL), 1849, Epitaph for the 
Countess of Blessington. 


I have never since beheld so pure and 
perfect a vision of female loveliness, in 
what I conceive to be its most perfect 
phase, that, namely,in which intellect does 
not predomirate over form, feature, com- 
plexion, and the other physical attributes 
of female beauty, but only serves to 
heighten, purify and irradiate them; and 
it is this class of beauty which cannot be 
equalled on canvas. At this time 
Lady Blessington was about six-and-twenty 
years of age; but there was about her face, 
together with that beaming intelligence 
whichrarely shows itself upon the counte- 
nance till that period of life, a bloom and 
freshness which as rarely survive early 
youth, and a total absence of the unde- 
finable marks which thought and feeling 

‘still more rarely fail to leave behind 
them. Unlike all other beautiful faces 
that I have seen, hers was, at the time of 
which I speak, neither a history nor a 
prophecy; not a book to read and study,a 
problem to solve, or a mystery to speculate 
upon, but a star to kneel before and wor- 
ship.—PAtTMoRE, P. G., 1854, My Friends 
and Acquaintance, vol. 1, pp. 170, 172. 


Beauty,the heritage of the family, was, 
in her early youth, denied to Marguerite: 
her eldest brother and sister, Michael and 
Anne, as well as Ellen and Robert, were 
singularly handsome and healthy children, 
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while she, pale, weakly and ailing, was for 
years regarded as little likely ever to grow 
to womanhood ; the precocity of her intel- 
lect, the keenness of her perceptions, and 
her extreme sensitiveness, all of which are 
so often regarded, more especially among 
the Irish, as the precursive symptoms of 
an early death, confirmed this belief, and 
the poor, pale, reflective child was long 
looked upon as doomed to a premature 
grave. The atmosphere in which she lived 
was but little congenial to such a nature. 
Her father, a man of violent temper, and 
little given to study the characters of his 
children, intimidated and shook the delicate 
nerves of the sickly child, though there 
were moments—rare ones, itis true—when 
the sparkles of her early genius for an 
instant dazzled and gratified him. Her 
mother, though she failed not to bestow 
the tenderest maternal care on the health 
of the little sufferer, was not capable of 
appreciating her fine and subtile qualities, 
and her brothers and sisters,fond as they 
were of her, were not,in their high health 
and boisterous gayety, companions suited 
to such a child.—Power, Miss, 1854, A 
Memoir of the Countess of Blessington, Lit- 
erary Life and Correspondence, ed. Mad- 
den, Introduction, vol. 1, pp. 14, 15. 


The peculiar character of Lady Bless- 
ington’s beauty seemed to be the entire, 
exact, and instantaneous correspondence 
of every feature, and each separate trait 
of her countenance, with the emotion of 
her mind, which any particular subject of 
conversation or object of attention might 
excite. The instant a joyous thought took 
possession of her fancy, you saw it trans- 
mitted as if by electrical agency to her 
glowing features: you read it in her spark- 
ling eyes, her laughing lips, her cheerful 
looks; you heard it expressed in her ring- 
ing laugh, clear and sweet as the gay, joy- 
bell sounds of childhood’s merriest tones. 
There was a geniality in the warmth of her 
Irish feelings, an abandonment of all care, 
of all apparent consciousness of her powers 
of attraction, a glowing sunshine of good- 
humor and of good-nature in the smiles 
and laughter, and the sallies of wit of this 
lovely woman in her early and happy days 
(those of her Italian life, especially from 
1823 to 1826), such as have been seldom 
surpassed. . Her voice was sweetly 
modulated andlow. Its tones were always 
in harmonious concord with the traits of 
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her expressive features. All the 
beauty of Lady Blessington, without the 
exquisite sweetness of her voice, and the 
witchery of its tones in pleasing or ex- 
pressing pleasure, would have been only a 
secondary attraction.— MADDEN, R. R., 
1854, Literary Life and Correspondence of 
the Countess of Blessington, vol. 1, pp.51,52. 

Virtuous ladies! instead of censuring 
her faults, attempt to imitate her virtues. 
Believe that, if any excess may be run 
into, the excess of tenderness is quite as 
pardonable as that of malignity and ran- 
cour.—LANDOR, WALTER SAVAGE, 1855, 
The Landor-Blessington Papers, Literary 
Anecdotes of the Nineteenth Century, eds. 
Nicoll and Wise, p. 233. 

Lady Blessington made a very pleasant 
impression upon me; and in the great 
circles, when the noble ladies asked me 
where I had been,I could not abstain from 
naming Lady Blessington. Then there 
always was a pause; I asked the reason 
why I was not to go there, or what was the 
matter with her, but I always got a short 
answer that she was not a good woman. 
One day I spoke of her personal amiability, 
and of her humour, and related how she 
was affected when talking of Jenny Lind’s 
representation of La Somnambula and the 
womanly nobility she manifested; I had 
seen her shed tears over it! ‘‘The crea- 
ture!’ exclaimed an old lady indignantly ; 
“‘Lady Blessington weeping at the inno- 
cence of Jenny Lind!’ A few years after 
I read of Lady Blessington’s death at 
Paris. Count d’Orsay sat at her death- 
bed.—ANDERSEN, HANS CHRISTIAN, 1871, 
The Story of My Life, p. 302. 

A thoughtful little poem written during 
the past summer for Lady Blessington has 
been quoted on a previous page: and it 
may remind me to say here what warmth 
of regard he [Dickens] had for her, and 
for all the inmates of Gore-house; how 
uninterruptedly joyous and pleasurable 
were his associations with them.—Fors- 
TER, JOHN, 1872, The Life of Charles 
Dickens, vol. tt, ch. iv. 

She said a few kind words in that win- 
ning and gracious manner which no 
woman’s welcome can have ever surpassed ; 
and from that moment till the day of her 
death in Paris, I experienced only a long 
course of kind constructions and good 
offices. She was a steady friend, through 
good report and evil report, for those to 
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whom she professed friendship. Such 
faults as she had belonged to her position, 
to her past history, and to the disloyalty 
of many who paid court to her by paying 
court to her faults, and who then carried 
into the outer world depreciating reports 
of the wit, the banter, the sarcasm, and the 
epigram, which but for their urgings and 
incitements would have been always kindly, 
however mirthful. She must have had 
originally the most sunny of sunny natures. 
As it was, I have never seen anything like 
her vivacity and sweet cheerfulness during 
the early years when I knew her. She 
had a singular power of entertaining her- 
self by her own stories; the keenness of 
an Irishwoman in relishing fun and repar- 
tee, strange turns of language, and bright 
touches of character. A fairer, kinder, 
more universal recipient of everything 
that came within the possibilities of her 
mind, I have never known.—CHORLEY, 
HENRY FOTHERGILL, 1873, Autobiography, 
Memoirs and Letters, vol. 1, p. 174. 


Of Lady Blessington’s tact, kindness, 
and remarkable beauty Procter always 
spoke'with ardor,and abated nothing from 
the popular idea of that fascinating person. 
He thought she had done more in her time 
to institute good feeling and social inter- 
course among men of letters than any 
other lady in England, and he gave her 
eminent credit for bringing forward the 
rising talent of the metropolis without 
waiting to be prompted by a public verdict. 
—FIELDs, JAMES T., 1875, ‘‘ Barry Corn- 
wall’’ and Some of His Friends, Harper’s 
Magazine, vol. 51, p. 782. 

Lady Blessington, fair, florid-complex- 
ioned, with sparkling eyes and white, 
high forehead, above which her bright 
brown hair was smoothly braided beneath 
a light and simple blonde cap, in which 
were a few touches of sky-blue satin ribbon 
that singularly well became her, setting 
off her buxom face and its vivid coloring. 
—CLARKE, Mary CowDEN, 1878, Recol- 
lections of Writers, p. 42. 

With the Countess of Blessington lived 
Count d’Orsay. As he,too, has often been 
described, I may dismiss him also with a 
few words. He had, it is well known, 
been married to the daughter of the Earl, 
and the step-daughter of the Countess of 
Blessington. The match,for some reason 
or other, proved unhappy. The Count, 
his wife, and the Countess of Blessington 
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had at one time lived all three together, 
but after two years of this life the young 
Countess took leave of her husband and 
her step-mother, and from that time till 
their death, in various places and amid 
various fortunes, Count d’Orsay and the 
Countess of Blessington lived together. 
They were perfectly suited the one to the 
other, and evidently were deeply attached. 
But as to whether their relations were 
immoral, as they were equivocal, society 
had then,as now, strong suspicions, yet no 
absolute certainty. It is, however, but 
just to say that, in his last days, when the 
heavy hand of illness had already fallen on 
him, and the heavier hand of death was 
very near, and when already the Countess 
was dead, Count d’Orsay solemnly declared 
that he had never borne any love towards 
her but that of a son to a mother.— 
O’Connor, THOMAS PowsrR, 1879, Lord 
Beaconsfield, A Biography, p. 11. 

Lady Blessington, when I saw her first, 
was residing at Seamore Place, Park Lane. 
That was in 1831. Not long 
afterward she removed to Kensington 
Gore, and I had a general invitation to her 
“‘evenings.’’ At that period she was past 
her prime no doubt, but she was still re- 
markably handsome; not so perhaps if 
tried by the established canons of beauty ; 
but there was a fascination about her look 
and manner that greatly augmented her 
personal charms. Her face and features 
were essentially Irish; and that is the 
highest compliment I can pay them. 
Although I knew her history sufficiently 
well, I attributed to this particular 
daughter of Erin her share of the ‘‘wild 
sweet briery fence that round the flowers 
of Erin dwells,’’ and felt conviction that 
for the unhappy circumstances of Lady 
’ Blessington’s early life, the sins of others, 
far more than her own, were responsible, 
and that she had been to a great extent the 
victim of circumstances. To that opinion 
I still! hold—some thirty years after her 
death, and more than fifty since I first saw 
her. Her ‘‘evenings’’ were very brilliant. 
Her guests were the leading men of mark 
of the age, and of all countries. There 
was certainty of meeting some one who 
was thenceforward never to be forogtten. 
The sometime Emperor of the French was 
seldom absent. —HALL, SAMUEL CARTER, 
1883, Retrospect of a Long Lafe, p. 367. 

Ido not remember the date of the Gore 
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House catastrophe, but I well recollect the 
sorrow—in a mild form—that I felt when 
I heard that ‘‘The Book of Beauty’’ was 
no more, and that the editor, with her 
friend Count d’Orsay, had exhausted the 
patience of their creditors at last. Gore 
House and its contents were thrown open 
to public inspection previous to the auc- 
tioneer’s operations, when the female ele- 
ment made up for its enforced absence by 
crowding each room to suffocation. My 
first appearance at Gore House was on one 
of those public days. Ina kind of boudoir 
there was a piece of sculpture which 
seemed greatly to interest some ladies, who 
formed a group round it which, — judging 
from its appearance—was composed of 
duchesses and marchionesses, and the like. 
On a cushion lay some marble hands of 
lovely form, exquisitely sculptured. ‘‘Oh, 
yes,’’ said one of the aristocratic group to 
the rest; ‘‘they are her own hands. I 
know the man who modelled them. He 
said he never saw more perfect hands, both 
in form and color.’’ I have the expres- 
sion of some of those faces before me at 
this moment. Curiosity seemed to me the 
liveliest and the most prevailing, though 
now and again a haughty dame, after ex- 
amining some startling evidence of ex- 
travagance, would assume an air which, 
being interpreted, said, ‘‘And this is the 
end of a wicked career. Thank goodness 
I have lived to see it!’’—Fritu, W. P., 
1888, My Autobiography and Reminiscen- 
ces, vol. 1, p. 180. 
GENERAL 


Her style is always graceful in its total 
absence of affectation—she excels, too, in 
the constructiveness which we have some 
times fancied was peculiar to her sex,— 
in the power of weaving a plot.—CHoR- 
LEY, Henry F., 1888, Authors of Eng- 
land, p. 30. 

The fact of her existence as an authoress 
is an enigma, poor as her pretentions are; 
for while it is very difficult to write good 
books, it is not easy to compose even bad 
ones, and volumes have come forth under 
her name for which hundreds of pounds 
have been paid, because (Heaven only can 
tell how) thousands are found who will 
read them. Her ‘‘Works’’ have been pub- 
lished in America, in one huge folio, where 
it seems they meet with peculiar success ; 
and this trash goes down, because it is 
written by a Countess, in a country where 
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rank is eschewed, and equality is the uni- 
versal passion. They have (or some of 
them) been likewise translated into Ger- 
man; and if all this is not proof of literary 
merit, or at least of success, what is? It 
would be not uninteresting to trace this 
current of success to its source,and to lay 
bare all the springs of the machinery 
which sustains her artificial character as 
an authoress. Though I never 
met with any individual who had read any 
of her books, except the ‘‘Conversations 
with Byron,’’ which are too good to be 
hers, they are unquestionably a source of 
considerable profit,and she takes her place 
confidently and complacently as one of the 
literary celebrities of her day.—GRE- 
VILLE, CHARLES C. F., 1889, A Journal 
of the Reign of Queen Victoria, ed. Reeve, 
Feb. 17, pp. 146, 147. 


If we judge of Lady Blessington’s 
powers by the influence she apparently 
wielded over men of talent, we shall esti- 
mate her intellectual gifts very highly. 
But this would be a false standard; for 
none are more impressible than men of 
genius to the fascinations of the soft 
voice, the bright eye, the beautiful dress, 
the rich furniture, which such a woman 
knows how to employ. If we judge of her 
by the descriptions of her conversation 
given us by admiring frequenters of her 
saloons, we shall again place her high on 
the list of intellectual women. But here, 
too, the standard would bea false one; for 
these same accessories lend a delusive 
charm to words, which, if spoken by an un- 
known person in a gingham dress, would 
never have arrested attention a single 
moment. It is a curious fact, that, of all 
these brilliant conversations, whose effects 
are so enthusiastically described, nothing 
is reported beyond the reach of very com- 
monplace powers of talk. Of her writings, 
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the novels of society, in which we might 
have supposed she would excel, in tone and 
style are uniformly flat. The characters 
are drawn without vigor; the dialogues 
are carried on without point; the stories 
display the very poorest invention; the 
reflections are superficial, and the morality 
of that shallow and obtrusive kind, which 
people of doubtful lives are ever ready to 
furnish in phrases to make up for the 
short-comings of their conduct. The con- 
versatious with Lord Byron, however, are 
vigorous and instructive; incomparably 
the best of her ladyship’s prose writings. 
—FELTON, C. C., 1855, Lady Blessington, 
North American Review, vol. 81, p, 258. 

Also an Irish lady, possessed of a good 
deal of talent, who worked hard as a 
journey-womanin the profession of letters, 
writing novels, editing albums and annuals, 
a fashion of the day,and turning her hand 
to any work that was offered.—OLIPHANT, 
MARGARET O. W., 1892, The Victorian 
Age of English Literature, p. 18. 


Despite a certain facility which» she 
possessed, in common with many other 
women, for scribbling, it was a mistake 
(one of the many she made) for Lady 
Blessington to take up the réle of a 
fashionable novelist. For a woman who 
spent her life as she did in society (where 
she was the stimulus of much mental 
activity), it was morally impossible to 
make any literary effort worthy of the 
name. It is no reproach to Lady 
Blessington to say, that hardly anyone of 
the present day has ever read, or perhaps 
heard of, ‘‘The Two Friends, or, The 
Victims of Society,’’ which was one of her 
best attempts. Sir Walter Besant calls 
this ‘‘a horrid book,’’ and doubtless, ae- 
cording tothe standard of to-day,this judg- 
ment is correct.—GERARD, FRANCES A., 
1897, Some Fair Hibernians, p. 161. 


Bernard Barton 
1784-1849 


Bernard Barton, the Quaker poet, was born at Carlisle, 31st January 1784. 


In 1809 


he became clerk to a bank at Woodbridge, a post which he held till within two days 
of his death, 19th February 1849. His ‘‘Metrical Effusions’’ (1812) brought him into 
correspondence with Southey; whilst ‘‘Poems by an Amateur’’(1818), ‘‘Poems’’ (1820), 
and several more volumes of verse, increased his reputation,and gained him the friend- 
ship of Lamb. His devotional poems have an echo of George Herbert, and some of 
his lyrics are graceful; but he is on the whole less a poet than a versifier, easy and 


pleasant withal. 


Lamb’s advice to him was sound, ‘‘Keep to your bank,and your bank 


will keep you;’’ and by Lamb’s advice it was that he accepted the sum of £1200, 
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raised by some Quaker friends in 1824. See his ‘‘Poems and Letters’’ (1849), selected 
by his daughter, with a memcir by her husband, Edward FitzGerald, and E. V. Lucas’s 
“‘Bernard Barton and his Friends’’ (1894).—PaTRICK AND GROOME, eds., 1897, Cham- 


bers’s Biographical Dictionary, p. 78. 
PERSONAL 


To those of his own neighbourhood he 
was known besides as a most amiable, 
genial, charitable man—of pure, unaf- 
fected, unpretending piety—the good 
neighbour—the cheerful companion—the 
welcome guest—a hospitable host—toler- 
ant of all men,sincerely attached to many. 
Few, high or low, but were glad to see him 
at his customary place in the bank; to ex- 
change some words of kindly greeting 
with him—few but were glad to have him 
at their own homes; and there he was the 
same man and had the same manners to 
all; always equally frank, genial,and com- 
municative, without distinction of rank. 
He had all George Fox’s ‘‘better part’’— 
thorough independence of rank, titles, 
wealth, and all the distinctions of haber- 
dashery, without making any needless dis- 
play of such independence. He could dine 
with Sir Robert Peel one day, and the next 
day sup off bread and cheese with equal 
relish at a farmhouse, and relate with equal 
enjoyment at the one place what he had 
heardandseenattheother. . . He 
was excellent company in all companies; 
but in none more than in homely parties, 
in or out of doors, over the winter’s fire in 
the farmhouse, or under the tree in summer. 
He hada cheery word for all; achallenge 
to good fellowship with the old—a jest 
with the young—enjoying all, and making 
all enjoyable and joyous.—FITZGERALD, 
EDWARD, 1849, Death of Bernard Barton, 
Miscellanies, pp. 50, 53. 

Your father and I visited Woodbridge 
yesterday. There we saw Bernard Bar- 
ton’s old home, the little quiet house behind 
the Bank, and the small room where he 
wrote his poetry and his letters, his bed- 
room, his kitchen, and that which used to 
be his drawing-room. We heard many 
traits of his character, all carefully treas- 
ured up in the mind of our informant. We 
found that his dear friend and housekeeper 
—the Mary Unwinof hislife—has now been 
dead these five years ; and that his daughter 
Lucy, Mrs. Fitzgerald, lives at Brighton. 
We were told in their old home, that she 
was then in Woodbridge, at the house of 
Mr. Jones, the surgeon, and there we went 
to call on her. But she was gone. Mr. 


Jones, however, wesaw. He took us into 
his sumptuous drawing-room, and talked 
to us about ‘‘old Barton,’ ‘‘dear old Bar- 
ton,’’ ‘‘zood old Barton,’’ since whose 
death Woodbridge had never been itself.— 
Howitt, Mary, 1864, Letter to Margaret 
Howitt, Sept. 29; Good Words, vol. 36, 
ji Cae ey. 

I recall him as he walked the streets of 
London on his visits there, in a broad- 
brimmed hat and coat of quakerish cut: a 
tall man, with a complexion telling less of 
the counting-house than of walks among 
the fields and lanes that environ Wood- 
bridge in quiet Suffolk.—HALi, SAMUEL 
CARTER, 1883, Retrospect of a Long Life, 
p. 412. 

GENERAL 

Some weeks ago my friend Mr. Rogers 
showed me some of the Stanzas in MS., 
and I then expressed my opinion of their 
merit, which a further perusal of the 
printed volume has given me no reason to 
revoke. I mention this as it may not be 
disagreeable to you to learn that I enter- 
tained a very favourable opinion of your 
power before I was aware that such senti- 
ments were reciprocal.—ByRon, Lorp, 
1812, Letter to Barton, June 1. 

The volume before us has all the purity, 
the piety and gentleness, of the Sect to 
which its author belongs—with something 
too much perhaps of their sobriety. The 
style is rather diffuse and wordy, though 
generally graceful, flowing, and easy; and 
though it cannot be said to contain many 
bright thoughts or original images, it is 
recommended throughout by a truth of 
feeling and an unstudied earnestness of 
manner, that wins both upon the heart and 
the attention. In these qualities, as well 
as in the copiousness of the diction and 
the facility of the versification, it fre- 
quently reminds us of the smaller pieces 
of Cowper, —the author, like that eminent 
and most amiable writer, never disdaining 
ordinary words and sentiments when they 
come in his way, and combining, with his 
most solemn and contemplative strains, a 
certain air of homeliness and simplicity, 
which seems to show that the matter was 
more in his thoughts than the manner, and 
that the glory of fine writing was less 


596 


considered than the clear and complete 
expression of the sentiments, for the sake 
of which alone he was induced to become 
a writer.—JEFFREY, FRANCIS LORD, 1820, 
Quaker Poetry, Edinburgh Review, vol. 34, 
p. 350. 

As might be expected, he writes with 
sweetness, simplicity, and good sense; the 
two latter very rare commodities at pres- 
ent in poetry, when the bards of England 
go abroad to write,and bring home all the 
fervid heats of a tropical sun, backed by the 
scorching sirocco of the desert, to excite 
us into a proper degree of poetical enthu- 
siasm. Friend Bernard’s poetry is tender 
without exaggeration, and simple without 
childishness. His Pegasus is neither an 
elephant, a camel, nor a dromedary, but a 
horse of good paceand habits. Ina better 
age of poetry he would be more admired. 
As it is, his Muse wants a few of the but- 
tons of the honourable band of gentlemen 
pensioners to make her shine, and is, more- 
over, rather drab-coloured for the present 
flashy taste. —PAULDING, J. K., 1822, A 
Sketch of Old England by a New England 
Man, vol. 1, p. 182. 

My Dear Sir—Your title of ‘‘Poetic 

Vigils’’? arrides me much more than a 
volume of verse, which is no meaning. The 
motto says nothing, but I cannot suggest 
a better. I do not like mottoes but where 
they are singularly felicitous; there is 
foppery in them. They are unplain and 
un-Quakerish. They are good only where 
they flow from the title, and area kind of 
justification of it. There is nothing about 
watchings or lucubrations in the one you 
suggest; no commentary on vigils. By 
the way, a wag would recommend you 
to the line of Pope, 
“Sleepless himself—to give his readers sleep.”’ 
I by no means wish it; but it may explain 
what I mean,—that a neat motto is child 
of the title. I think ‘‘Poetic Vigils’’ as 
short and sweet as can be desired; only 
have an eye on the proof, that the printer 
do not substitute Virgils, which would ill 
accord with your modesty or meaning.— 
LAMB, CHARLES, 1824, To Bernard Barton, 
Feb. 25; Letters of Charles Lamb, ed. Ain- 
ger, vol. i, p. 100. 

I can hardly tell why I cannot take to 
him: I have dreamt, I believe, that he is 
a sort of priggish Quaker, and I hate his 
straight-haired effigy—a reasonable rea- 
son !—BowLgs, CAROLINE, 1829, To Robert 
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Southey, June 8; The Correspondence of 
Robert Southey and Caroline Bowles, ed. 
Dowden, p. 166. 


Barton’s style is diffuse, but simple and 
graceful. His poetry is generally descrip- 
tive and meditative, tender and devoted, 
and animated by cheerful views of life. — 
GRISWOLD, Rurus W., 1844, The Poets 
and Poetry of England in the Ninéteenth 
Century, p. 192. 


The great bulk of Poems is religious ; but 
there are not wanting those of a lighter 
character, which will be found to be the 
wholesome relaxation of a pure, good,and 
essentially religious mind. These may 
succeed each other as graceful and bene- 
ficently as April sunshine and showers over 
the meadow. So indeed such moods 
followed in his own mind, and were so re- 
vealed in his domestic intercourse.—BAR- 
TON, Lucy, 1849, Memoir, Letters and 
Poems of Bernard Barton, Preface, p. vi. 


The Poems, if not written off as easily as 
the Letters, were probably as little elabor- 
ated as any that ever were published. With- 
out claiming for them the highest attri- 
butes of poetry (which the author never 
pretended to), we may surely say they 
abound in genuine feeling and elegant fancy 
expressed ineasy, and often very felicitous, 
verse. These qualities employed in illus- 
trating the religious and domestic affec- 
tions,and the pastoral scenery with which 
such affections are perhaps most generally 
associated, have made Bernard Barton, as 
he desired to be, a household poet with a 
large class of readers—a class, who, as they 
may be supposed to welcome such poetry 
as being the articulate voice of those good 
feelings yearning in their own bosoms, 
one may hope will continue and increase 
in England. While in many of these 
Poems it is the spirit within that redeems 
an imperfect form—just as it lights up 
the irregular features of a face into beauty 
—there are many which will surely abide 
the test of severer criticism.—Firz- 
GERALD, EDWARD, 1849, Memoir, Letters 
and Poems of Bernard Barton, Memoir, 
p. 40. 


He sang of what he loved—the domestic 
virtues in man, and the quiet pastoral 
scenes in nature; and no one can read his 
poetry without feeling it to be the pro- 
duction of one of a chastened imagination, 
pure moral feeling, and who sympathized 
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with all that tends to elevate and bless 
man. His works are full of passages of 
natural tenderness and his religious poems, 
while they are animated with a warmth of 
devotion, are still expressed with that sub- 
dued propriety of language which evinces 
at once a correctness of taste and feeling. 
—CLEVELAND, CHARLES D., 1858, English 
Literature of the Nineteenth Century, p.494. 


“‘Barton’s poetry makes no lofty preten- 
sions, but it is rich in true feeling, and 
evinces a chaste and cultivated fancy. His 
verse, which is generally easy and grace- 
ful, sometimes conspicuously so, is seldom 
very faulty; and several of his poems have 
numerous passages that are afflueat of 
felicities of expression. On the whole, 
his sonnets, which are quite numerous, are 
probably the most correct and fervid of his 
poems, and many of them will compare ad- 
vantageously with the best by our minor 
poets.’’—DESHLER, CHARLES D., 1874, 
Afternoons with the Poets, p. 247. 

Bernard Barton is chiefly remembered 
as the friend of Lamb. His many volumes 
of verse are quite forgotten. ven the 
scanty book of selections published by his 
daughter contains much that might have 
been omitted. He wrote easily—too easily 
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—and never troubled to correct what he 
hadwritten. But all his work is unaffected ; 
nor are there wanting occasional touches 
of deep and genuine pathos. In his devo- 
tional verses there is a flavour of old-world 
quaintness and charm, recalling homely 
George Herbert’s ‘‘Temple;’’ and in other 
lyrics Edward Fitzgerald found something 
of the ‘‘leisurely grace’’ that distinguishes 
the Greek Anthology.—BuLLEN, A. H., 
1885, Dictionary of National Biography, 
vol. Il, p. 342. 

His verse commended itself both to 
Southey (who had a kindly but rather 
disastrous weakness for minor bards) and 
to Byron, but has little value.—Sarnts- 
BURY, GEORGE, 1896, A History of Nine- 
teenth Century Literature, p. 10T. 


The Quaker poet wrote, in fact, what may 
be described without disparagement as 
Quaker poetry, sober, sensible, and modest, 
if withal formal, homely and drab. .. . 
He wrote easily and without revision, and 
aimed at morality rather than poetry, with 
the result that he produced a large 
quantity of prosy verse.— MILES, ALFRED 
H., 1897, The Poets and the Poetry of 
the Century, Sacred, Moral and Religious 
Verse, ed. Miles, p. 71. 


Horace Smith 
1779-1849 


' Horatio Smith, 1779-1849. Born, in London, 1779. Stockbroker by profession. 
Contrib., with his brother James, to ‘‘The Pic-nic,’’ 1802; ‘‘The Monthly Mirror,”’ 
1807-10; ‘‘New Monthly Mag.,’’etc. Married. In later years of life resided at Brigh- 
ton. Died, at Tunbridge Wells, 12 July 1849. Works: ‘‘The Runaway,’’ 1800; 
“‘Trevanion,’’ 1801; ‘‘Rejected Addresses’? (anon.; with his brother James), 1812 
(8th edn. same year) ; ‘‘First Impressions,’’ 18138 (2nd edn. same year); ‘‘Horace in 
London,’’ 1813 (4th edn. same year); ‘‘Amaranthus the Nympholept’’ (anon.), 1821; 
“‘Gaieties and Gravities’’ (anon. ; 3 vols.), 1825; ‘‘Brambletye House’’ (anon.), 1826; 
“‘The Tor Hill’’ (anon.), 1826; ‘‘Reuben Apsley’’ (anon.), 1827; ‘‘Tales of the Great 
St. Bernard,’’ 1828; ‘‘Zillah’’ (anon.), 1828; ‘‘The New Forest’’ (anon.), 1829; 
‘‘Walter Colyton’”’ (anon.), 18380; ‘‘Midsummer Medley for 1830,’’ 1880; ‘‘Festivals, 
Games and Amusements,’’ 1831; ‘‘Tales of the Harly Ages’’ (anon.), 1832; ‘‘Gale 
Middleton’’ (anon.), 1883; ‘‘The Involuntary Prophet’’ (anon.), 1835; ‘‘The Tin 
Trumpet’’ (under pseud. ‘‘Paul Chatfield, M. D.’’), 1836; ‘‘Jane Lomax’’ (anon.), 
1838; ‘‘The Moneyed Man,’’ 1841; ‘‘Adam Brown’’ (anon.), 1843; ‘‘Arthur Arundel’’ 
(anon.), 1844; ‘‘Love and Mesmerism,’’ 1845; ‘‘Poetical Works’’ (2 vols.), 1846. 
He edited: James Smith’s ‘‘Memoirs,’’ 1840; ‘‘Oliver Cromwell,’’ 1840; J. Smith’s 
“<Comic Miscellanies,’’ 1841; Dr. Macarthy’s ‘‘Massaniello,’’ 1842.—Suarp, R. Far- 
QUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 261. 


PERSONAL strange fellow; but is it not odd,that the 


Mr. Shelley said to me once, “‘I know not 
what Horace Smith must take me for some- 
times: I am afraid he must think me-.a 


only truly generous person I ever knew, who 
had money to be generous with, should bea 
stockbroker! and he writes poetry too,”’ 
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continued Mr. Shelley, his voice rising in 
a fervour of astonishment—‘‘he writes 
poetry and pastoral dramas, and yet knows 
how to make money,and does make it, and 
is still generous.’’—Hunt, LEIGH, 1828, 
Lord Byron and Some of his Contempora- 
ries, vol. I, p. 21. 


All contemporary testimony respecting 
Horace Smith is unanimous as regards the 
beauty of his character, which was asso- 
ciated not only with wit, but with strong 
common-sense and justness of perception. 
His is a remarkable instance of a reputa- 
tion rescued from undue neglect by the 
perhaps excessive applause bestowed upon 
a single lucky hit. Thackeray wrote 
warmly of Smith’s truth and loyalty as 
a friend and, after his death, he frequently 
visited his daughters at Brighton; after 
the youngest of them he named his Laura 
in ‘‘Pendennis.’? — GARNETT, RICHARD, 
1898, Dictionary of National Biography, 
vol. LI, p. 54. 

GENERAL 

I think the ‘‘Rejected Addresses’’ by far 
the best thing of the kind since the 
‘‘Rolliad,’? and wish you had published 
them. Tell the author ‘‘I forgive him, 
were he twenty times over a satirist ;’’ 
and think his imitations not at all inferior 
to the famous ones of Hawkins Browne. 
He must be a man of very lively wit, 
and less scurrilous than wits often are: 
altogether, I very much admire the per- 
formance, and wish it all success.—By- 
RON, LorD, 1812, Letter to Mr. Murray, 


Oct. 19: 

Wit and sense, 
Virtue and human knowledge, all that might 
Make this dull world a business of delight, 
Are all combined in Horace Smith. 
—SHELLEY, Percy ByssHE, 1820, Letter 
to Maria Gisborne. 


Horace Smith is a very clever writer 
in light verse. I do not think we have 
a better.—SouTHEY, Ropert, 1830, To 
Caroline Bowles, Feb. 15; The Correspond- 
ence of Robert Southey with Caroline Bowles, 
ed. Dowden, p. 183. 


Your goodness about Horace Smith re- 
bukes me, though you do not, for my spite- 
fulness; but really I bore ‘‘Zillah’’ in 
silence, having my heart full of wrath 
against that hard measure in the Quarterly 
Review, and would not have breathed one 
word of my secret thoughts, though he had 
gone on cockneyfying all antiquity; but 
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when he invaded mine own territory, mine 
own dear Forest, where he dared get up a 
lion hunt in one of its quiet glades, which 
never echoed to any sound more terrible 
than ‘‘Come home, Willy poor Willy’’ (the 
beautiful deer call), I could bear it no 
longer. —BowLEs, CAROLINE, 1830, To 
Robert Southey, Feb. 20; The Correspond- 
ence of Robert Southey with Caroline Bowles, 
ed. Dowden, p. 185. 

But his imitations in the ‘‘Rejected Ad- 
dresses,’’ his parodies of Horace, and his 
lyrical contributions to the literary maga- 
zines, show him to be not only an admirable 
versifier, but a possessor of the sense of 
beauty and a most poetical fancy. His 
powers are versatile, and he has shown 
himself able to master any style with which 
he has chosen to grapple.—GRISWOLD, 
Rurus W., 1844, The Poets and Poetry 


of England in the Nineteenth Century, 
p. 141. 


The crowning triumph of his skill, the 
piece which outweighs all else that he ever 
wrote, is the surprising ‘‘Tale of Drury 
Lane,by W.S.” The verse has the energy, 
the vividness, the very turn and rhythm of 
Sir Walter’s. The genius of parody could 
not farther go; Calverley has, indeed, 
done as well, but no man has done better. 
Horace, however, was not always successful 
inhis bantering. His lines after the man- 
ner of ‘‘Childe Harold’ lack vigour and 
point; his attempted reproduction of 
Johnsonese English is singularly flat; and 
“Drury’s Dirge, by Laura Matilda,’’ pro- 
vokes a comparison which it cannot sus- 
tain with Swift’s ‘‘Verses by a Lady of 
Quality.’’ Worst of all is the closing 
piece, ‘‘Punch’s Apotheosis,’’ apparently 
written in imitation of Theodore Hook’s 
rattling and careless rhymes. This essay 
in doggerel is,indeed,so vulgar and inane, 
—the words which the author places in 
the mouths of Othello and Hamlet, and 
Romeo and Juliet, are such an outrage on 
good taste, that it is hard to conceive how 
Horace Smith could have lowered himself 
to writing it—harder still to understand 
how, having written it, he allowed it to re- 
main in its present place. WHYTE, WAL- 
TER, 1894, The Poets and the Poetry of the 
Century, Humour, Society, Parody and 
Occasional Verse, ed. Miles, p. 141. 

The familiar volume of ‘‘Rejected Ad- 
dresses’’ is usually regarded as a store- 
house of wit. As a collection, however, it 
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suffers rather from the limitation of 
its subject-matter, which is strictly dra- 
matic, and of belonging to a particular 
period. There is perhaps not much in it 
which can rank as first-rate humorous 
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writing. Most of us know more brilliant 
lines and classical phrases from the book, 
than complete poems which we care to 
quote.—PowELL, G. H., 1894, ed. Musa 
Jocosa, p. 25. 


Anne Bronté 
1820-1849 


Anne Bronté: pseudonym Acton Bell. 


Born at Thornton, Yorkshire, England, 1820; 


died at Scarborough, England, May 28, 1849. An English novelist and poet, sister of 


Charlotte Bronté. She wrote 


‘“Agnes Grey’’ (1847), ‘‘The Tenant of Wildfell Hall’’ 


(1848), and ‘‘Poems’’ (1846, by ‘‘Currer, Ellis, and Acton Bell’’).—Smiru, BENJAMIN 
E., ed., 1894-97, The Century Cyclopedia of Names, p. 186. 


PERSONAL 
It is a wind-swept resting-place, well 
within sight and sound of the sea. St. 
Mary’s is the parish church for Scar- 
borough, and its exact location is at one 
side of the rocky acclivity that separates 
the two ‘‘bays.’’ It is a hoary old edifice 
in a hoary old setting. The one atom of 
‘‘newness’’ that I could discern—1. e., the 
obvious fact that the stone marking the 
tomb of ‘‘the gentlest and Jeast assertive 
of the three sisters’’ had lately been re- 
painted a startling white—jarred upon me 
not a little. The black now stands out 
wonderfully clear and distinct in the awful- 
ness of its simplicity— 
HERE LIE THE REMAINS OF 
ANNE BRONTE, 
Daughter of The Rev. P. Bronté, 
Incumbent of Haworth, Yorkshire, 
She Died, Aged 28, May 28th, 1849. 
In her death as in her life, Anne Bronté 
was one of the exceptions. She alone of 
the Bronté daughters was not borne from 
the Rectory tothe churchyard at Haworth 
by that melancholy doorway which was 
‘reserved for the passage of the dead.”’ 
Instead, she sleeps by the side of the never 
resting surge.—STANDING, PERCY Cross, 
1897, At the Grave of Anne Bronte, The 
English Illustrated Magazine, vol. 17, pp. 


525, 527. 
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The ‘‘Tenant of Wildfell Hall,’’ which 
deserves perhaps a little more notice and 
recognition than it has ever received. It 
is ludicrously weak, palpably unreal, and 
apparently imitative, whenever it reminds 
the reader that it was written by a sister 
of Charlotte and Emily Bronté, but as a 
study of utterly flaccid and invertebrate 
immorality it bears signs of more faithful 


transcription from life than anything in 
«Jane Kyre’”’ or “Wuthering Heights.”— 
SWINBURNE, ALGERNON CHARLES, 1886, 
Miscellanies, p. 264. 

Anne was not in any sense a writer of 
genius. Her ‘‘Agnes Grey’’ was succeeded 
by ‘‘The Tenant of Wildfell Hall,’’ but 
neither of these stories exhibits special 
powers.—CAINE, HALL, 1887, Celebrities 
of the Century, ed. Sanders, p. 175. 

It can scarcely be doubted that Anne 
Bronté’s two novels, ‘‘Agnes Grey’’ and 
“‘The Tenant of Wildfell Hall,’’ would have 
long since fallen into oblivion but for the 
inevitable association with the romances 
of her two greater sisters. . Itis not 
generally known that‘‘The Tenant of Wild- 
fell Hall’’ went into a second edition the 
same year; and I should have pronounced 
it incredible, were not a copy of the later 
issue in my possession, and Anne Bronté 
had actually written a preface to this 
edition. The fact is entirely ignored in 
the correspondence. The preface in 
question makes it quite clear, if any 
evidence of that were necessary, that 
Anne had her brother in mind in writing 
the book. ‘‘I could not be understood to 
suppose, ’’ she says, ‘‘that the proceedings 
of the unhappy scapegrace, with his few 
profligate companions I have here intro- 
duced, are a specimen of the common 
practices of society: the case is an ex- 
treme one, as I trusted none would fail to 
perceive; but I knew that such characters 
do exist, and if I have warned one rash 
youth from following in their steps, or 
prevented one thoughtless girl from falling 
into the very natural error of my heroine, 
the book has not been written in vain.”’ 
‘One word more and I have done,’’ she 
continues. ‘‘Respecting the author’s 
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identity, I would have it to be distinctly 
understood that Acton Bell is neither 
Currer nor Ellis Bell, and, therefore, let not 
his faults be attributed to them. As to 
whether the name is real or fictitious, it 
cannot greatly signify to those who know 
him only by his works.’’—SHORTER, CLEM- 
ENT K., 1896, Charlotte Bronté and her 
Circle, pp. 181, 184. 

As for the gentle Anne, she remains— 
well, just the gentle Anne—pious, patient 
and trustful. Her talent was of that 
evangelical, pietistic type which never 
lacks a certain gracefulness and never 
rises above ‘a certain intellectual level. 
Had she livedin our day her novels would 
have attracted little attention, and her 
poetry would hardly have found admission 
into any first-class magazine. It remains 
clear as ever that her immortality is due 
to her sisters. Upon those bright twin- 
stars many telescopes are turned,and then 
there swims into the beholder’s view this 
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third, mild-shining star of the tenth magni- 
tude, which otherwise would have remained 
invisible. It follows that Anne will 
always have a place assigned her in the 
chart of the literary heavens. Nothing, 
however, is ever likely to occur either to 
heighten our estimate of her literary 
ability or to lessen the affection which 
her character inspires. —MAcKAy, ANGUS 
M., 1897, The Brontés, Fact and Fiction, 


p. 20. 


It will be convenient to take the work 
of the three sisters in the reverse order. 
That of Anne Bronté may be speedily dis- 
missed. She was a gentle, delicate creature 
both in mind and body; and but for her 
greater sisters her writings would now be 
forgotten. Her pleasing but commonplace 
tale of ‘‘Agnes Grey’’ was followed by 
“The Tenant of Wildfell Hall,’’ in which 
she attempted, without success, to depict 
a profligate. —WALKER, HuGu, 1897, The 
Age of Tennyson, p. 102. 


James Clarence Mangan 
1803-1849 
James Clarence Mangan was born in Dublin in 1808. His father was a grocer, and 


became bankrupt. 


At the age of fifteen James entered a scrivener’s office, and seven 


years later he became a solicitor’s clerk, in which occupation he spent three years. 
Concerning this period he wrote: ‘‘I was obliged to work seven years of the ten from 
five in the morning, winter and summer, to eleven at night; and during the remaining 
three years nothing but a special providence could have saved me from suicide.’’ The 
misery of his situation drove him to drink, and he was also an opium-eater. At about 
the age of twenty-five, just after a grievous disappointment in love, he became connected 
with the library of Trinity College, Dublin, where he acquired a knowledge of many 
languages, including several Oriental tongues, and from nearly all of them he made 
poetical translations, some of which ara said to surpass the originals. These trans- 
lations, together with numerous short original poems, were published in an illustrated 
weekly in Dublin, and afterward in the penny journals and the famous ‘‘Nation,’’ and 
finally Mangan became a regular contributor to the ‘‘Dublin University Magazine.’’ 
His heart was with the revolutionary movement of 1842-48, and he wrote several 
ringing ballads to help it on. Broken down by his intemperate. habits, he died in 
a hospital in Dublin, June 20, 1849.—JouHNson, Rossiter, 1875, Little Classics, 
Authors, p.169. 


PERSONAL And tell how now, amid wreck and sorrow, 


Roll on, my song, and to after ages 
Tell how, disdaining all earth can give, 
He would have taught men, from wisdom’s 


pages, 
The way to live. 
And tell how trampled, derided, hated, 
And worn by weakness, disease, and wrong, 
He fled for shelter to God, who mated 
His soul with song— 
With song which always, sublime or vapid, 
Flowed like a rill in the morning-beam, 
Perchance not deep, but intense and rapid— 
A mountain stream. 


And want, and sickness, and houseless nights, 
He bides in calmness the silent morrow, 
That no ray lights. 
And lives he still, then? Yes! Old and hoary 
At thirty-nine, from despair and woe, 
He lives, enduring what future story 
Will never know. 
Him grant a grave to, ye pitying noble, 
Deep in your bosoms! There let him dwell! 
He, too, had tears for all souls in trouble, 
Here and in hell. 
—MANGAN, JAMES CLARENCE, 1842, The 
Nameless One. 
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Behold him passing through our streets 
with a quick yet shuffling gait, as if some 
uneasiness hurried him onward, pausing 
not, looking not to the right or left, until 
brought suddenly to a full stop before a 
bookstand. See how eagerly he searches 
there for some old volume of German 
black-letter. If it is found, and his finances 
can secure its purchase, lo! what a flash 
of joyous feeling lights up those before 
heavy and lustrelesseyes! He passes on- 
ward, his pace quickening to a run, until, in 
the solitude of his lonely chamber, he can 
commune with his new treasure. Clarence 
Mangan was about five feet six in height, 
thin even to emaciation, and slightly 
stooped in the shoulders, like many men 
of studious habits and close application. 
In his dress the eccentricity of his mind 
was outwardly displayed. His coat, the 
very little coat, tightly buttoned, was 
neither a frock coat, dress coat, morn- 
ing coat,nor shooting coat, and yet seemed 
to partake of the fashioning of all four. 
Sometimes, however, it was covered with a 
blue cloak, the tightest cloak to the form 
that can be imagined, in which every at- 
tempt at the bias cut that gives a free 
flowing drapery was rigidly eschewed. 
But it was in the article of hats that poor 
Clarence’s eccentric fancy was especially 
shown. Such aquaint-shaped crown,such 
a high, wide-boated leaf as he fancied, has 
rarely been seen off the stage.—PRICE, 
JAMES, 1849, Recollections of Mangan, 
Dublin Evening Packet. 


In the month of June, 1849, the cholera 
morbus raged in Dublin; temporary hos- 
pitals were erected by the Board of Health 
for the reception of pauper sufferers from 
this district, and servants of the Board 
were despatched with carts to all parts of 
the city for the purpose of bringing to 
those hospitals the persons attacked by this 
dreadful epidemic. While searching for 
this purpose in an obscure portion of 
Dublin, the servants of the Board of Health 
were informed that the tenant of a single 
room, in one of the most wretched houses 
of the neighbourhood, had been for some 
time confined to his bed, and was supposed 
to be suffering from cholera morbus. 
They ascended to the lodging thus in- 
dicated, and there, stretched on a wretched 
pallet, and surrounded by proofs of the most 
squalid misery, they found the wretched 
form of aman, insensible from exhaustion. 


601 


Believing that he was reduced to this 
state by cholera, the servants of the Board 
of Health placed the sufferer in their cart, 
and conveyed him to the North Dublin 
Union cholera sheds. In this miserable 
wreck of hunger and misery the attendant 
physician recognised James Clarence 
Mangan. Upon examination it was found 
that his disease was not cholera, but abso- 
lute starvation. He was immediately 
transmitted to the Meath Hospital, where 
everything that skill and kindness could 
suggest for the purpose of reviving the 
expiring spark of life was attempted—and 
attemptedinvain. This unfortunate child 
of genius sank hourly, and died shortly 
after his admission to the hospital, ex- 
hibiting, to the last, his gentle nature, in 
repeated apologies for the trouble he gave, 
and constant thanks for the attentions and 
assistance afforded to him.—ELLIs, HER- 
CULES, 1850, ed., Romances and Ballads 
of Ireland 


Mangan was not only an Irishman, —not 
only an Irish papist,—not only an Irish 
papist rebel ;—but throughout his whole 
literary life of twenty years, he never 
deigned to attorn to English criticism, 
never published a line in any English 
periodical, or through any English book- 
seller, never seemed to be aware that there 
was a British public to please. He wasa 
rebel politically, and a rebel intellectually 
and spiritually,—a rebel with his whole 
heart and soul against the whole British 
spirit of the age. The consequence was 
sure, and not unexpected. Hardly anybody 
in England knew the name of such a per- 
son. . . . The first time the present 
biographer saw Clarence Mangan, it was 
in this wise—Being in the college library, 
and having occasion for a book in that 
gloomy apartment of the institution 
called the ‘‘Fagel Library,’’ which is the 
innermost recess of the stately building, 
an acquaintance pointed out to me a man 
perched on the top of a ladder, with the 
whispered information that the figure was 
Clarence Mangan. It was an unearthy and 
ghostly figure, in a brown garment; the 
same garment (to all appearance) which 
lasted till the day of his death. The 
blanched hair was totally unkept; the 
corpse-like features still as marble; a 
large book was in his arms, and all 
his soul was in the book. I had never 
heard of Clarence Mangan before, and 
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knew not for what he was celebrated; 
whether as a magician, a poet, or a 
murderer ; yet [I] took a volume and spread 
it on a table, not to read, but with pretence 
of reading to gaze on the spectral creature 
upon the ladder. Here Mangan laboured 
mechanically, and dreamed, roosting on 
a ladder, for certain months, perhaps 
years; carrying the proceeds in money to 
his mother’s poor home, storing in his 
memory the proceeds which were not in 
money but in another kind of ore, which 
might feed the imagination indeed, but was 
not available for board and lodging. All 
this time he was the bond-slave of opium. 
—MITCHEL, JOHN, 1859, ed., Poems by 
James Clarence Mangan, Memoir, pp. 8, 138. 


When he emerged into daylight he was 
dressed in a blue cloak, midsummer or 
midwinter, and a hat of fantastic shape, 
under which golden hair as fine and silky 
as a woman’s hung in unkempt tangles, 
and deep blue eyes lighted a face as 
colourless as parchment. He looked like 
a spectre of some German romance, rather 
than a living creature.—Durry, Sir 
CHARLES GAVAN, 1880, Young Ireland, 
js AMG 


His comrades were strange shadows, the 
bodyless creations wherein his ecstasy was 
most cunning. Phantoms trooped to him 
from the twilignt land, lured, as Ulysses 
lured the ghosts of Hades. . . .°We 
seem to see him hurrying on his life, most 
melancholy journey, as they saw him glid- 
ing through the Dublin streets like the 
embodiment of the weird fancies of Hoff- 
mann,a new student Anselmus, haunted by 
the eyes of a visionary Veronica, or buried 
among books, as Mitchel first found him, 
his brain, like a pure flame refining all he 
read and transmuting it to something rich 
and strange. . . . Of his real life, 
the existence burning itself fiercely out 
behind that ghastly mask, few knew any- 
thing, but it was not allunhappy. He had 
loved and been loved; there were moments 
in his wasted existence, even long inter- 
vals, of calm and peace. But Mangan’s 
life is one of unmitigated gloom. 

Life was to Mangan one long interval. 
“No one wish of his heart,’’ says Mitchel, 
“was ever fulfilled; no aspiration satis- 
fied.”’ If he could have faced 
the denials of destiny with an austere 
renunciation, if he could have opposed a 
monastic fortitude to the buffets of the 
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world, his might have been a serener if 
not a happier story. But a passionate 
longing after the ideal drove him to those 
deadly essences which fed for a time the 
hot flame of his genius at the price of his 
health, his reason, and his life. Genius and 
misery have been bed-fellows and board- 
brothers often enough, but they have 
seldom indeed been yoked together under 
conditions as tragic as those which make 
Mangan’s story a record of despair.— 
McCartuy, JusTIN HuNTLY, Hours with 
Great Irishmen. 


From cradle te coffin ‘‘Melancholy 
marked him for her own,’’ and his heart 
always knew its own bitterness. Infinitely 
sensitive, of a fragile and tremulous spirit, 
the harshness of the world was his master, 
and from the first he succumbed to what- 
ever miseries, real or imagined, came his 
way. The story of his life is a story of 
persistent gloom and grayness, peopled by 
phantoms and phantasies of sorrow: he 
was a born dreamer of dreams,and passed 
his days in a kind of penumbra. He was 
gentle and grotesque, eccentric and lov- 
able: but much of a mystery to all and to 
himself. Fit for nothing but literature, 
and passionately enamoured of it, he was a 
desultory, uncertain, capricious writer: 
always a student with a true love of learn- 
ing, his knowledge was casual, imperfect, 
hardly ascholar’s. Further, it was a part 
of his strange nature to be innocently in- 
sincere, or inventive, or imaginative, about 
himself and his: there was ‘‘a deal of 
Ariel, just a streak of Puck’’ in his com- 
position, and he throws dust in the eyes of 
his readers, who vainly try to ascertain 
the precise measure of truth and actuality 
in his personal or literary statements. 
With all his devotion to letters and learn- 
ing, he was incapable of exercising a pro- 
longed and constant energy: it was not in 
him to concentrate and control his powers. 
When he wrote without inspiration, but in 
obedience to some external call or need, 
he wrote either with a strong and arid 
rhetoric or with a somewhat ghastly air 
of mocking merriment and jesting cyni- 
cism: and so little could he command his 
imagination that almost the whole of his 
greatest and most perfect work owes its 
inception to the work—often the inferior 
work — of others.—JOHNSON, LIONEL, 
1900, A Treasury of Irish Poetry, eds. 
Brooke and Rolleston, p. 241. 
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GENERAL 

Various and curious are thy strains, O Clar- 
ence Mangan! 

Rhyming and chiming in a very odd way: 

Rhyming and chiming — the like of them no 
man can 

Easily find a long summer’s day! 

For the true Irish metre is full of tricks and 
rogueries, 

Slipping from your fingers at unawares; 

Sometimes full of fun, and frolicing and 
rollicking, 

Sometimes pensive and full of cares. 


Thou, too, art a Bard—and thy Spirit’s River 

Is fed by each streamlet from her founts of 
Song; 

Pure thro’ her frowning glens it glides in 
darkness, 

It sparkles in her sunshine pure and strong. 

—FITZGERALD, WILLIAM, 1847, Dublin Uni- 

versity Magazine. 

I believe there isin these United States 
quite enough of the Celtic blood and 
warmth of temperament, enough too of the 
true Gaelic ear for melody, to recognize in 
the poems of Mangan that marvellous 
charm which makes him the household and 
heart-enshrined darling of many an Irish 
home. I have never yet met a cultivated 
Irishman or woman, of genuine Irish 
nature, who did not prize Clarence Mangan 
above all the poets that their island of 
song ever nursed. This one fact,singular 
as it must needs appear to the Duyckincks, 
makes it worth whilesurely to understand 
with what wand of power, and what musical 
incantations he wrought so wondrous a 
magic.—MITCHEL, JOHN, 1859, ed., Poems 
by James Clarence Mangan, Memoir, p. 8. 

He is inimitable—the very prince of 
translators. He isamong the few writers 
of any time or country who have succeeded 
in transfusing into their own language 

‘not merely the literal meaning, graces of 
style, and musical movement of foreign 
poems, but also their true spirit and sug- 
gestiveness. Often his translation far 
surpasses the original. He was a most 
accomplished linguist, and translated from 
the Irish, French, German, Spanish, Italian, 
Danish, as well as Turkish and other 
Asiatic tongues.—MurRRAY, JOHN KANE, 
1877-84, Lessons in English Literature, 
p. 367. 

In many respects, both in life and 
genius, Mangan bears a resemblance to 
Hdgar A. Poe, and, if he did not achieve 
a single marked success like‘*The Raven,’’ 
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his poetical faculty was of the same sombre 
sort, and his command of original and 
musical rhythm almost equally great. . . . 
His original poems are quite few in num- 
ber, but display the same command of 
original and powerful rhythm and impres- 
sive diction as his translations, while 
their spirit of hopelessness is beyond any 
artificial pathos. There is hardly anything 
more profoundly affecting in English 
literature than such a poem as “‘The Name- 
less One,’’ read with a knowledge of the 
life of which it was a confession; and it 
is the more impressive that it has no 
bitterness nor maudlin arraignment of 
fortune, such as is apparent in much of the 
poetry of genius wrecked by its own 
errors. His political odes were those of 
a dreamer of noble things for his country, 
rather than of practical knowledge or 
faith, notwithstanding their exalted and 
noble sentiment, and in all things except 
his personal misery he was not of the 
actual life of the world.—WiIL.iams, AL- 
FRED M., 1881, The Poets and Poetry of 
Ireland, pp. 325, 328. 


He was one of the most artistic and 
musical of the poets of the present 
century, yet his verses are but little 
known.—RybDeEr, ELiot, 1881, The House- 
hold Library of Catholic Poets, p. 46. 


Ireland has not yet found a Burns to im- 
mortalise her national airs any more than 
she has a Scott to vivify her ancient story ; 
yet among her sons have been many true 
singers, the most original,if not the great- 
est, of whom is Mangan. - In 1845, 
under the title of ‘‘ Anthologia Germania, ”’ 
he published two volumes of translations 
from the German, and in them much of 
his best work is to be found. His render- 
ings from the Irish, on the other hand, 
which were issued in two posthumous 
publications, are very disappointing and 
inferior; generally they are poor in execu- 
tion and spiritless in tone, while in the 
mystic and weird minstrelsy of the Teuton, 
Mangan found a longing for something 
beyond this life akin to his own vague 
aspirations. . . Great as his merits 
undoubtedly are, Mangan has been so over- 
praised by his countrymen, who have 
endeavoured to give a political colouring 
to his writings, that English critics have 
been prejudiced against him, and have 
deemed him a mere provincial poetaster. 
As an original poet, it is difficult to assign 


604 


him as high a rank as his countrymen 
claim, but as a translator his merits are 
great; no one has transmitted the spirit 
of German ballad lore better than Mangan 
has, often, indeed, giving it a charm 
greater than the original possesses. —IN- 
GRAM, JOHN H., 1894, The Poets and the 
Poetry of the Century, John Keats to Lord 
Lytton, ed. Miles, pp. 453, 457, 458. 


Is one of those Irishmen with regard to 
whose work a wide difference of opinion 
exists between his countrymen and Eng- 
lish critics. He had certainly an ear for 
verse and a gift for making it, and if his 
equipment of ideas had been porportionate 
he would have been a great poet. His 
weakness is that, while he can say things 
pleasantly, he has but little to say.— 
Waker, Hucu, 1897, The Age of Tenny- 
son, p. 66. 

Several references have already been 
made to Mangan’s incorrigible love of 
unusual and difficult rhymes and com- 
plicated metres, and it has been shown 
that the concoction of mere rhymes had 
been a favourite pastime with him from 
youth. He clearly found the early habit 
ineradicable, and abandoned it only in his 
last days when he had themes which moved 
his very soul. Then the notes of the organ, 
the trumpet tones of his higher self would 
roll forth in majesty and power. So 
much of his poetical work is characterised 
or,as may be held, defaced by intellectual 
jugglery, that of his eight hundred and 
more poems, about three hundred only are 
worthy of preservation. If he is never 
prosaic, he is too often eccentric. . . 
Mangan’s position in Irish poetry is a 
matter of difference of opinion among 
Irishmen. Even many of those who ad- 
mire his work extremely are not altogether 
disposed to place him above Moore. Yet 
in lyrical power and range, vigour of ex- 
pression, variety of treatment, originality 
of form, mastery of technique, keenness 
of perception, and in other qualities, 
Mangan seems to be quite unapproached 
by any Irish poet. Some of these qualities 
are possessed in a greater degree by other 
Irish poets, but in none are they combined 
in such perfection as in Mangan. Some 
attributes there are which Mangan lacks, 
or possesses only in a slender degree, and 
his perverseness in certain directions has 
been to no small extent detrimental to his 
reputation; but, with all deductions, it is 
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perfectly certain that no other Irish poet 
is his peer in sheer imaginative power or 
fertility of invention. Those who admire 
his writings at all must admire them 
warmly; indifference is impossible in such 
a case.—O’DonoGHUE, D. J., 1897, The 
Life and Writings of James Clarence Man- 
gan, pp. 199, 232. 


Mangan’s great work has never been 
overpraised: not so his less great. He 
was an Irishman writing English verse 
during the first half of the century: 
his wide and genuine if straggling culture, 
his range of literary interest, his technical 
mastery of verse, filled his audience with a 
feeling of novelty. It was a portent, a 
presage, of an outburst of Irish poetry in 
English verse such as had not before been 
heard: and it is not unnatural that 
Mangan’s poetry was received, is often 
still received, with too lavish an applause, 
too indiscriminate a welcome. Q 
The mass of Mangan’s poetry seems less 
miraculous and immaculate now than it 
semed half a century ago: then, he had 
scarce arival; since then, he has had many 
and worthy rivals, though none has sur- 
passed him. Words, rhymes, 
rhythms, were always ready at his call,and 
he fashioned of them things ingenious, 
things betraying infinite resource; the 
ability to create by their means things of 
the highest beauty, unspoiled by freak or 
whim, undulled by conventional rhetoric, 
things poetically pure, was his but once 
and again. It would be cruel to judge 
such a man by anything but his supreme 
achievements; to exalt unduly his lesser 
achievements is to endanger the just 
glory of the poet at his loftiest and love- 
liest height. Mangan wrote much that 
must always delight lovers of poetry and 
of Mangan, which is yet but a small part 
of his title to greatness; he wrote a little 
which is a possession for evermore of all 
who ‘‘love the highest when they see it.”” 
. .. Mangan’s flight is highest, his music is 
noblest, when ancient Ireland speaks to 
him of her glories, her sorrows, her hopes. 
He is the poet of much else that is im- 
perishable; but above all he ig the poet 
of a poem foremost among the world’s 
poems of inspired patriotism. It were 
enough for Mangan’s fame that he is the 
poet of the ‘‘Dark Rosaleen.’’—JouNson, 
LIONEL, 1900, A Treasury of Irish Poetry, 
eds. Brooke and Rolleston, pp.248, 248, 249. 
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William Wordsworth 
1770-1850 


Born, at Cockermouth, Cumberland, 7 April 1770. Early education at Hawkshead 
Grammar School, 1778-87. Matric. St. John’s Coll., Camb., Oct. 1787; B. A., 1791. 
Travelled on Continent, July to Oct., 1790. Visited Paris, Nov. 1791. Settled with 
his sister near Crewkerne, Dorsetshire, autumn of 1795. First visit from Coleridge, 
June 1797. Removed to Alfoxden, Nether Stowey, Somersetshire, July 1797. Friend- 
ship with Charles Lamb and Hazlitt begun. In Bristol, 1798. In Germany, Sept. 1798 
to July 1799. Settled at Grasmere, Dec. 1799. Visit to France, July to Aug. 1802. 
Married Mary Hutchinson, 4 Oct. 1802. Friendship with Scott and Southey begun, 
1803. Removed to Coleorton, Leicestershire, 1806. Returned to Grasmere, 1808. 
Contrib. to ‘‘The Friend,’’? 1810. Removed to Rydal Mount, spring of 1813. Dis- 
tributor of stamps for Westmoreland, March 1813 to 1842. Visits to Continent, 1820, 
1823, 1828, 1837. Hon. D. C. L., Durham, 1888. Hon. D. C. L., Oxford, 12 June 
1839. Crown Pension, 1842. Poet Laureate, 1843. Died, at Rydal Mount, 23 April 
1850. Buried in Grasmere Churchyard. Works: ‘‘An Evening Walk,’’ 1798; ‘‘De- 
scriptive Sketches in Verse,’? 1793; ‘‘Lyrical Ballads, with a few other Poems’’ (2 
vols.), 1798—1800; ‘‘Poems’’ (2 vols.), 1807; ‘‘On the Relations of Great Britain, 
Spain, and Portugal to each other,’’ 1809; ‘‘The Excursion,’’ 1814; ‘‘The White Doe 
of Rylstone,’’ 1815; ‘‘Poems’’ (3 vols.), 1815-20; ‘‘Thanksgiving Ode,’’ 1816; ‘‘Letter 
to a Friend of Robert Burns,’’ 1816; ‘‘Peter Bell,’’ 1819; ‘‘The Waggoner,’’ 1819; 
“‘The River Duddon,’’ 1820; ‘‘The Little Maid and the Gentleman; or, We are Seven’’ 
(anon.), [1820?]; ‘‘Memorials of a Tour on the Continent,’’ 1822; ‘‘Ecclesiastical 
Sketches, ’’ 1822; ‘‘Description of the Scenery of the Lakes in the North of England,”’ 
1822; ‘‘Yarrow Revisited,’’ 18385; ‘‘Sonnets,’’ 1888; ‘‘Poems,’’ 1842; ‘‘Poems on 
the Loss and Rebuilding of St. Mary’s Church,’’ by W. Wordsworth, J. Montgomery, 
and others, 1642; ‘‘Ode on the Installation of Prince Albert at Cambridge’’ [1847]; 
“The Prelude,’’? 1850. Collected Works: ‘‘Poetical Works,’’ ed. by E. Dowden (7 
vols.), 1892-98; ‘‘Prose Works,’ ed. by W. Knight (2 vols.), 1896. Life: by C. 
Wordsworth, 1851; by E. P. Hood, 1856; by J. M. Sutherland, 2nd edn., 1892.— 
SHARP, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 304. 


PERSONAL I could, but when I saw the two men run- 


{I visited] Alfoxden, a country seat 
occupied by a Mr. Wordsworth, of living 
men one of the greatest—at least, Cole- 
ridge, who has seen most of the great men 
of this country says he is; and 1, who have 
seen Wordsworth again since, am inclined 
very highly to estimate him. He has 
certainly physiognomical traits of genius. 
He has a high manly forehead, a full and 

_comprehensive eye, a strong nose to sup- 
port the superstructure, and altogether a 
very pleasing and striking countenance. — 
REYNALL, RICHARD, 1797, Unpublished 
Letters of S. T. Coleridge, Illustrated Lon- 
don News, April 22, 1898. 

On Monday, 4th October 1802, my brother 
William was married to Mary Hutchinson. 
I slept a good deal of the night, and rose 
fresh and well inthemorning. Atalittle 
after eight o’clock, I saw them go down 
the avenue towards the church. William 
had parted from me upstairs. When they 
were absent, my dear little Sara prepared 
the breakfast. I kept myself as quiet as 


ning up the walk, coming to tell us it was 
over,I could stand it no longer,and threw 
myself on the bed, where I lay in stillness, 
neither hearing nor seeing anything till 
Sara came upstairs to me, and said, ‘‘They 
are coming.’’ This forced me from the 
bed where I lay, and I moved, I knew not 
how, straight forward, faster than my 
strength could carry me, till I met my 
beloved William, and fell upon his bosom. 
He and John Hutchinson led me to the 
house, and there I stayed to welcome my 
dear Mary. As soon as we had break- 
fasted, we departed. It rained when we 
set off.—WORDSWORTH, DoroTHY, 1802, 
Journals, vol. 1, p. 148. 

A visit from Wordsworth. His 
conversation was long and interesting. 
He spoke of his own poems with the just 
feeling of confidence which a sense of his 
own excellence gives him. He is now con- 
vinced that he never can derive emolument 
from them; but, being independent, he 
willingly gives up allideaof doingso. He 
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is persuaded that if men are to become 
better and wiser, the poems will sooner or 
later make their way.—ROBINSON, HENRY 
Craps, 1812, Diary, May 8; Diary, Rem- 
iniscences and Correspondence, vol.1, p.245. 

Wordsworth’s residence and mine are 
fifteen: miles asunder—a sufficient distance 
to preclude any frequent interchange of 
visits. I have known him nearly twenty 
years, and for about half that time in- 
timately. Thestrength and the character 
of his mind you see in ‘‘The Excursion ;”’ 
and his life does not belie his writings, for 
in every relation of life,and every point of 
view, he is a truly exemplary and admirable 
man. In conversation he is powerful be- 
yond any of his cotemporaries; and as a 
poet—I speak not from the partiality of 
friendship, nor because we have been so 
absurdly held up as both writing upon one 
concerted system of poetry, but with the 
most deliberate exercise of impartial judg- 
ment whereof I am capable, when I declare 
my full conviction that posterity will rank 
him with Milton.—Soutury, Rosert, 
1814, Letter to Bernard Barton, Dec. 19; 
Infe and Correspondence, ed. C. C. Southey. 


There seemed to me, in his first appear- 
ance, something grave almost to austerity, 
and the deep tones of his voice added 
strength to that impression of him. There 
was not visible about him the same easy 
and disengaged air that so immediately 
charmed me in Southey—his mind seemed 
to require an effort to awaken itself 
thoroughly from some brooding train of 
thought, and his manner, as I felt at least, 
at first reluctantly relaxed into blandness 
and urbanity. The features of 
Wordsworth’s face are strong and high, 
almost harsh and severe—and his eyes 
have, when he is silent, a dim, thoughtful, 
Thad nearly said melancholy expression— 
so that when a smile takes possession of 
his countenance, it is indeed the most 
powerful smile I ever saw. . Never 
saw I a countenance in which Contempla- 
tion so reigns. His brow is very lofty— 
and his dark brown hair seems worn away, 
as it were, by thought, so thinly is it spread 
over his temples. The colour of his face 
is almost sallow; but it is not the sallow- 
ness of confinement or ill-health,it speaks 
rather of therude and boisterous greeting 
of the mountain-weather. — LOCKHART, 
JOHN Gipson, 1819, Letters from the Lakes, 
Blackwood’s Magazine. vol. 4, pp.'739, 740. 
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An extremely pleasant drive of sixteen 

miles brought me to Words- 
worth’s door, on a little elevation, com- 
manding a view of Rydal water. . . 
It is claimed to be the most beauti- 
ful spot and the finest prospect in the 
lake country, and, even if there be 
finer, it would be an ungrateful thing 
to remember them here, where, if any- 
where, the eye and the heart ought to be 
satisfied. Wordsworth knew from Southey 
that I was coming, and therefore met me 
at the door and received me heartily. He is 
about fifty-three or four, with a tall, 
ample, well-proportioned frame, a grave 
and tranquil manner, a Roman cast of ap- 
pearance, and Roman dignity and simplic- 
ity. He presented me to his wife, a good, 
very plain woman, who seems to regard 
him with reverence and affection, and to 
his sister,not much younger than himself, 
with a good deal of spirit and, I should 
think, more than common talent and 
knowledge. Iwas at home with them at 
once, and we went out like friends together 
to scramble up the mountains, and enjoy 
the prospects and scenery. . . His 
conversation surprised me by being so 
different from all I had anticipated. It 
was exceedingly simple, strictly confined 
to subjects he understood familiarly, and 
more marked by plain good-sense than by 
anything else. When, however, he came 
upon poetry and reviews, he was the Khan 
of Tartary again, and talked as metaphysic- 
ally and extravagantly as ever Coleridge 
wrote; but excepting this, it was really 
a consolation to hearhim. It was best of 
all, though, to see how he is loved and re- 
spected in his family and neighborhood. 
. . . The peasantry treated him with 
marked respect, the children took off 
their hats to him, and a poor widow in the 
neighborhood sent to him to come and talk 
to her son, who had been behaving ill.— 
TICKNOR, GEORGE, 1819, Journal, March 
aN ie Life, Letters and Journals, vol. 1, 
p. 287, 


Coming to a brotherhood of firs, a gate 
opens into the grounds of the Poet. The 
house is hung with climbing shrubs, which 
flower around the windows, and twist them- 
selves together, in a mass upon the roof. 
We knocked at the glass door, through 
which I saw the Poet pass, mentioned our 
name to the servant, and were shown into 
a parlour by Mrs. Wordsworth,—a lady 


WILLIAM WORDSWORTH 


past the prime of womanhood, dressed in 
a purple silk pelisse, and straw bonnet. 
We seated ourselves on a sofa, and ex- 
pected the appearance of him whose name 
had been held up to so much ridicule and 
praise, by the two poetical factions, in the 
republic of letters. He came loosely care- 
lessly dressed, in white pantaloons anda 
short coat; his bosom open, a countenance 
dark and furrowed, a hawk’s nose, very 
similar to Southey’s, and drooping eyes, 
which seemed weak, as a green shade was 
lying on the table. 1 apologized for our 
intrusion, ascribing it to the desire we had 
of seeing the author of a work, to which 
we had owed many hours of pleasing and 
of elevated thought. He set us immedi- 
ately at ease, entering directly into affable 
conversation on the Lakes, the birds which 
frequent them, the plants peculiar to them, 
the season favourable for visiting them and 
then on streams, woods, waters, mountains, 
clouds, fields, torrents, and all that con- 
stitute the elements of poetry. He re- 
marked that the lapse of a river seen 
gleaming at a distance, harmonized with 
the heaven, which seemed to come down and 
blend with it in light and colour. 4 
Wordsworth, in appearance and conversa- 
tion, has nothing of that love of puerile 
simplicity, which is seen in his earlier 
writings. There is, on the contrary, a 
manly sense and vigour of conception, 
joined with much frankness and facility 
of manner.—WIFFEN, BrRoTHERS, 1819, 
Memoirs and Miscellanies, ed. Samuel 
Bowles Pattison. 

Wordsworth came at half-past eight, 
and stopped to breakfast. Talked a good 
deal. Spoke of Byron’s plagiarisms from 
him; the whole third canto of ‘‘Childe 
_ Harold’? founded on his style and senti- 

ments. The feeling of natural objects 
which is there expressed, not caught by B. 
from nature herself, but from him (Words- 
worth), and spoiled in the transmission ; 
“<Tintern Abbey’’ the source of it all, 
from which same poem, too, the celebrated 
passage about Solitude, in the first canto 
of ‘‘Childe Harold,’’ is (he said) taken, 
with this difference, that what is naturally 
expressed by him has been worked by 
Byron into a laboured and antithetical sort 
of declamation.—Moorg, THomAsS, 1820, 
Journal, Oct. 27; Memoirs, Journal and 
Correspondence, ed. Russell. 

Mr. Wordsworth, in his person,is above 
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the middle size, with marked features, and 
an air somewhat stately and Quixotic. He 
reminds one of some of Holbein’s heads, 
grave, saturnine, with a slight indication 
of sly humour, kept under by the manners 
of the age or by the pretensions of the 
person. He has a peculiar sweetness in 
his smile, and great depth and manliness 
and a rugged harmony, in the tones of his 
voice. His manner of reading his own 
poetry is particularly imposing; and in 
his favourite passages his eye beams with 
preternatural lustre, and the meaning 
labours slowly up from his swelling breast. 
No one who has seen him at these moments 
could go away with an impression that he 
was a “‘man of no mark or likelihood.’’ 
Perhaps the comment of his face and voice 
is necessary to convey a full idea of his 
poetry. His language may not be intel- 
ligible, but his manner is not to be mistaken. 
It is clear that he is either mad or inspired. 
—HAZLITT, WILLIAM, 1825, The Spirit of 
the Age, p. 129. 


More than all the ‘‘Excursion’’ and the 
Platonic Ode is developed in his domelike 
forehead. And his manner and conversa- 
tion are full of the pleasant playful sin- 
cerity and kindness which are so observ- 
able in his works. The utter absence of 
pretension in all he says and looks is very 
striking. He does not say many things 
to be remembered; and most of his ob- 
servations are chiefly noticeable for their 
delicate taste, strong good sense, and 
stout healthy diction, rather than for 
imagery or condensed principles of philos- 
ophy. You see in him the repose or the 
sport, but neither the harlequinade, nor 
the conflict of genius. I believe he has 
long turned the corner of life; and yet 
there is not about him the slightest ten- 
dency to be wearied or disgusted with 
human nature, or to be indifferent toward 
the common little objects, occurrences, 
and people round him. All his daily fire- 
side companionable sympathies are as sen- 
sitive and good-humoured as ever.—STER- 
LING, JOHN, 1828, Letters. 

I must say I never saw any manifesta- 
tion of small jealousy between Coleridge 
and Wordsworth; which . . . I thought 
uncommonly to the credit of both. Iam 
sure they entertained a thorough respect 
for each other’s intellectual endowments. 
Pr) Wordsworth was a single-minded 
man: with lessimagination thanColeridge, 
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but with a more harmonious judgment, 
and better balanced principles. Coleridge, 
conscious of his transcendent powers, 
rioted in a licence of tongue which no man 
couldtame. Wordsworth, though he could 
discourse most eloquent music, was never 
unwilling to sit still in Coleridge’s pres- 
ence, yet could be as happy in prattling 
with achild asin communing with a sage. 
If Wordsworth condescended to converse 
with me, he spoke to me as if I were his 
equal in mind, and made me pleased and 
proud in consequence. If Coleridge held 
me by the button, for lack of fitter audi- 
ence, he had a talent for making me feel 
his wisdom and my own stupidity; so that 
I was miserable and humiliated by the sense 
of it.—YOUNG, CHARLES MAYNE, 1828, 
Journal, July 6; Memoir by Julian Charles 
Young. 

I enjoyed the snatches I was able to 
have of Wordsworth’s conversation, and I 
think I had quite as much as was good for 
me. He has a good philosophical bust, a 
long, thin, gaunt face, much wrinkled and 
weatherbeaten: of the Curwen style of 
figure and face, but with a more cheerful 
and benevolent expression. —EDGEWORTH, 
MariA, 1829, To Mrs. Ruxton, Sept. 27; 
Letters, vol. 0, p. 167. 

I am just come home from breakfasting 
with Henry Taylor to meet Wordsworth; 
the same party as when he had Southey— 
Mill, Elliot, Charles Villiers. Wordsworth 
may be bordering on sixty; hard-featured, 
brown, wrinkled, with prominent teeth and 
a few scattered gray hairs, but neverthe- 
less not a disagreeable countenance. — 
GREVILLE, C. F.,1831, Memoirs, Feb. 25th. 

Well, when word came into the room of 
the splendid meteor, we all went out to 
view it; and, on the beautiful platform at 
Mount Rydale, we were all walking, in twos 
and threes, arm-in-arm, talking of the 
phenomenon, and admiring it. Now, be 
it remembered, that Wordsworth, Profes- 
sor Wilson, Lloyd,De Quincey, and myself, 
were present, besides several other liter- 
ary gentlemen, whose names I am not cer- 
tain that [remember aright. Miss Words- 
worth’s arm was in mine, and she was ex- 
pressing some fears that the splendid 
stranger might prove ominous, when I, by 
ill luck, blundered out the following re- 
mark, thinking that I was saying a good 
thing :—‘‘Hout, me’m it is neither mair 
nor less than joost a treeumphal airch, 
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raised in honour of the meeting of the 
poets.’? ‘‘That’s not amiss—eh? eh?— 
that’s very good,’’ said the Professor, 
laughing. But Wordsworth, who had De 
Quincey’s arm, gave a grunt,and turned on 
his heel, and leading the little opium- 
chewer aside, he addressed him in these 
disdainful and venomous words :—‘‘ Poets? 
poets? What does the fellow mean? 
Where are they?’’ Who could forgive 
this? For my partI never can, and never 
will! J admire Wordsworth; as who does 
not, whatever they may pretend? but for 
that short sentence I have a lingering ill- 
will at him which I cannot get rid of. It 
is surely presumption in any man to cir- 
cumscribe all human excellence within the 
narrow sphere of his own capacity. The 
“Where are they?” was too bad! I have 
always some hopes that De Quincey was 
leeing, for 1 did not myself hear Words- 
worth utter the words.—HoGc, JAMES, 
1832, Autobiography. 

North. How placid and profound the 
expression of the whole bard! The face 
is Miltonic—even to the very eyes ;—for 
though, thank Heaven, they are not blind, 
there is a dimness about the orbs. The 
temples I remember shaded with thin hair 
of an indescribable color, that in the sun- 
light seemed a kind of mild auburn—but 
now they are bare—and—nothing to break 
it—the height is majestic. No furrows— 
no wrinkles on that contemplative fore- 
head—the sky is without a cloud— 

“The image of a poet’s soul, 

How calm! how tranquil! how serene!’’ 

It faintly smiles. There is light and 
motion round the lips, as if they were about 
to discourse ‘‘most eloquent music.’’— 
WILSON, JOHN, 1832, Noctes Ambrosiane, 
Nov. 

After a while he (Professor Wilson) 
digressed to Wordsworth and Southey, 
and asked me if I was going to return by 
the Lakes. Iproposeddoingso. ‘‘I will 
give you letters to both, if you haven’t 
them. I lived a long time in that neigh- 
borhood, and know Wordsworth perhaps 
as well as any one. Many a day I have 
walked over the hills with him, and listened 
to his repetition of his own poetry.’’ 
. . . “Did Wordsworth repeat any other 
poetry than hisown?’’ ‘‘Never ina single 
instance to my knowledge. He is remarka- 
ble for the manner in which he is wrapped 
up in his own poetical life.’? . . . ‘*Was 
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the story true that was told in the 
papers of his seeing, for the first time, in 
a large company some new novel of Scott’s, 
in which there was a motto taken from his 
works; and that he went immediately to 
the shelf and took down one of his ‘own 
volumes and read the whole poem to the 
party, who were waiting for a reading of 
the new book?’’ ‘‘Perfectly true. It 
happened in this very house.’’—WILLIS, 
NATHANIEL PARKER, 1835, Pencilings by 
the Way. 

I went up to Oxford to the Commemora- 
tion, for the first time for twenty-one years, 
to see Wordsworth and Bunsen receive 
their degrees; and to me, remembering 
how old Coleridge inoculated a little knot 
of us with the love of Wordsworth, when 
his name was in general a byword, it was 
striking to witness the thunders of ap- 
plause, repeated over and over again, with 
which he was greeted in the theatre by 
Undergraduates and Masters of Arts alike. 
—ARNOLD, THOMAS, 1839, To Rev. G. 
Cornish, July 6; Life and Correspondence, 
ed. Stanley, vol. u, p. 146. 

Encouraged by the great inducement of 
seeing Mr. Bunsen and Mr. Wordsworth 
receive their honorary degrees at Oxford, 
my husband was tempted to go from Rugby 
to the Oxford Commemoration, and Jane 
and I were delighted to accompany him, 
though it could only be accomplished by 
getting up before day, and returning at 
night after all the excitement and fatigue 
of the theatre. But it was well worth 
while. Mr. Bunsen was received 
exceedingly well, and was I should suppose 
remarkably well-known for a foreigner; 

_but the thundering applause, from all 
quarters, when the name of Wordsworth 
was heard, and his venerable form was 

- geen advancing in the procession, I cannot 
at all describe. It was really delightful 
to see such a tribute to such aman. It 

was the public voice for once harmoniously 
joining to pay homage to goodness, and to 
talent, consistently employed in promot- 
ing the real happiness of his fellow- 
creatures. To us who know him so in- 
timately, and the true humility and sim- 
plicity of his character, it was very affect- 
ing and delightful, and I shall always re- 
joice that I was there.—ARNOLD, Mrs. 

Tuomas, 1839, Letter to Miss Trevenen, 

July. 

He was, upon the whole, not a well made 
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man. His legs were pointedly condemned 
by all female connoisseurs in legs; not 
that they were bad in any way which would 
force itself upon your notice—there was 
no absolute deformity about them ; and un- 
doubtedly they had been serviceable legs 
beyond the average standard of human req- 
uisition ; for I calculate, upon good data, 
that with these identical legs Wordsworth 
must have traversed a distance of 175,000 
to 180,000 English miles—a mode of ex- 
ertion which, to him, stood in the stead of 
alcohol and allother stimulants whatsoever 
be the animal spirits; to which, indeed, 
he was indebted for a life of unclouded 
happiness, and we for much of what is 
most excellent in his writings. But, use- 
ful as they have proved themselves, the 
Wordsworthian legs were certainly not 
ornamental; and it was really a pity, as I 
agreed with a lady in thinking, that he 
has not another pair for evening dress 
parties. I do not conceive that 
Wordsworth could have been an amiable 
boy; he was austere and unsocial, I have 
reason to think, in his habits; not gener- 
ous ; and not self-denying. Iam pretty cer- 
tain that no consideration would ever have 
induced Wordsworth to burden himself 
with a lady’s reticule, parasol, shawl, or 
anything exacting trouble and attention. 
Mighty must be the danger which would 
induce him to lead her horse by the bridle. 
Nor would he, without some demur, stop 
to offer his hand over a stile. Freedom— 
unlimited, careless, insolent freedom—un- 
occupied possession of his own arms—ab- 
solute control over his own legs and mo- 
tions—these have always been so essential 
to his comfort, that, in any case where they 
were likely to become questionable, he 
would have declined to make one of the 
party.—DrQuINcEY, THOMAS, 1839-54, 
The Lake Poets: William Wordsworth, 
Works, ed. Masson, vol. i, pp. 242, 262. 


Gurney Hoare brought us the good news 
that William Wordsworth was staying at 
old Mrs. Hoare’s; so thither he took us. 
He is a man of middle height and not of 
very striking appearance; the lower part 
of the face retreating a little; his eye of 
a somewhat French diplomatic character, 
with heavy eyelids, and none of the flash- 
ing which one connects with poetic genius. 
When speaking earnestly, his manner and 
voice become extremely energetic; and 
the peculiar emphasis, and even accent, 
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he throws into some of his words, add con- 

siderably to their force. He evidently 

loves the monologue style of conversation 

but shows great candor in giving due con- 

sideration to any remarks which others 

may make. His manner is simple, his 

general appearance that of the abstract 

thinker, whom his subject gradually warms 

into poetry.—Fox, CAROLINE, 1842, Mem- 

ories of Old Friends, ed. Pym, Journal, 

June 4, p. 1738. 

Just for x handful of silver he left us, 

Just fora riband to stick in his coat— 

Found the one gift of which fortune bereft 
US 

Last all the others she lets us devote; 

They, with gold to give, doled him out silver, 

So much was theits who so little allowed: 

How all our copper had gone for his service! 

Rags—were they purple, his heart had been 
proud! 

We that had loved him so, followed him, 
honored him, 

Lived in his mild and maguiticent ere, 

Learned his great language, caught his clear 
accents, 

Made him our pattern to live and to die! 

Shakespeare was of us, Milton was for us, 

Burns, Shelley, were with us—they watch 
from their graves! 

He alone breaks from the van and the free- 
men, 

—He alone sinks to the rear and the slaves! 

—BROWNING, ROBERT, 1842, The Lost 

Leader. 


There is, perhaps, no residence in Eng- 
land better known than that of William 
Wordsworth. Rydal Mount,where he has 
now lived for more than thirty years, is as 
perfectly poetical in its location as any 
poet could possibly conceive in his bright- 
est moment of inspiration. The 
immediate grounds in which his house 
stands are worthy of the country and the 
man. It is, as its name implies, a mount. 
Before the house opens a considerable plat- 
form, and around and beneath lie various 
terraces and descend various walks, wind- 
ing on amid a profusion of trees and lux- 
uriant evergreens. Beyond the house, you 
ascend various terraces, planted with trees 
now completely overshadowing them; and 
these terraces conduct you to a level above 
the house-top, and extent your view of the 
enchanting scenery on all sides. Above 
you tower the rocks and precipitous slopes 
of Nab-scar; and below you, embosomed 
in its trees, lies the richly ornate villa. 

The poet’s house, itself, is a 
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proper poet’s abode. It isat once modest, 
plain, yet tasteful and elegant. An or- 
dinary dining-room, a breakfast-room in 
the center, and alibrary beyond, form the 
chief apartments. There are a few pic- 
tures and busts,especially those of Scott 
and himself, a good engraving of Burns, 
and the like, with a good collection of 
books, few of them very modern.—How- 
ITT, WILLIAM, 1847, Homes and Haunts 
of the Most Eminent British Poets, vol. U, 
pp. 328, 329. 
The sweet songs, 

Simple and beautiful as Truth and Nature, 
Of him whose whitened locks on Rydal 

Mount 
Are lifted yet by morning breezes blowing 
From the green hills, immortal in his lays. 
WHITTIER, JOHN GREENLEAF, 1848, The 
Bridal of Pennacook. 

Walter Scott said that the eyes of Burns 
were thefinest heeversaw. I cannot say 
the same of Mr. Wordsworth; that is, not 
in the sense of the beautiful, or even of 
the profound. But certainly I never be- 
held eyes that looked so inspired or super- 
natural. They were like fires half burning, 
half smouldering, with a sort of acrid fix- 
ture of regard, and seated at the further 
end of two caverns. One might imagine 
Ezekiel or Isaiah to have had such eyes. — 
Hunt, Leicu, 1850, Autobiography, ch. xv. 

They (Dr.and Mrs. Davy) were both much 
struck by the likeness of the countenance, 
in the deep repose of death, to that of 
Dante. The expression was much more 
feminine than it had been in life—very 
like his sister. She bears this sad loss 
with unexpected calmness. She is drawn 
about as usual in herchair. She was heard 
to say, as she passed the door where the 
body lay, ‘‘ O death, where is thy sting? 
O grave, where is thy victory?’ .. . It 
has . . . been a great privilege to have 
seen this great and good man so nearly. J] 
think it may be said of him ‘‘that he did 
justly, loved mercy, and walked humbly 
with his God.’’ The funeral is to be very 
private—only Dr. Davy invited from this 
house.— FLETCHER, ELiza, 1850, Letter to 
Lady Richardson, April 26; Autobiog- 
raphy, p. 283. 

He reposes, according to his own wish, 
beneath the green turf, among the dales- 
men of Grasmere, under the sycamores 
and yews of a country churchyard by the 
side of a beautiful stream, amid the moun- 
tains which he loved; and a solemn voice 
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seems to breathe from his grave, which 
blends its tones in sweet and holy harmony 
with the accents of his poetry, speaking 
the language of humility and love, of ad- 
oration and faith, and preparing the soul, 
by a devout contemplation of natural 
beauty, for translation to a purer, and 
nobler, and more glorious state of exist- 
ence, and for a fruition of heavenly felicity. 
— WORDSWORTH, CHRISTOPHER, 1851, 
Memoirs of William Wordsworth, ed. Reed, 
vol. I. p. 518. 
To the Memory of 
WILLIAM WORDSWORTH, 
a true Philosopher and Poet, 
who by special gift and calling of 
Almighty God, 
whether he discoursed on 
; Man or Nature, 
failed not to lift up the heart to 
holy things, 
tired not of maintaining the 
cause of the Poor and Simple, 
and so, in perilous times, was 
raised up to be 
a chief Minister not only of 
the noblest Poesy, 
but of high and sacred Truth. 


This memorial is placed here by 
his friends and neighbors 
in testimony of 
respect, affection, and gratitude, 
Anno 1851. 
— KeEse, JOHN, 1851, Inscription on the 
Monument in Grasmere Church. 


‘ Among convivial spirits no one could be 
more joyous than Wordsworth; no one 
could enter more heartily and readily into 
the humors of the passing hour ; and among 
eminent authors no one could ever be 
found more willing than he was to make 
allowances for the faults of others, or to 
afford instruction whenever he met with a 

pupil whose attachment to literature was 
not founded on vanity or affectation.— 
GILLIES, RoBERT P., 1854, Memoirs of a 
Literary Veteran. 


At length I reached the head of the 
lake, and then the church which was my 
destination. Once more I stood at the 
grave of Wordsworth, that sacred spot 
which, as I believe, many generations will 
visit, and whence a voice, we may hope, 
will ever speak to men of the beauty of 
this fair earth and the higher glory of 
which it is the shadow. The great poet 
lies by the side of his daughter, Dora 
Quillinan; next to her lies Dorothy 
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Wordsworth, his sister; then Edward 
Quillinan and his first wife; and there is 
space left for Mrs. Wordsworth. Sarah 
Hutchinson, Mrs. Wordsworth’s sister, also 
lies here: on the stone which marks her 
grave is the following: 
“Near the graves of two young children, 
removed froma 
family to which through life she was 
devoted, 
Here lies the body 
of 
Sarah Hutchinson 
the beloved sister and faithful friend 
of mourners who have caused this stone to 
be erected 
with an earnest wish that their own 
remalns 
may be laid by her side, and a humble hope 
that through Christ they may together 
be made partakers of the same Blessed 
Resurrection.”’ 
Here follow the dates of her birth and 
death, and then— 
“In fulfillment of the wish above expressed 
here repose 
the remains of 
William Wordsworth, 

Dorothy Wordsworth.’’ 
—YARNALL, ELLIS, 1855-99, Walks and 
Visits in Wordsworth’s Country, Words- 
worth and the Coleridges, Aug. 8, p. 76. 

He told [1845] me Ishould find visitors 
a great expense, and that I must promise 
him, —(and he laid his hand on my arm to 
entorce what he said) I must promise him 
to do as he and his sister had done, when, 
in their early days, they had lived at Gras- 
mere. ‘‘When you have a visitor,’’ said 
he, ‘‘you must do as we did;—you must 
say ‘if you like to have a cup of tea with 
us, you are very welcome: but if you want 
any meat, —you must pay for your board.’ 
Now promise me that you will do this.”’ 
Of course, I could promise nothing of the 
sort. He insisted: I declined 
promising; and changed the subject. 
The mixture of odd economies and neigh- 
borly generosity was one of the most 
striking things in the old poet. At tea 
there, one could hardly get a drop of cream 
with any ease of mind, while he was giving 
away all the milk that the household did 
not want to neighboring cottagers.—MAR- 
TINEAU, HARRIET, 1855-77, Autobiog- 
raphy, ed. Chapman, vol. 1, p. 505. 

He led me out into his garden, and 
showed me the gravel walkin which thou- 
sands of his lines were composed. 
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He had just returned from a visit to Staffa, 
and within three days had made three 
sonnets on Fingal’s Cave, and was compos- 
ing a fourth, when he was called in to see 
me. He said, ‘‘If you are interested in 
my verses, perhaps you will like to hear 
these lines.’’ I gladly assented, and he 
recollected himself for a few moments, 
and then stood forth and repeated, one 
after the other, the three entire sonnets 
with great animation. This reci- 
tation was so unlooked-for and surpris- 
ing—he, the old Wordsworth, standing 
apart, and reciting to me in a garden-walk, 
like a schoolboy declaiming,—that I at 
first was near to laugh; but recollecting 
myself, that I had come thus far to see a 
poet, and he was chanting poems to me, 
I saw that he was right and I was wrong, 
and gladly gave myself up to hear.— 
EMERSON, RALPH WALDO, 1856, English 
Traits, ch. i. 

Wordsworth was, if possible, more un- 
like what he must appear in the fancy of 
those who have read his poetry and have 
never seen the author. He was a perfect 
antithesis to Coleridge—tall, wiry, harsh 
in features, coarse in figure, inelegant in 
looks. He was roughly dressed in a long 
brown surtout, striped duck trousers, fus- 
tian gaiters, and thick shoes. He more 
resembled a mountain farmer than a “‘lake 
poet.’’ His whole air was unrefined and 
unprepossessing. This was incontestably 
the first impression made on others as well 
asonme. But, on after observation, and 
alittle reflection, I could not help consider- 
ing that much that seemed unfavourable 
in Wordsworth might be really placed to 
his advantage. There wasa total absence 
of affectation, or egotism; not the least 
effort at display, or assumption of superi- 
ority over any of those who were quite 
prepared to concede it to him. He 
seemed satisfied to let his friend and 
fellow-traveller take the lead, with a want 
of pretension rarely found in men of liter- 
ary reputation far inferior to his; while 
there was something unobtrusively amiable 
in his bearing towards his daughter. 
There were several gentlemen of the party. 
Coleridge talked much, and indiscrimi- 
nately, with those next him, or about him. 
He did not appear to talk for effect, but 
purely for talking’s sake. He seemed to 
breathe in words. Wordsworth was at 
times fluent, but always commonplace; 


WILLIAM WORDSWORTH 


full of remark, but not of observation. 
He spoke of scenery as far as its aspect 
was concerned; but he did not enter into 
its associations with moral beauty. He 
certainly did not talk well. But in fact 
he had no encouragement. He had few 
listeners; and what seemed rather repul- 
sive in him was perhaps chiefly from its 
grating contrast to the wonderful attrac- 
tion of Coleridge. His was a mild, en- 
thusiastic flow of language; a broad, deep 
stream, carrying gently along all that it 
met with on its course—-not a whirlpool 
that drags into its vertex and engulfs 
what it seizes on. Almost everything he 
talked about became the subject of a lec- 
ture of great eloquence and precision.— 
GRATTAN, THOMAS COLLEY, 1862, Beaten 
Paths, and those who Trod them. 

In the country he would walk with you, 
talk with you, and seem gratified with 
your society; but, somehow or other, it 
seemed to me as if he were ready to re- 
lapse, become wrapt up in speculation, and 
would rather prefer being left to commune 
with himself. . . On his visits to 
town, the recluse of Rydal Mount was 
quite a different creature. To me it was 
demonstrated, by his conduct under every 
circumstance, that De Quincey . . . had 
done him gross injustice in the character 
he loosely threw upon the public, viz., that 
“‘he was not generous or self-denying,”’ 
and farther, that he was ‘‘slovenly and re- 
gardless in dress.”’ I must protest that 
there was no warrant for this caricature; 
but, on the contrary, that it bore no feature 
of resemblance to the slight degree of ec- 
centricity discoverable in Cumberland, and 
was utterly contradicted by the life in 
London. In the mixed society of the 
great Babylon, Mr. Wordsworth was facile 
and courteous; dressed like a gentleman, 
and with his tall, commanding figure—no 
mean type of the superior order, well 
trained by education and accustomed to 
good manners—shall I reveal that he was 
often sportive, and could even go the 
length of strong (whatever invidiousness 
might say, not vulgar) expressions in the 
off-hand mirth of his observations and 
criticisms? — JERDAN, WILLIAM, 1866, 
Men I have Known. 

Wordsworth was about five feet ten 
inches in height. His figure was not 
graceful, but in his countenance there was 
a fine mixture of poet and philosopher. He 
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resembled the portraits of Locke; his eyes 
burned with an inward glare, and looked 
as if they saw things (which they did) in 
nature not revealed to ordinary vision. 
His manners were grave and rather aus- 
tere; but never, even when his poetical 
fortunes were at their lowest ebb, was he, 
in the smallest degree, a soured or dis- 
appointed man; for nature had given him 
a sanguine temperament, equable, indeed 
elastic, spirits; and he had moreover an 
unshaken faith in the genuineness of his 
own genius, and a correct appreciation of 
the value of his own writings, which he 
was sure would be finally rated at their 
proper worth, whatever vicissitudes they 
might meanwhile undergo.—WALLER, J. 
F., 1866, Imperial Dictionary of Univer- 
sal Biography, vol. Iv, p. 1889. 


For the rest, he talked well in his way ; 
with veracity, easy brevity, andforce; as 
a wise tradesman would of his tools and 
work-shop, —and as no unwise one could. 
His voice was good, frank and sonorous, 
though practically clear, distinct and forci- 
ble, rather than melodious; the tone of 
him business-like, sedately confident, no 
discourtesy, yet no anxiety about being 
courteous; a fine wholesome rusticity, 
fresh as his mountain breezes, sat well 
on the stalwart veteran, and onall he said 
and did. You would have said he was a 
usually taciturn man; glad to unlock him- 
self, to audience sympathetic and intelli- 
gent, when such offered itself. His face 
bore marks of much, not always peaceful, 
meditation; the look of it not bland nor 
benevolent, so much as close, impregnable 
and hard: aman multa tacere loquive par- 
atus, in a world where he had experienced 
no lack of contradictions as he strode 
along! The eyes were not very brilliant, 

_ but they had quite aclearness; there was 
enough of brow, and well-shaped; rather 
too much of cheek (‘‘horse-face,’’ I have 
heard satirists say), face of squarish shape 
and decidedly longish, as I think the head 
itself was (its ‘‘length’’ going horizontal) : 
he was large-boned, lean but still firm- 
knit, tall, and strong-looking when he 
stood; aright good old steel-gray figure, 
with a fine rustic simplicity and dignity 
about him, and a veracious strength look- 
ing through him which might have suited 
one of those old steel-gray Markgrafs 
(Graf-Grau, ‘‘Steel-gray’’) whom Henry 
the Fowler set up toward the ‘‘marches,”’ 
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and to do battle with the intrusive 
Heathen, in a stalwart and judicious man- 
ner.—CARLYLE, THOMAS, 1867, Words- 
worth, Reminiscences, ed. Norton, vol. 1, 
p. 3801. 

Though they rest by the Lakes they 
loved so well, Southey’s bust looks down 
upon us from over the shoulder of Shaks- 
peare; and Wordsworth, by the sentiment 
of a kinsman, is seated in the Baptistry— 
not unsuited to the innocent presence of 
childhood at the sacred font—not un- 
worthy to make that angle of the Nave the 
nucleus of a new Poets’ Corner of future 
years. Beside him, by a like concord of 
ideas, will be the tablet of Keble, author of 
the ‘‘Christian Year,’’ who himself wrote 
the reverential epitaph on Wordsworth’s 
monument at Grasmere.—STANLEY, AR- 
THUR PENRHYN, 1868, Historical Memo- 
rials of Westminster Abbey, p. 319. 

Wordsworth and Dickens did not take 
to eachother. Indeed, there was a mutual 
contempt between them, although they 
met only once. This was about the year 
1843. Some days after, the gentleman 
whose guest Wordsworth was, in the 
suburbs of London, asked the Poet, how 
he liked the great Novelist? Wordsworth 
had a great contempt for young men, and, 
after pursing up his lips ina fashion 
peculiar to him, and swinging one leg over 
the other, the bare flesh of his ankles ap- 
pearing over his socks, slowly answered: 
““Why, I am not much given to turn critic 
on people I meet; but, as you ask me, I 
will candidly avow that I thought him a 
very talkative, vulgar young person, —but 
I dare say he may be very clever. Mind, 
Il don’t want to say a word against him, 
for J have never read a line he has writ- 
ten.’? Some time after this, the same 
querist guardedly asked Dickens how he 
had liked the Poet Laureate ?—‘‘Like him? 
Not at all. He is a dreadful Old Ass.’ 
—MACKENZIE, R. SHELTON, 1870, Life of . 
Charles Dickens, p. 248. 


I thought there was something prophet- 
like in the tones of his voice, as well as 
in his whole appearance, and there was a 
noble tranquility about him that almost 
awed one, at first, into silence. As the 
day was cold and wet, he proposed we 
should sit down together in the only room 
in the house where there was a fire, and 
he led the way to what seemed a common 
sitting or dinning room. It wasa plain 
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apartment, the rafters visible, and no 
attempt at decoration noticeable. Mrs. 
Wordsworth sat knitting at the fireside, 
and she rose with a sweet expression of 
courtesy and welcome as we entered the 
apartment. T noticed that Mrs. 
Wordsworth listened as if she were hear- 
ing him speak for the first time in her 
life, and the work on which she was en- 
gaged lay idle in her lap, while she 
watched intently every movement of her 
husband’s face. I also was absorbed in 
the man and in his speech. I thought of 
the long years he had lived in communion 
with nature in that lonely but lovely re- 
gion. Thestory of his life was familiar to 
me, and I sat asif under the influence of a 
spell. . . . Nowand then I stolea glance 
at the gentle lady, the poet’s wife, as she 
sat knitting silently by the fireside. This, 
then, was the Mary whom in 1802 he had 
brought home to be his loving companion 
through so many years. I could not help 
remembering too, as we all sat there to- 
gether, that when children they had 
‘‘practiced reading and spelling under the 
same old dame at Penrith,’’ and that they 
had always been lovers. There sat the 
woman, now gray-haired and bent, to whom 
the poet had addressed those undying 
poems, ‘‘She was a phantom of delight,”’ 
“‘Let other bards of angels sing,’’ ‘‘ Yes, 
thou art fair,’’? and ‘‘O, dearer far than 
life and lightare dear.’’ I recalled, too, 
the ‘‘Lines written after Thirty-six Years 
of Wedded Life.”—Fie.ps, JAMES T., 1871, 
Yesterdays with Authors, pp. 254, 255. 


Accustomed for many years to unspar- 
ing ridicule (which he had learned to en- 
dure with philosophical equanimity), the 
standing target for reviewers (from the 
formidable Jeffery of the Edinburgh to the 
anonymous scribbler for the Monthly), 
and the butt of literary and social circles, 
he lived long enough to exchange con- 
tempt for honours, and excessive deprecia- 
tion for equally extravagant laudation.— 
ALLIBONE, S. AuSsTIN, 1871, A Critical 
Dictionary of English Literature, vol. 11, 
p. 2848. 

Mr. Crabb Robinson told me the follow- 
ing story more than once. He was at 
Charles Lamb’s chambers in the Temple 
when Wordsworth came in, with the new 
Edinburgh Review in his hand,and fume on 
his countenance. ‘‘These reviewers,” said 
he, ‘‘put me out of patience. Here isa 
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young man—they say he is a lord—who 
has written a volume of poetry, and these 
fellows, just because he is a lord, set upon 
him, laugh at him, and sneer at his writing. 
The young man will do something, if he 
goes on as he has begun. But these re- 
viewers seem to think that nobody may 
write poetry, unless he lives in a garret.”’ 
Crabb Robinson told this long after to 
Lady Byron, who said, ‘‘Ah! if Byron had 
known that, he would never have attacked 
Wordsworth. He went one day to meet 
Wordsworth at dinner; when he came 
home I said, ‘Well, how did the young poet 
get on with the old one?’ ‘Why, to tell 
you the truth,’ said he, ‘I had but one 
feeling from the beginning of the visit to 
the end, and that was—reverence !’ ”—DE 
Morcan, Aucustus, 1871, A Budget of 
Paradoxes, p. 435. 

The latter part of his life was cheered 
by a redundance of that admiration which 
before had been confined to a few, and 
which he certainly did not undervalue. 
The phrase which Quintilian applies to 
Ovid, “‘nimium amator ingenii sui,” had its 
close application to Wordsworth He 
frequently and fondly referred to his own 
poems, as if feeling that they had opened 
a new poetical era to the world.—HoL- 
LAND, Sir Henry, 1871, Recollections of 
Past Life, p. 206. 

Wordsworth was a tall and ungainly 
man; with a grave and severe face, and a 
manner that indicated tranquility and 
independence rather than high breeding. 
For many years previous to his death he 
dwelt at Rydal in Westmoreland. His 
mode of life was favorable to the object 
that he had in view; doing nothing but 
what it was a delight for him to do, and 
doing this only when he was disposed to 
labor. His ‘‘sole ambition and serene em- 
ploy’’ was to write verses, to convince the 
world that his poems were better than all 
others; and so “‘finally array his temples 
with the Muse’s diadem.’’ From all 
accounts that have reached me, Words- 
worth entertained small tenderness for 
persons beyond those who were nearest 
to him. In that innermost circle his 
affections were concentrated; and there 
he dwelt supreme. — Procter, BRYAN 
WALLER (BARRY CORNWALL), 1874? Ree- 
ollections of Men of Letters. 


Old ‘‘Daddy Wordsworth,’? as he was 
sometimes called, I am afraid, from my 
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Christening, he is now, I suppose, passing 
under the Eclipse consequent on the Glory 
which followed his obscure Rise. I re- 
member fifty years ago at our Cambridge, 
when the Battle was fighting for him by 
the Few against the Many of us who only 
laughed at ‘‘Louisa in the Shade’’ &c. His 
brother was then Master of Trinity Col- 
lege; like all Wordsworths (unless the 
drowned Sailor) pompous and priggish. 
He used to drawl out the Chapel responses 
so that we called him the ‘‘Meeserable 
Sinner’’ and his brother the ‘‘Mééserable 
Poet.” —FITZGERALD, EDWARD, 1876, Let- 
ters, vol. 1, p. 881. 

An excitement which vents itself in 
bodily exercise carries its own sedative 
with it. Andincomparing Wordsworth’s 
nature with that of other poets whose 
career has been less placid, we may say 
that he was perhaps not less excitable 
than they, but that it was his constant 
endeavour to avoid all excitement save of 
the purely poetic kind; and that the out- 
ward circumstances of his life—his medi- 
ocrity of fortune, happy and early mar- 
riage, and absence of striking personal 
charm—made it easy for him to adhere to 
a method of life which was, in the truest 
sense of the term, stoic—stoic alike in its 
practical abstinences and in its calm and 
grave ideal.—Myers, F. W. H., 1881, 
Wordsworth (English Men of Letters), p.177. 

Tall, somewhat slender, upright, with a 
sort of rude grace, his movements sug- 
gestive of rustic independence tempered by 
the delicacy of high intellect—such was 
Wordsworth to outward seeming when I 
knew him. Iwish it had been among the 
lovely lakes and quiet dales of Westmore- 
land; but, as I have said, I only visited 
them after the poet had been removed by 
the only power that could have compelled 
him to quit them—death. He loved every 
stick and stone in the Lake District: 
mountain and dale, tarn and ghyll, placid 
mere and running brook, were all his dear 
friends: if dumb to the multitude, they 
had tongues for him,and inspired his own 
with much of the eloquent music in which 
he discoursed to the world of the sermons 
they had taught. Accustomed to gaze with 
a reverent and discerning eye on the beau- 
ties of Nature, he became her great high- 
priest, the interpreter of a book that is 
ever open for the whole world to read. He 
has left millions upon millions his debtors 


615 


for benefits incalculable conferred on the 
whole human family. To him, perhaps, 
more than to any other poet who ever 
lived, may be applied his own expressive 
lines, commending those who were of his 
high calling: 

“Blessings be with them and eternal praise, 
Who gave us nobler lives and nobler cares, 
The poets, who on earth have made us heirs 
Of truth and pure delight by heavenly lays.’’ 
— HALL, SAMUEL CARTER, 1883, Retro- 
spect of a Long Life, p. 325. 

Wordsworth’s was a face which did not 
assign itself toany class. It was a hardy, 
weather-beaten old face, which might 
have belonged to a nobleman, a yeoman, a 
mariner, or a philosopher; for there was 
so much of a man that you lost sight of 
superadded distinctions. For my own 
part I should not,judging by his face, have 
guessed him to be a poet. To my eyes 
there was more of strength than refine- 
ment in the face.—TayYLor, Sir HENRY, 
1885, Autobiography, vol. 1, p. 149. 

It was then and there that I was first 
presented to the illustrious Wordsworth. 
The great poet sat in state, surrounded 
by young and enthusiastic admirers. His 
conversation was very like the “Excursion” 
turned into vigorous prose. The natural 
force fitted for new poetical creations was 
there in abundance, wanting only the 
‘‘accomplishment of verse.’” I met him 
again at a mixed dinner party, where he 
was less at home. A voluble young woman 
full of animal spirits, and wanting a good 
deal more than ‘‘the accomplishment of 
verse,’’ wanting, for instance, reverence 
and sympathy, talked him down. So that 
the author of the ‘‘Ode to Immortality,’’ 
and of ‘‘Tintern Abbey,’’ gradually be- 
came a silent gentleman in a black coat, 
eating an indifferent dinner like other 
black-coated gentlemen, to my great dis- 
appointment.—DoYLg, Sir Francis Hast- 
INGS, 1886, Reminiscences and Opinions, 
p. 164. 

Wordsworth used to come to me when 
I lived as a young man in the Albany, and 
my recollections of him are very pleasing. 
His simplicity, kindness,and freedom from 
the worldly type, mark their general char- 
acter. — GLADSTONE, WILLIAM Ewart, 
1887, Letter to William Knight, June 10; 
The Life of William Wordsworth, by Knight, 
vol. 1, p. 355. 

“The Bard of Rydal Mount,’’ ‘‘The 
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Blockhead,’’ ‘‘The Clownish Sycophant,”’ 
“The Converted Jacobin,’’ ‘‘The Cumber- 
land Poet,’’ ‘‘The Farmer of a Lay,’’ ‘‘The 
Great God Pan,’’ ‘‘The Great Laker,’’ ‘‘The 
Little Boatman,’ ‘‘The Lost Leader, ’’ ‘‘Old 
Ponder,’’ ‘‘The Poet of Nature,’’ ‘“The 
Poet of the Excursion,’’ ‘‘Poet Wordy,’’ 
“This Poetical Charlatan,’’ ‘““This Political 
Parasite,’’ ‘‘That Windemere Treasure.”’ 
—Frey, ALBERT R., 1888, Sobriquets and 
Nicknames, p. 481. 


I did listen with much pleasure when 
Wordsworth recited his own lines descrip- 
tive of Little Langdale. He gave them 
really exquisitely. But his manner in con- 
versation was not impressive. He sat 
continuously looking down with a green 
shade over his eyes even though it was 
twilight; and his mode of speech and 
delivery suggested to me the epithet 
‘‘maudering,’’ though I was ashamed of 
myself for the thought with reference to 
such a man. As we came away I cross- 
examined my mother much as to the sub- 
ject of his talk. She said it had been all 
about himself and his works, and that she 
had been interested. But I could not ex- 
tract from her a word that had passed 
worth recording. I do not think that he 
was popular with his neighbors generally. 
There were stories current, at Lowther 
among other places, which imputed to him 
a tendency to outstay his welcome when 
invited to visit in a house.—TROLLOPE, 
THOMAS ADOLPHUS, 1888, What I Remem- 
ber, p. 285. 

Wordsworth, too, lies amid the scenes 
he so revered during his long life. At 
the foot of his own yews in Grasmere 
churchyard, where his loved Rothay ever 
whispers its sweet secrets close to his last 
bed, he lies surrounded by his loved ones: 
Mary (his wife), Dora, Dorothy, Hartley 
Coleridge, and all his little circle. Truly 
he is at home here, at the foot of Nab 
Scar, in the beautiful Grasmere Vale where 
he spent so many happy years as Nature’s 
own interpreter. Noneed of the medallion 
and tablet graven upon the wall of yonder 
pretty stone church that was his sanctuary 
for somany years. The rocks, mountains, 
and vales of all that beautiful Lake Country 
are his ineffaceable monuments. He 
haunts them still. No crag or hidden 
corner, no group of yews, or tender 
heather-bed, or rippling water-fall, but 
belonged to him, and was consecrated by 
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his verse to all humanity.—Lorb, ALICE 
E., 1893, The Days of Lamb and Coleridge, 
A Historical Romance, p. 380. 

And here is the impression that Words- 
worth made upon the yeomen and peasants 
in the dales. ‘‘Nivver a man of many 
words ye kna, but quite monstrable wi’ 
his own barns at times; I darsay he wud 
take em out in a string and nivver say 
nowt to nin on em at others, but then he | 
was quite a ‘object man,’ quite a ‘ken- — 
speckled,’ an as we saay ratherly rough 
feaced an aw girt big faace wi’ out much 
plesser i’ it and vara plaainly drest at best 
o’ times. Nivvera manas laughed not to — 
saay laugh right owt, but a decent quiet — 
man, well spokken on by his sarvants at 
t’?. Mount, terble kind to fowlks as was © 
badly and very highly thowt on, paid his — 
way reglar, vara particle an awe about 
his accounts, and that was Mrs. Words- 
worth’s doing ye kna,for she was a reglar 
manasher. Turble fond o’ study ont’ 
rwoads, specially at night time, and wi’ 
a girt voice bumming awaay fit to flayte 
aw the childer to death ameaast, not but 
what Miss Dorothy did best part o’ pitting 
his potry togidder. He leti fa’ and she 
cam efter and gethered it oop fur him ye 
kna. Quite yan o’ us ye kna, not a bit 0’ 
pride in him for o quality thowte ot warld 
on ’im. But he wasn’t a man as was 
thowte a deal o’ for his potry when he was 
hereabout. It hed no laughin it same as 
Lile Hartley’s bided a deal o makkin I 
darsay. It was kept oer long in his head 
mappen. But then for aw that, he had 
best eye to mountains and trees, and build- 
ings in the daale, notished ivvry stean 0’ 
the fellside, and we nin on us durst bang 
a bowder stean a bit or cut abit coppy or 
raase an old wa’ doon when he was astir.’’ 
—RAWNSLEY, H. D., 1894, Literary As- 
sociations of the English Lakes, vol. u, 
p. 136 

Wordsworth, . . cared little for 
books; his library was a small one, embrac- 
ing hardly more than five hundred volumes. 
He drew his inspiration not from books, 
but from Nature. From all that I have 
heard of him I judge him to have been a 
very dull man. Allibone relates of him 
that he once remarked that he did not 
consider himself a witty poet. ‘‘Indeed,’’ 
quoth he, ‘‘I don’t think I ever was witty 
but once in my life.”’ His friends urged 
him to tell them about it. After some 
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hesitation, he said: ‘‘Well, I will tell 
you. I was standing some time ago at 
the entrance of Rydal Mount. A man 
accosted me with the question: ‘Pray, 
sir, have you seen my wife pass by?’ 
Whereupon I retorted, ‘Why, my good 
friend, I didn’t know till this moment that 
you had a wife.’ ’’ Illustrative of Words- 
worth’s vanity, it is told that when it was 
- reported that the next Waverley novel was 
to be ‘‘Rob Roy,’’ the poet took down his 
““Ballads’’ and read to the company ‘‘Rob 
Roy’s Grave.’’ Then hesaid gravely: ‘‘I 
do not know what more Mr. Scott can have 
to say on the subject.’’—FIELD, EUGENE, 
1895, The Love Affairs of a Bibliomaniac, 
[te 

I did go around next morning—being 
Sunday—to the little chapel on the heights 
of Rydal, where he was to worship; and 
from my seat saw him enter ; knowing him 
onthe instant; tall (to my seeming), erect, 
yet with step somewhat shaky; his coat 
closely buttoned ; his air serious, and self- 
possessed; his features large, mouth al- 
most coarse; hair white as the driven 
snow, fringing a dome of baldness; an eye 
with a dreamy expression in it, and seem- 
ing to look—beyond, and still beyond. He 
carried, too, his serious air into his share 
of the service,and made his successive re- 
sponses of ‘‘Good Lord deliver us!’’ and 
““Amen!’ with an emphasis that rung 
throughout the little chapel. —MITCHELL, 
DONALD G., 1895, English Lands Letters 
and Kings, Queen Anne and the Georges, 
p. 329 

Can a man be reckoned a favourite of 
fortune when he has Jost his mother during 
his eighth year, and his father at sixteen ; 
when he has been arbitrarily deprived of 
his inheritance, has had to endure a hu- 
miliating existence under the roof of stern 
and narrow-minded grandparents, and for 
years has been coldly treated by his rela- 
tions on account of his indolence, his ob- 
stinacy, and his refusal to embark upon any 
of the safe careers suggested to him ; when 
he is kept apart from the sister whom he 
loves beyond everything else, apparently 
from fear that she may become contami- 
nated by his disobedience and his subver- 
sive opinions; when he entrusts all his 
dreams of happiness to the French Revolu- 
tion, only to see them borne under in the 
tempest, and loses not only his respect and 
love for his native country, but all hope 
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of progress as well; when, meanwhile, his 
existence is so straitened, so penurious 
even, and so utterly without promise for 
the morrow, that he is compelled to post- 
pone indefinitely his union with his sister’s 
friend, that maiden, chosen long ago, and 
now beloved, whom he knows not whether 
he can ever make his wife?—LxEcoulIs, 
EMILE, 1896, The Early Life of William 
Wordsworth, 1770-1798, A Study of “The 
Prelude,” tr. Matthews, p. 386. 


I passed several days under Words- 
worth’s roof, whichI regard as the greatest 
honour of my life. We rose early, and 
went to bed early. Each night prayers 


‘were read by Mrs. Wordsworth in a voice 


full of reverence and sweetness. He knelt 
near her with his face hidden in his hands. 
That vision is often before me.—DEVERE, 
AUBREY, 1897, Recollections, p. 125. 


Some readers of Wordsworth are mis- 
led in their judgment of the poet by the 
vulgar error that he was before all else 
tranquil, mild, gentle, an amiable pastoral 
spirit. He sang of the daisy and the 
celandine, the linnet and the lamb; and 
therefore he must have been always a 
serene, tender, benign contemplator of 
things that make for peace. There can 
be no greater mistake; at the heart of his 
peace was passion; his benignity was like 
the greensward upon a rocky hillside. As 
a boy, Wordsworth was violent and moody ; 
in his early manhood he was stern, bold, 
worn by exhausting ardors.—DOWDEN, 
EDWARD, 1897, The French Revolution 
and English Interature, p. 197. 


He could go to the cemetery and look 
at the tombstones a few hours after his 
wedding, and that in spite of the fact that 
the exquisite poem, ‘‘She was a Phantom 
of Delight,’’ was written for his bride. 
His sister did much to correct this auster- 
ity. And though, like Milton, he did not 
greatly devote himself to his sister or to 
his wife, he has recognized his debt to 
Dorothy in his poems. STRONG, AUGUSTUS 
Hopkins, 1897, The Great Poets and Their 
Theology, p. 348. 


DESCRIPTIVE SKETCHES IN VERSE 
1793 

During the last year of my residence at 

Cambridge, 1794, I became acquainted 

with Mr. Wordsworth’s first publication, 

entitled ‘‘Descriptive Sketches ;’’ and sel- 

dom, if ever, was the emergence of an 
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original poetic genius above the literary 
horizon more evidently announced. In 
the form, style, and manner of the whole 
poem, and in the structure of the particular 
lines and periods, there is a harshness and 
acerbity connected and combined with 
words and images all a-glow, which might 
recall those products of the vegetable 
world, where gorgeous blossoms rise out 
of a hard thorny rind and shell, within 
which the rich fruit is elaborating. The 
language is not only peculiar and strong, 
but at times knotty and contorted, as by 
its own impatient strength; while the 
novelty and struggling crowd of images, 
acting in conjunction with the difficulties 
of the style, demands always a greater 
closeness of attention than poetry,—at 
all events, than descriptive poetry—has a 
right to claim.—COoLERIDGE, SAMUEL TAY- 
LOR, 1817, Biographia Literaria, ch. iv. 

Wordsworth’s first poetical ventures, 
which were published three years before 
Scott’s translations from Burger, were 
““An Evening Walk’’—an attempt to 
paint a series of landscape views in his 
own country, and ‘‘ Descriptive Sketches,’’ 
an attempt to paint the scenery of the 
Alps, among which he had lately made a 
pedestrian tour with a college friend. The 
most that can be said of these productions 
is that they are fairly well written, and 
that there are touches of natural descrip- 
tion in them which could only have been 
the result of actual observation. —SrTop- 
DARD, RICHARD HENRY, 1883, English 
Verse, Lyrics of the Nineteenth Century, 
Introduction, p. xx. 


THE BORDERERS 
1795-6—1842 

I must be allowed to observe that how- 
ever unjust and however absurd it would 
be to cite this play of ‘‘The Borderers,’’ 
completed by Wordsworth at the age of 
twenty-six and published by Wordsworth 
at the age of seventy-two, as an adequate 
and important specimen of his work, it is 
a hundred times more unjust and it isa 
thousand times more absurd to cite the 
poem of Queen Mab as an adequate and im- 
portant specimen of Shelley’s. And none 
but a very rash and very ignorant partisan 
will venture to deny that if this burlesque 
experiment in unnatural horror had been 
attempted by any poet of less orthodox and 
correct reputation in ethics and theology 
than Wordsworth’s, the general verdict of 
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critical morality would almost certainly 
have described it and dismissed it as the 
dream of a probably incurable and possibly 
a criminal lunatic. I am very far from 
thinking that this would have been a justi- 
fiable or a reasonable verdict: but I have 
no manner of doubt that it would have 
been a popular one.—SWINBURNE, ALGER- 
NON CHARLES, 1886, Wordsworth and 
Byron,. Miscellanies, p. 119. 


The ‘‘Borderers’’ had no success, and it 
deserved none.—KNIGHT, WILLIAM, 1889, 
The Life of William Wordsworth, vol. 1, 


Taking the piece upon its own claim to 
merit as a study in the genesis of sin and 
in the inequalities of justice, it is not 
altogether a success. Its characterisation 
is unclear,and its treatment is unconvinc- 
ing. With the most amenable disposition 
to the didactic purpose of the play, the 
reader is left perplexed. Wordsworth 
was grappling with a great idea, but the 
form which he chose was neither suitable 
to it nor consistent with itself. MAGNUS, 
LAuRIE, 1897, A Primer of Wordsworth 
with a Critical Essay, p. 49. 


LYRICAL BALLADS 
1798-1800 

The principal object, then, which I pro- 
posed to myself in these Poems was to 
chuse incidents and situations from com- 
mon life, and to relate or describe them, 
throughout, as far as was possible, in a 
selection of language really used by men, 
and,at the same time, to throw over them 
a certain colouring of imagination, where- 
by ordinary things should be presented to 
the mind in an unusual way; and,further, 
and above all, to make these incidents and 
situations interesting by tracing in them, 
truly though not ostentatiously, the 
primary laws of our nature: chiefly, as far 
as regards the manner in which we 
associate ideas in a state of excitement. 
Low and rustic life was generally chosen, 
because, in that condition, the essential 
passions of the heart find a better soil in 
which they can attain their maturity, are 
less under restraint, and speak a plainer 
and more emphatic language; because in 
that condition of life our elementary feel- 
ings co-exist in a state of greater simplic- 
ity, and, consequently, may be more accu- 
rately contemplated, and more forcibly 
communicated; because the manners of 
rural life germinate from these elementary 
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feelings; and from the necessary char- 
acter of rural occupations, are more easily 
comprehended, and are more durable; and, 
lastly, because in that condition the pas- 
sions of men are incorporated with the 
beautiful and permanent forms of nature. 
—WorpDsworTH, WILLIAM, 1800, Lyrical 
Ballads, Second Edition, Preface. 

A careful and repeated examination of 
these confirms me in the belief, that the 
omission of less than a hundred lines 
would have precluded nine-tenths of the 
criticism on this work. I hazard this 
declaration, however, on the supposition, 
that the reader has taken it up, as he 
would have done any other collection of 
poems purporting to derive their subjects 
or interests from the incidents of domestic 
or ordinary life, intermingled with higher 
strains of meditation which the poet 
utters in his own person and character; 
with the proviso, that these poems were 
perused without knowledge of, or reference 
to, the author’s peculiar opinions, and that 
the reader had not had his attention previ- 
ously directed to those peculiarities. . . . 
In the critical remarks, therefore, prefixed 
and annexed to the Lyrical Ballads, I 
believe, we may safely rest, as the true 
origin of the unexampled opposition which 
Mr. Wordsworth’s writings have been 
since doomed to encounter. —COLERIDGE, 
SAMUEL TAYLOR, 1817, Biographia Liter- 
aria, ch. iv. 

-His Muse . is a levelling one. 
. . . Fools have laughed at,wise men 
scarcely understand them. He takes a 
subject or a story merely as pegs or loops 
to hang thought and feeling on; the in- 
cidents are trifling, in porportion to his 
contempt for imposing appearances; the 
reflections are profound, according to the 

' gravity and the aspiring pretensions of 
his mind.—Hazuitt, WILLIAM, 1825, The 
Spirit of the Age, p. 124. 

This volume contained several poems 
which have been justly blamed for trivial- 
ity—as ‘‘The Thorn,’’ ‘‘Goody Blake,”’ 
‘<The Idiot Boy ;’’ several in which, as in 
“Simon Lee,’’ triviality is mingled with 
much real pathos; and some, as ‘‘Expos- 
tulation and Reply’? and ‘‘The Tables 
Turned,’’ which are of the very essence 
of Wordsworth’snature. Itis hardly too 
much to say that, if these two last-named 
poems—to the careless eye so slight and 
trifling—were all that had remained from 
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Wordsworth’s hand, they would have 
““spoken to the comprehending’’ of a new 
individuality, as distinct and unmistakable 
in its way as that which Sappho has left 
engraven on the world forever in words 
even fewer than these. And the volume 
ended with a poem which Wordsworth 
composed in 1798, in one day, during a 
tour with his sister to Tintern and Chep- 
stow. The ‘‘Lines written above Tintern 
Abbey’’ have become, asit were, the locus 
classtcus, or consecrated formulary of the 
Wordsworthian faith. They say in brief 
what it is the work of the poet’s biographer 
to say in detail.—Myurs, F. W. H.,1881, 
eer (English Men of Letters), 
p. 33. 


The tribute which the Poet paid 
[in ‘“Tintern Abbey’’] to his sister is the 
highest which one soul can pay to another : 
he was never weary of singing her praise, 
nor was she ever tired of trying to make 
herself worthy of his praise. Endowed 
with faculties capable of gaining distinc- 
tion in the same sphere of work, she 
nevertheless chose to let him sing of what 
she felt and saw. To those familiar with 
the close of her life these words seem pro- 
phetic; for she lingered a few years after 
her brother’a death, and her chief solace 
seemed to be the remembrance of days 
passed in his companionship. More has 
been written of this poem than of any 
other of his unless it be the ‘‘Platonic 
Ode.’’—GrEoRGE, ANDREW J., 1889, ed., 
Selections from Wordsworth, p. 342, note. 

There was, indeed, one poem in the 
volume, the ‘‘Lines written above Tintern 
Abbey,’’ in which a fresh theme was 
handled with a power that nobody could 
be insensibleto. If all had been like this, 
the acknowledgment of Wordsworth’s 
greatness would not have been checked 
and held back by astonishment at the 
grotesque strangeness of the lyrical 
ballads, to which the title of the volume 
challenged special attention. . . . This 
poem is characteristic of the loftiest side 
of Wordsworth’s genius. In it he struck 
for the first time the sublime note that 
has drawn men after him as the prophet 
of a new delight, a full-voiced speaker of 
things that all feel dimly and vaguely, but 
which no poet before him had expressed 
with such force.—MINTO, WILLIAM, 1894, 
The Literature of the Georgian Era, ed. 
Knight, pp. 176, 180. 


620 


PETER BELL 
1798-1819 
Lent ‘‘Peter Bell’’ to Charles Lamb. To 
my surprise, he does not like it. He com- 
plains of the slowness of the narrative, 
as if that were not the art of the poet. 
He says Wordsworth has great thoughts, 
but has left them out here.—RoBINSON, 
HENRY Crass, 1812, Diary, June 6; 
Diary, Reminiscences and Correspondence, 
ed. Sadler, vol. 1, p. 251. 
Wordsworth informs us he was nineteen 
years 
Considering and re-touching Peter Bell; 
Watering his laurels with the killing tears 
Of slow, dull care,so that their roots to hell 
Might pierce, and their wide branches blot 
the spheres 
Of heaven with dewey leaves and flowers; 
this well 
May be, for heaven and earth conspire to foil 
The ever-busy gardener’s blundering toil. 
—SHELLEY, Percy ByssHE, 1820, The 
Witch of Atlas, Proem. 


None of Wordsworth’s productions are 
better known by name than ‘‘Peter Bell,’’ 
and yet few, probably, are less familiar, 
even to convinced Wordsworthians. The 
poet’s biographers and critics have com- 
monly shirked the responsibility of dis- 
cussing this poem,and when the Primrose 
stanza has been quoted, and the Parlour 
stanza smiled at, there is usually no more 
said about ‘‘Peter Bell.’”’ A puzzling ob- 
scurity hangs around its history. We have 
no positive knowledge why its publication 
was so long delayed; nor,having been de- 
layed, why it was at length determined 
upon. Yet a knowledge of this poem is 
not merely an important, but, to a thought- 
ful critic,an essential element in the com- 
prehension of Wordsworth’s poetry. No 
one who examines that body of literature 
with sympathetic attention should be con- 
tent to overlook the piece in which Words- 
worth’s theories are pushed to their fur- 
thest extremity.—GossE, EpMuND, 1891, 
Gossip in a Library, p. 253. 

The world, the worldly world, so to 
speak, has never quite swallowed Peter 
Bell. Areserve of self-consciousnses has 
stood in his way. The unheightened 
simplicity of his story touches the fringe 
of bathos. Poetry, it is felt,has not been 
dignified in him, but degraded. The mark of 
the tract is upon him,and the means of his 
conversion savour of the revivalist meet- 
ing. I cannot but think that such criticism 
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convictsitself. There are indeed inadequa- 
cies of expression in the poem, less to-day 
than when it was first published, but they 
occur in its business portions, always so 
difficult to Wordsworth, in its technical 
setting in the middle of a conversation, 
and in the narrating of the bare events, as 
such. It is by his matter that 
Wordsworth must primarily be judged, and, 
fortunately, when it was not complicated 
by technicalities in the telling, his style 
was always equal to it. The material of 
Peter Bell’s story does not fall below the 
level of the best of Wordsworth’s work. 
Its theme is true. As knowledge widens, 
it is recognised more and more that man 
is not divorced from the rest of nature.— 
Macnus, Lauriz, 1897, A Primer of 
Wordsworth with a Critical Essay, pp. 
HE) thee 

INTIMATIONS OF IMMORTALITY 

1803-6 

It is for every one who takes thought 
of the deep things of his nature, the 
mysteries of his being, memories of early 
innocence and yearnings for eternity, that 
Wordsworth struck his lofty lyric the 
most sublime ode in this and, perhaps, any 
language, on the birth—the life—the un- 
dying destiny of the soul of man.—REED, 
HENRY, 1850-55, Lectures on English Lit- 
ature, from Chaucer to Tennyson, p. 33. 


His ‘‘Ode on Immortality”’ is the high- 
water mark which the intellect has reached 
in this age. New means were employed, 
and new realms added to the empire of 
the muse, by his courage.—EMERSON, 
RALPH WALDO, 1856-84, English Traits. 


What is valuable in Wordsworth’s 
poetry is very valuable indeed; and I think 
a true lover of what is highest and best 
in poetic expression, would rather have 
written his ‘‘Ode on the Intimations of 
Immortality’? than any other existing 
piece of the same length.—FRISWELL, 
JAMES HAIN, 1869, Essays on English 
Writers, p. 332. 


Produced that noble Ode, in right 
of which he stands well-nigh supreme 
even where Milton and Dryden are his 
rivals. Such inspirations come, indeed, 
but once in a life, being, as they are, the 
quintessence of its deepest emotions and 
its most heavenward thoughts, which in a 
happy hour run themselves into moulds on 
immortal beauty.—Martin, THEODORE, 


i 
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1874, The Life of the Prince Consort, vol. 
I, p. 320. 

That grandest ode that has ever been 
written. — MACDONALD, GEORGE, 1882, 
The Imagination and Other Essays, p. 256. 


That famous, ambitious, and occasionally 
magnificent poem—which by the way is 
no more an ode than it is an epic—reveals 
the partiality and inequality of Words- 
worth’s inspiration as unmistakably as its 
purity and its power. Five stanzas or 
sections—from the opening of the fifth to 
the close of the ninth—would be utterly 
above all praise, if the note they are 
pitched in were sustained throughout: but 
after its unspeakably beautiful opening 
the seventh stanza falls suddenly far down 
beneath the level of those five first lines, 
so superb in the majesty of their sweet- 
ness, the magnificence of their tenderness, 
that to have written but the two last of 
them would have added glory to any poet’s 
crown of fame. The details which follow 
on the close of this opening cadence do 
but impair its charm with a sense of in- 
congruous realism and triviality, to which 
the suddenly halting and disjointed metre 
bears only too direct and significant a 
correspondence. No _ poet, surely, ever 
“changed his hand’’ with such inharmoni- 
ous awkwardness, or ‘‘checked his pride’’ 
with such unreasonable humility, as Words- 
worth. SWINBURNE, ALGERNON CHARLES, 
1886, Wordsworth and Byron, Miscella- 
nies, p. 135. 


In the famous ‘‘Ode on Intimations of 
Immortality,’’ the poet doubtless does 
point to a set of philosophic ideas, more 
or less complete; but the thought from 
which he sets out, that our birth is but a 
sleep and a forgetting, and that we are 


’ less and less able to perceive the visionary 


gleam, less and less alive to the glory and 
the dream of external nature, as infancy 
recedes farther from us, is, with all re- 
spects for the declaration of Mr. Ruskin 
to the contrary, contrary to notorious fact, 
experience, and truth.—Mor.Ley, JOHN, 
1888, ed., The Complete Poetical Works of 
William Wordsworth, Introduction, p. \xv. 


THE WHITE DOE OF RYLSTONE 
1807-10-15 
The ‘‘White Doe’’ is not in season; 
venison is not liked in Edinburgh. It 
wants flavor; a good Httrick wether is 
preferable. Wordsworth has more of the 
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poetical character than any living writer, 
but he is not a man of first-rate intellect; 
his genius oversets him.—WILSON, JOHN, 
1815, Letter to James Hogg, A Memoir of 
John Wilson, ed. Mrs. Gordon, p. 180. 

This, we think, has the merit of being the 
very worst poem we ever saw imprinted in 
a quarto volume; and though it was 
scarcely to be expected, we confess, that 
Mr. Wordsworth, with all his ambition, 
should so soon have attained to that dis- 
tinction, the wdnder may perhaps be 
diminished when we state, that it seems to 
us to consist of a happy union of all the 
faults, without any of the beauties, which 
belong to his school of poetry. It is just 
such work,in short,as some wicked enemy 
of that school might be supposed to have 
devised, on purpose to make it ridiculous; 
and when we first took it up,we could not 
help suspecting that some ill-natured critic 
had actually taken this harsh method of 
instructing Mr. Wordsworth, by example, 
in the nature of those errors, against 
which our precepts had been so often 
directed in vain. We had not gone far, 
however, till we felt intimately that 
nothing in the nature of a joke could be 
so insupportably dull ;—and that this must 
be the work of one who earnestly believed 
it to be a pattern of pathetic simplicity, 
and gave it out as such to the admiration 
of all intelligent readers. In this point 
of view, the work may be regarded as 
curious at least, if not in some degree 
interesting ; and, at all events, it must be 
instructive to be made aware of the ex- 
cesses into which superior understandings 
may be betrayed, by long self-indulgence, 
and the strange extravagances into which 
they may run, when under the influence of 
that intoxication which is produced by un- 
restrained admiration of themselves.— 
JEFFREY, FRANCIS LorD, 1815-44, Words- 
worth’s White Doe, Contributions to the 
Edinburgh Review, vol. 1, p. 269. 

We talked of Wordsworth’s exceedingly 
high opinion of himself; and she (Lady 
Davy) mentioned that one day, in a large 
party, Wordsworth, without anything hav- 
ing been previously said that could lead 
to the subject, called out suddenly from 
the top of the table to the bottom, 
in his most epic tone, ‘‘Davy!’’ and on 
Davy’s putting forth his head in awful 
expectation of what was coming, said, 
‘Do you know the reason why I published 
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the ‘White Doe’ in quarto?’ ‘‘No, what 
was it?’’? ‘‘To show the world my own 
opinion of it.’’—Moorg, Tuomas, 1820, 
Journal, Oct. 27; Memoirs, Journal and 
Correspondence, ed. Russell. 


The poem has no definite end, but passes 
off, as it were, into the illimitable. It 
rises out of the perturbations of time and 
transitory things, and, passing upward 
itself, takes our thoughts with it, to calm 
places and eternal sunshine.—SHAIRP, 
JOHN CAMPBELL, 1881, The White Doe of 
Rylstone, Aspects of Poetry, p. 376. 


THE EXCURSION 
1814 

This will never do! It bears no doubt 
the stamp of the author’s heart and fancy : 
But unfortunately not half so visibly as 
that of his peculiar system. His former 
poems were intended to recommend that 
system, and to bespeak favour for it by 
their individual merit ;—but this, we sus- 
pect, must be recommended by the system 
—and can only expect to succeed where 
it has been previously established. It is 
longer, weaker, and tamer, than any of Mr. 
Wordsworth’s other productions; with 
less boldness of originality, and less even 
of that extreme simplicity and lowliness 
of tone which wavered so prettily, in the 
‘Lyrical Ballads,’’ between silliness and 
pathos. We have imitations of Cowper, 
and even of Milton here; engrafted on 
the natural drawl of the Lakers—and all 
diluted into harmony by that profuse and 
irrepressible wordiness which deluges all 
the blank verse of this school of poetry, 
and lubricates and weakens the whole 
structure of their style.—JEFFREY, FRAN- 
cis Lorp, 1814-44, Wordsworth’s Hxcur- 
sion, Contributions to the Edinburgh Re- 
view, vol. I, p. 233. 


Jeffrey, hear, has written what his ad- 
mirers call a crushing review of ‘‘The Ex- 
cursion.’’ He might as well seat himself 
upon Skiddaw and fancy that he crushed 
the mountain.—SouTuHEY, Ropert, 1814, 
Letter to Walter Scott, Dec. 24; Life and 
Correspondence, ed. C. C. Southey, ch. xix. 


The causes which have prevented the 
poetry of Mr. Wordsworth from attaining 
its full share of popularity are to be found 
in the boldness and originality of his 
genius. The times are past when a 
poet could securely follow the direction 
of his own mind into whatever tracts it 
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might lead... . If from living among 
simple mountaineers, from a daily inter- 
course with them, not upon the footing of 
a patron, but in the character of an equal, 
he has detected, or imagines that he has 
detected, through the cloudy medium of 
their unlettered discourse, thoughts and 
apprehensions not vulgar; traits of 
patience and constancy, love unwearied, 
and heroic endurance, not unfit (as he may 
judge) to be made the subject of verse, 
he will be deemed a man of perverted 
genius by the philanthropist who, conceiv- 
ing of the peasantry of his country only 
as objects of a pecuniary sympathy, starts 
at finding them elevated to a level of 
humanity with himself, having their own 
loves, enmities, cravings, aspirations, &c., 
as much beyond his faculty to believe,as 
his beneficence to supply. . . . Those who 
hate the ‘‘ Paradise Lost’’ will not love this 
poem. Thesteps of the great master are 
discernible init; not indirect imitation or 
injurious parody, but in the following of the 
spirit, in free homage and generous sub- 
jection. —LAMB, CHARLES, 1814, Words- 
worth’s Excursion, Quarterly Review, vol. 
12, pp. 110, 111. 


This week I finished Wordsworth’s 
poem. It has afforded me less intense 
pleasure on the whole, perhaps, than I had 
expected, but it will be a source of fre- 
quent gratification. The wisdom and high 
moral character of the work are beyond 
anything of the same kind with whichI am 
acquainted, and the spirit of the poetry 
flags much less frequently than might be 
expected. There are passages which run 
heavily, tales which are prolix, and reason- 
ings which are spun out, but in general 
the narratives are exquisitely tender. 
That of the courtier parson, who retains in 
solitude the feelings of high society, whose 
vigor of mind is unconquerable, and who, 
even after the death of his wife, appears 
able for a short time to bear up against 
desolation and wretchedness, by the powers 
of his native temperament, is most delight- 
ful.—Ropinson, HENRY CRABB, 1814, 
Diary, Nov.23; Diary, Reminiscences and 
Correspondence, ed. Sadler, vol. 1, p. 296. 

And Wordsworth, in a rather long ‘‘Ex- 

cursion”’ 

(I think the quarto holds five hundred 

pages), 

Has given a sample from the vasty version 

Of his new system to perplex the sages; 

*Tis poetry—at least by his assertion, 
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And may appear so when the dog-star 

rages— 

And he who understands it would be able 

To add a story to the Tower of Babel. 
—Byron, Lorp, 1819, Don Juan, Dedica- 
tion. 

North. Wordsworth—with his eternal 
—here we go up, up, and up, and here 
we go down, down, and here we go round- 
about,roundabout! Look at the nerveless 
laxity of his “Excursion!” What intermin- 
able prosing! The language is out of con- 
dition ; fat and fozy, thick winded, purified 
and plethoric. Can he be compared with 
Pope? Fie on’t! no, no, no!—WILSON, 
JOHN, 1825, Noctes Ambrosiane, March. 

It affects a system without having an 
intelligible clue to one; and, instead of un- 
folding a principle in variousand striking 
lights, repeats the same conclusions till 
they become flat and insipid. . The 
“‘Hixcursion,’’ we believe, fell still-born 
from the press. There was something 
abortive, and clumsy, and ill-judged in the 
attempt. Itwaslongand laboured. The 
personages, for the most part, were low, the 
fare rustic: the plan raised expectations 
which were not fulfilled,and the effect was 
like being ushered into a stately hall and in- 
vited to sit down to a splendid banquet in 
the company of clowns, and with nothing 
but successive courses of apple-dumpling 
served up. It was not even towours 
perdriz !—Hazuitt, WILLIAM, 1825, The 
Spirit of the Age, p. 129. 

The views of man, nature, and society, 
which this truly philosophical poem con- 
tains, are the off-spring of deep thought 
and extensive observation. CUNNINGHAM, 
ALLAN, 1833, Biographical and Critical 
History of Literature of the Last Fifty 
Years. 

To show how completely Wordsworth’s 
system is a system of poetical Quakerism, 
I should be obliged to take his ‘‘Excur- 
sion,’’ and collate the whole with passages 
from the writings of the early Friends, 
Fox, Penn, Barclay, Pennington, and 
others. The ‘‘Excursion’’ is a very bible 
of Quakerism. Every page abounds with 
it. It is,in fact, wholly and fervently per- 
meated by the soul of Quaker theology.— 
Howrrt, Witui1aM, 1847, Homes and 
Haunts of the Most Eminent British Poets, 
vol. I, p. 320. 

The Imagination is a faculty that flouts 
at foreordination, and Wordsworth seemed 
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to do all he could to cheat his readers of 
her company by laying out paths with a 
peremptory Do not step off the gravel! at. 
the opening of each, and preparing pitfalls 
for every conceivable emotion, with guide- 
boards to tell each when and where it must 
be caught. But if these things stood in 
the way of immediate appreciation he had 
another theory which interferes more 
seriously with the total and permanent 
effect of his poems. He was theoretic- 
ally determined not only to be a phil- 
osophic poet, but to be a great philosophic 
poet, and to this end he must produce an 
epic. . . . In point of fact, the one 
element of greatness which ‘‘The Ex- 
cursion’’ possesses indisputably is heavi- 
ness. It is only the episodes that are 
universally read, and the effect of these 
is diluted by the connecting and accom- 
panying lectures on metaphysics. Words- 
worth has his epic mould to fill, and, like 
Benvenuto Cellini in casting his Perseus, 
was forced to throw in everything, debas- 
ing the metal lest it should run short. 
Separated from the rest, the episodes are 
perfect poems in their kind, and without 
example in the language. LOWELL, JAMES 
RUSSELL, 1875, Wordsworth, Works, River- 
side ed., vol. IV, pp. 397, 398. 


Although Jeffrey completely failed to 
recognize Wordsworth’s real greatness, 
he was yet not wrong in saying of the 
‘‘Excursion’’ as a work of poetic style, 
“‘This will never do.’’—ARNOLD, MAT- 
THEW, 1879, ed., Poems of William Words- 
worth, Preface, p. xxii. 

Through the ‘‘Excursion’’ Wordsworth 
dealt with the problem of our common life 
as it stood after the failure of those who 
had aimed at a reconstruction of society 
by Revolution. Wordsworth still main- 
tained the loftiest ideal of a humanized 
society. He used poetically the charac- 
ters drawn in the ‘‘Excursion’’ as so many 
factors in working out his own solution 
ofthe problem. The Wanderer represents 
shrewd, natural sense, strengthened in 
youth by homely and religious education 
and in manhood by wide intercourse with 
men. The Solitary represents one in 
whom faith seems dead, enthusiasm for 
the best aims of the Revolution being 
quelled by the apparent failure of the 
effort. Talk between Wanderer and Soli- 
tary, and all the associated incidents, main- 
tain one flow of thought, until the Pastor, 
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representing culture and religion in ac- 
quaintance with the daily lives of men, 
adds his part to the argument. The full 
course of reasoning leads to expression 
of the faith which is at the heart of 
Wordsworth’s poetry. It there first found 
distinct expression. It is now the faith 
of all who look for a full civilization.— 
Morey, Henry, 1881, Of English Liter- 
ature in the Reign of Victoria with Glance 
at the Past, p. 118. 


Judged by ordinary standards the ‘‘Ex- 
cursion’’ appears an epic without action, 
and with two heroes, the Pastor and the 
Wanderer,whose characters are identical. 
Its form is cumbrous in the extreme, and 
large tracts of it have little claim to the 
name of poetry. Wordsworth compares 
the ‘‘Excursion’’ to a temple of which his 
smaller poems form subsidiary shrines ; but 
the reader will more often liken the small 
poems to gems, and the ‘‘Eixcursion’’ to 
the rock from which they were extracted. 
The long poem contains, indeed, magnifi- 
cent passages, but as a whole it is a 
diffused description of scenery which the 
poet hag elsewhere caught in brighter 
glimpses; a diffused statement of hopes 
and beliefs which have crystallized more 
exquisitely elsewhere round moments of 
inspiring emotion. The ‘‘Excursion,’’ in 
short, has the drawbacks of a didactic poem 
as compared with lyrical poems; but, 
judged as a didactic poem, it has the ad- 
vantage of containing teaching of true and 
permanent value.—Myers, F. W..H., 
1881, Wordsworth (English Men of Letters). 

Unless a man’s imagination is inspired 
from without, and his design is conceived 
when the mind is in that excited state, 
he will do wrong to choose metre as his 
instrument of expression. Hence it is 
that so much of Wordsworth’s verse seems 
to be written in violation of the laws of 
poetical art. In the ‘‘Hxcursion,’’ for 
instance, though it is full of the most noble 
incidental passages, evidently written 
under the influence of direct inspiration, 
yet,as the design of the whole poem is cer- 
tainly formed by a process of cool medita- 
tion, we are constantly haunted by a sense 
that we are in an atmosphere unfavourable 
to the movement of metre.—CouURTHOPE, 
WILLIAM JOHN, 1885, The Liberal Move- 
ment in English Literature, p. 97. 

The performance where we best see the 
whole poet, and where the poet most 
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absolutely indentifies himself with his sub- 
ject.—MorLEY, JOHN, 1888, The Com- 
plete Poetical Works of William Words- 
worth, Introduction, p. |xiii. 

In reading ‘‘The Excursion’’ after a 
long interval, 1 feel so much how good it 
would have been for Wordsworth to have 
gone to Oxford. Heisa thorough Cantab, 
has no philosophical vocabulary, and really 
rather bores one with his constant phi- 
losophizing, which is under difficulties and 
often only half intelligible. Some periods, 
all involved and crude of phrase, I can’t 
construe. — BRowN, THOMAS EDWARD, 
1894, To S. T. Irwin, Dec. 15; Letters, vol. 
IE pes 

Besides these there were standard 
volumes of poetry, published by Phillips 
& Sampson, from worn-out plates; for a 
birthday present my mother got me 
Wordsworth in this shape, and I am glad 
to think that I once read the ‘‘Excursion’’ 
init, for I do not think I could do so now, 
and I have a feeling that it is very right 
and fit to have read the ‘‘Excursion.’’ To 
be honest, it was very hard reading even 
then, and I could not truthfully pretend 
that I have ever liked Wordsworth except 
in parts, though for the matter of that, I 
do not suppose that any one ever did. I 
tried hard enough to like everything in 
him, for I had already learned enough to 
know that I ought to like him, and that if 
I did not, it was a proof of intellectual and 
moral inferiority in me.—HOWELLS, WIL- 
LIAM DEAN, 1895, My Literary Passions, 
p. 106. 

Natural description of Wordsworth 
amounted to little. ‘‘The Excursion,”’ 
nominally descriptive, is only diversified 
by “‘sunny spots of greenery,’’ curiously 
few and far between; the poem takes its 
rank chiefly because of the searching 
natural metaphysics with which it is per- 
meated and infused from the first line to 
the last. Nature to Wordsworth has its 
fascination as revealing an Invisible 
Power, in whose Presence abides the ulti- 
mate grandeur or beauty of man’s rever- 
ence.—BAYNE, WILLIAM, 1898, James 
Thomson (Famous Scots Series), p. 17. 

Wordsworth’s ‘‘Excursion’’? was pub- 
lished in 1814, in a two guinea quarto 
volume, but it took six years to exhaust 
an edition of five hundred copies.— 
WHEATLEY, HENRY B., 1898, Prices of 
Books, p. 97. 
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THE PRELUDE 
1850 
Friend of the wise! and teacher of the 
good! 
Into my heart have I received that lay 
More than historic, that prophetic lay 
Wherein (high theme by thee first sung 
aright) 
Of the foundations and the building up 
Of a Human Spirit thou has dar’d to tell 
What may be told, to the understanding 
mind 
Revealable; and what within the mind 
By vital breathings secret as the soul 
Of vernal growth, oft quickens in the heart 
Thoughts all too deep for words! — 
—COLERIDGE, SAMUEL TAYLOR, 1807, To 
William Wordsworth, Composed on the 
night after his recitation of a Poem on the 
growth of an individual mind. 


We have finished Wordsworth’s ‘‘Pre- 
lude.’’ It has many lofty passages. It 
soars and sinks, and is by turns sublime and 
commonplace. It is Wordsworth ashe was 
at the age of thirty-five or forty.—LoNc- 
FELLOW, HENRY WADSWORTH, 1850, 
Journal, July 21; Life by S. Longfellow, 
vol. I, p. 175. 


I brought home, and read, the ‘‘Pre- 
lude.’’ It is a poorer ‘‘Excursion;’’ the 
same sort of faults and beauties; but the 
faults greater, and the beauties fainter, 
both in themselves, and because faults are 
always made more offensive, and beauties 
less pleasing, by repetition. .The story is 
the old story. There are the old raptures 
about mountains and cataracts; the old 
flimsy philosophy about the effect of scen- 
ery on the mind; the old crazy mystical 
metaphysics; the endless wilderness of 
dull, flat, prosaic twaddle; and here and 
there fine descriptions and energetic dec- 
lamations interspersed. The story of the 
French Revolution, and of its influence on 
the character of a young enthusiast, is 
told again at greater length, and with less 
force and pathos, than in the ‘‘Excursion.”’ 
The poem is to the last degree Jacobinical, 
indeed Socialist. I understand perfectly 
why Wordsworth did not choose to publish 
it in his lifetime. MACAULAY, THOMAS 
BABINGTON, 1850, Journal, July 28; Life 
and Letters, ed. Trevelyan, vol. U, ch. xii. 


At the time when the ‘‘Prelude’’ was 
fresh from the press, he [Macaulay] was 
maintaining against the opinion of a large 
and mixed society that the poem was un- 
readable. At last, overborne by the united 
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indignation of somany of Wordsworth’s ad- 
mirers, he agreed that the question should 
be referred to the test of personal experi- 
ence: and on inquiry it was discovered 
that the only individual present who had 
got through the ‘‘Prelude’’ was Macaulay 
himself. — TREVELYAN, GEORGE OTTO, 
1876, Life and Letters of Lord Macaulay, 
vol. I, ch. ii. 

There were many who knew Words- 
worth’s poetry well while he was still 
alive, who felt its power,and the new light 
which it threw on the material world. But 
though they half-guessed they did not 
fully know the secret of it. They got 
glimpses of part, but could not grasp the 
whole of the philosophy on which it was 
based. But when, after his death, ‘‘The 
Prelude’’ was published, they were let into 
the secret, they saw the hidden foundations 
on which it rests, as they had never seen 
them before. The smaller poems were 
more beautiful, more delightful, but ‘‘The 
Prelude’’ revealed the secret of their 
beauty. It showed that all Wordsworth’s 
impassioned feeling towards Nature was 
no mere fantastic dream, but based on 
sanity, on a most assured and reasonable 
philosophy. It wasas though one who had 
been long gazing on some building grand 
and fair, admiring the vast sweep of its 
walls,and the strength of its battlements, 
without understanding their principle of 
coherence, were at length to be admitted 
inside by the master builder, and given a 
view of the whole plan from within, the 
principles of the architecture, and the 
hidden substructures on which it was 
built. This is what ‘‘The Prelude’’ does 
for the rest of Wordsworth’s poetry.— 
SHAIRP, JOHN CAMPBELL, 1877, On Poetic 
Interpretation of Nature, p. 274. 

In Wordsworth’s case, the posthumous 
decline may have been owing in part to 
disappointment occasioned by ‘‘The Pre- 
lude,’’ which was given to the public a 
few months after the author’s death. For 
myself, I must confess that I was greatly 
taken back on first reading that work; it 
disappointed me sadly: but Coleridge’s 
grand poem in its praise had raised very 
high expectations in me; which were so 
far from being met, and indeed so badly 
dashed, that I did not venture upon a 
second reading for several years. But 
I still remembered Coleridge’s poem, 
still had faith in his judgment, and so 
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committed the rather unusual folly of sus- 
pecting that the fault, after all, might be in 
myself. So, at length, I gave it a second 
perusal, and was then even more disap- 
pointed than I had been at first, but disap- 
pointed just the other way; and so re- 
pented my hasty dislike, that I soon after 
tried it a third time: this led to a fourth 
trial,and this toa fifth. Thus its interest 
kept mounting higher and higher on every 
fresh perusal; and now for some eighteen 
years I have not been able to let a year 
pass without reading it at least twice. 
And it still keeps its hold on me,still keeps 
pulling me back to it.—Hupson, HENRY 
N., 1884, Studies in Wordsworth, p. 96. 
The ‘‘Prelude,’’ in which Wordsworth 
gives an account of his own spiritual de- 
velopment, is one of the numerous echoes 
of the ‘‘Confessions’’ of Rousseau; but it 
is an echo in which the morbid and un- 
healthy self-analysis of the ‘‘Confessions’’ 
has all but disappeared, and in which the 
interest of the reader is claimed on 
grounds which are all but independent of 
the mere-individual. Wordsworth seeks to 
exhibit to us,not so much of his own per- 
sonal career, as the way in which, amid the 
difficulties of the time,a human soul might 
find peace and inward freedom.—CaiRD, 
EDWARD, 1892, Wordsworth, Essays on 
Literature and Philosophy, vol. 1, p. 186. 
The system of general spiritual educa- 
tion which is both explicitly and implicitly 
set forth in ‘‘The Prelude,’’ makes this 
great autobiographical poem one of the 
most valuable productions in English 
Literature ; and teachers capable of bring- 
ing its informing spirit home to their 
students (capable by virtue of their own 
assimilation of it),might do great things 
in the way of a spiritual quickening of 
their students.—Corson, Hiram, 1896, 
The Voice and Spiritual Education, p. 145. 
No autobiography, however, is so free 
from the taint of vanity as ‘‘The Prelude.’’ 
There are no theatrical attitudes,no ar- 
rangements of drapery for the sake of 
effect. The poet takes no pains to give 
statuesque beauty to his gestures, or 
dramatic sequence to his actions. Words- 
worth had too much pride—if the word 
may be used to denote justifiable self-con- 
fidence—to be vain. He felt, he knew, 
that he was a great poet, and did not 
disguise the fact. He was unconscious 
of any obligation to wrap himself in the 
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detestable cloak of false modesty.—Lz- 
GOUIS, EMILE, 1896, The Harly Life of 
William Wordsworth, 1770-1798, A Study 
of “The Prelude,” tr. Matthews, p. 13. 
“‘The Prelude,’’ though long and oc- 
casionally prosaic, is an invaluable record. 
The poet has there disclosed himself more 
perfectly than Dante or Milton ever did. 
—Stronc, Aucustus Hopkins, 1897, The 
Great Poets and Their Theology, p. 339. 


SONNETS 

The difficulty of the sonnet metre in 
English is a good excuse for the dull 
didactic thoughts which naturally incline 
towards it: fellows know there is no 
danger of decanting their muddy stuff ever 
so slowly: they are neither prose nor 
poetry. I have rather a wish to tie old 
Wordsworth’s volume about his neck and 
pitch him into one of the deepest holes of 
his dear Duddon.— FITZGERALD, EDWARD, 
1841, To. F. Tennyson, July 26; Letters, 
vol. 1, p. 73. 

Wordsworth, in sonnet, is a classick too, 
And on that grass-plot sits at Milton’s side. 
—LANDOR, WALTER SAVAGE, 1853, To 
the Author of “Festus”, The Last Fruit off 
an old Tree. 

To Wordsworth has been vouchsafed the 
last grace of the self-denying artist: you 
think neither of him nor his style, but you 
cannot help thinking of—you must recall 
—the exact phrase, the very sentiment he 
wished. Milton’s purity is more eager. 
In the most exciting parts of Wordsworth 
—and these sonnets are not very exciting 
—you always feel, you never forget, that 
what you have before you is the excite- 
ment of a recluse. There is nothing of 
the stir of life; nothing of the brawl of 
the world.—BAGEHOT, WALTER, 1864, 
Wordsworth, Tennyson and Browning; 
Works, ed. Morgan, vol. 1, p. 218. 

Wordsworth, the greatest of modern 
poets, is perhaps the greatest of English 


sonnet writers. Not only has he composed 


a larger number of sonnets than any other 
of our poets; he has also written more 
that are of first-rate excellence. There 
is no intensity of passion in Wordsworth’s 
sonnets; and herein he differs from Shake- 
speare,and from Mrs. Browning, for whose 
sonnets the reader may feel an enthusiastic 
admiration that Wordsworth’s thoughtful 
and calm verse rarely excites; neither has 
he attained the ‘‘dignified simplicity’’ 
which marks the sonnets of Milton; but 
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for purity of language, for variety and 
strength of thought, for the curiosa 
felicitas of poetical diction, for the ex- 
quisite skill with which he associates the 
emotions of the mind and the aspects of 
nature, we know of no sonnet writer who 
can take precedence of Wordsworth. In 
his larger poems his language is sometimes 
slovenly, and occasionally, as Sir Walter 


_ Scott said, he chooses to crawl on all- 


fours; but this is rarely the case in the 
sonnets, and though he wrote upwards of 
four hundred, there are few, save those on 
the ‘‘Punishment of Death’’ and some of 
those called Ecclesiastical (for neither 
argument nor dogma find a fitting place in 
verse) that we could willingly part with. 
Wordsworth’s belief that the language of 
the common people may be used as the 
language of poetry was totally inoperative 
when hecomposed asonnet. He wrote at 
such times in the best diction he could 
command, and the language like the 
thought is that of a great master.—DEN- 
NIS, JOHN, 1878-80, English Sonnets: A 
Selection, note. 

Wordsworth’s predilection for the son- 
net, and the success wherewith he has 
cultivated a kind which might seem some- 
what artificial for a poet of nature and of 
the fields, are things to be observed, and 
important to take account of in the final 
estimate. He has really excelled in it, and 
many of his sonnets approach perfection. 
Although English literature is singularly 
rich in poetical jewels of this kind, Words- 
worth, to my taste, has in this respect 
rivals, but nosuperiors. The piece on the 
sonnet itself, that composed on West- 
minster Bridge, that addressed to Milton, 
and half a hundred others (he wrote four 
hundred),show that combination of ingen- 
ious turn and victorious final touch which 
is the triumph of the kind.—ScHERER, 
Epmonp, 1880-91, Wordsworth and Mod- 
ern Poetry in England, Essays on English 
Literature, tr. Saintsbury, p. 196. 

He had a right to think highly of his 
sonnets; for when they are good they sur- 
pass those of his contemporaries; but, 
unfortunately, the number of his good son- 
nets is small. He has written hundreds 
(say five hundred in round figures), of 
which it would be difficult to name twenty 
that substantiate his poetic greatness. He 
wrote upon all occasions, and many of his 
vccasions, it must be confessed, are of the 
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slightest. To stub his toe was to set his 
poetic feet in motion,and to evolve a train 
of philosophical musings upon toes in 
particular and things in general. His 
prime defect (me judice) is his stupendous 
egotism, which dwarfed that of Milton, 
great as it was, and which led him to wor- 
ship himself, morning, noon, and night. 
Sacred in his own eye, he could not be 
otherwise in the eyes of others. That he 
was, or could be tedious, never entered 
into his calculation. I honor his memory 
this side of idolatry, as Ben Jonson wrote 
of Shakspere, but when I read his sonnets 
I am constrained to say, with the wicked 
Jeffrey, ‘‘This will never do.’’—Srop- 
DARD, RICHARD HENRY, 1881, The Sonnet 
in English Poetry, Scribner’s Monthly, vol. 
22, p. 918. 

Wordsworth’s sonnets are among his 
most perfect productions, from the artistic 
point of view. He brought the sonnet into 
fashion after it had been neglected since 
Milton’s death. He had the feeling for 
rhetorical expression as well as the rhym- 
ing power requisite to bring this form to 
its finish and perfection. Many of his 
sonnets, like the one beginning, ‘‘The 
world is too much with us,’’ and, ‘‘Scorn 
not the sonnet, critic,’’ have a permanent 
lodgment in the general memory.—JOHN- 
SON, CHARLES F., 1885, Three Americans 
and Three Englishmen, p. 37. 

Every good sonnet of Wordsworth’s is 
like a mirror wherein we see his poetic 
nature reflected; and is there another man 
who would so well stand the test of such 
a multitude of mirrors? His fatal habit 
of rhyming upon everything resulted, in his 
sonnet work, in the many more or less in- 
different productions to be found in the 
“‘Duddon,’’ and more especially in the 
Ecclesiastical Series: but speaking gener- 
ally, his sonnets are freer from his beset- 
ting sins than one would naturally expect. 
He is, and must always be, considered one 
of the greatest of English sonneteers. At 
his very best he isthe greatest. His son- 
nets are mostly as beautiful and limpid as 
an amber tinted stream, and the thoughts 
which are their motives as clear as the 
large pebbly stones in the shallows thereof. 
In a word, he, at his best, knew what 
he wanted to say, and could say it in his 
own manner supremely well.—SHARP, 
WILLIAM, 1886, Sonnets of this Century, 
p. 825, note, 
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Nowhere, except in a very few of Mil- 
ton’s,in a very few of Shakespeare’s, does 
that crystallization of thought, the sonnet, 
carry such largeness and illumination as 
in Wordsworth’s sonnets. — SPOFFORD, 
Harriet Prescott, 1890, A Selection of 
Wordsworth’s Sonnets, The Book Buyer, 
vol. 1, p. 497. 


The greatest of English Sonneteers.— 
Corson, Hiram, 1892, A Primer of Eng- 
lish Verse, p. 148. 


On the response of the common con- 
science of men Wordsworth’s sonnets may 
rely for their perpetual justification.— 
QUILLER-CoucH, A. T., 1897, English 
Sonnets, Introduction, p. xix. 


In the sonnets, on the other hand, we 
find much of Wordsworth’s finest work, 
alike in substance and in form. ‘‘The 
sonnet’s scanty plot of ground’’ suited him 
so well because it forced him to be at once 
concise and dignified, and yet allowed him 
to say straight out the particular message 
or emotion which was possessing him... . 
Taking them at their best you will find that 
nowhere in his work has he put so much 
of his finest self into so narrow a compass. 
Nowhere are there so many splendid single 
lines, lines of such weight, such imagina- 
tive ardour. And these lines have nothing 
to lose by their context, as almost all the 
fine lines which we find in the blank verse 
poems have to lose.—Symons, ARTHUR, 
1902, Wordsworth, Fortnightly Review, 
vol. (7, p. 42. 

GENERAL 

Wordsworth will leave behind 
him a name unique in his way. He will 
rank among the very first poets,and prob- 
ably possesses a mass of merits superior 
to all, except only Shakspeare. This is 
doing much, yet would he be a happier man 
if he did more.—SouTHEY, RopERt, 1804, 
To John Rickman, Life and Correspond- 
ence, ed. C. C. Southey, ch. x. 


Southey’s ‘‘Madoc’’ is in the press, I 
understand, and will make its appearance 
the beginning of winter. Wordsworth’s 
Poems, for he has two great ones, that is, 
long ones, will not be published so soon. 
One of these is to be called the ‘‘ Recluse, ”’ 
and the other is to be a history of himself 
and his thoughts; this philosophy of ego- 
tism and shadowy refinements really spoils 
a great genius for poetry. We shall have 
a few exquisite gleams of natural feeling, 
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sunk in a dull ugly ground of trash and 
affectation. I cannot forgive your ex- 
pression, ‘‘ Wordsworth & Co. ;’’ he merits 
criticism, but surely not contempt ; to class 
him with his imitators is the greatest of 
all contempt. I thought our perusal of 
the ‘‘Lyrical Ballads’’ inthe Temple would 
have prevented this; we found much to 
admire, but you will not admire. Sharp, 
however, is in the other extreme, I admit; 
but I insist it is the better of the two: he 
has been living at the Lakes, with these 
crazed poets; Wordsworth read him some 
thousand lines, and he repeated to mea 
few of these one day, which I could not 
worship as he wished me. — HORNER, FRAN- 
cis, 1804, Letter to Francis Jeffrey, Aug. 
18; Memoirs and Correspondence, vol. 1, 
[AZ 

Trouble not yourself about their present 
reception; of what moment is that com- 
pared with what I trust is their destiny? 
To console the afflicted; to add sunshine 
to daylight, by making the happy happier ; 
to teach the young, and the gracious of 
every age, to see, to think, and feel, and 
therefore to become more actively and 
securely virtuous—this is their office, which 
I trust they will faithfully perform, long 
after we (that is, all that is mortal of us) 
are mouldered in our graves. —WORDS- 
WORTH, WILLIAM, 1807, Letter to Lady 
Beaumont, May 21; Knight's Lafe of 
Wordsworth, vol. u, p. 88. 

I have just got, by a most lucky chance, 
Wordsworth’s new Poems. I owe them 
some most delightful hours of abstraction 
from the petty vexations of the little world 
where I live, and the horrible dangers of 
the great world, to which my feelings are 
attached. I applied to him his own 
verses :— 

Blessings be with them, and eternal praise, 

Who gave us nobler loves and nobler cares— 

the Poets. 

The Sonnets on Switzerland and on Milton 
are sublime. Some of the others are ina 
style of severe simplicity, sometimes 
bordering on the hardness and dryness of 
some of Milton’s Sonnets. Perhaps it 
might please him to know, that his poetry 
has given these feelings to one at so vast 
a distance: it is not worth adding, to one 
who formerly had foolish prejudices 
against him.—MACcKINTOSH, SiR JAMES, 
1808, Journal, July 6; Memoirs of Mack- 
intosh, ed. his Son, vol. 1, p. 409. 


| 
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Next comes the dull disciple of thy school, 

That mild apostate from poetic rule, 

The simple Wordsworth, framer of a lay 

As soft as evening in his favourite May, 

Who warns his friend ‘‘to shake off toil and 
trouble, 

And quit his books, for fear of growing 
double ;”’ 

Who, both by precept and example, shows 

That prose is verse, and verse is merely prose: 

Convincing all, by demonstration plain, 

Poetic souls delight in prose inane; 

And Christmas stories, tortured into rhyme, 

Contain the essence of the true sublime. 

—Byron, LorD 1809, English Bards and 

Scotch Reviewers. 

Wordsworth, whose porcelain was taken for 
delf. 

—Hunt, LEIGH, 1811, The Feast of the Poets. 

We do not want Mr. Wordsworth to 
write like Pope or Prior, nor to dedicate 
his muse to subjects which he does not 
himself think interesting. We are pre- 
pared,on the contrary, to listen with a far 
deeper delight to the songs of his moun- 
tain solitude, and to gaze on his mellow 
pictures of simple happiness and affection, 
and his lofty sketches of human worth 
and energy; and we only beg, that we may 
have these noble elements of his poetry, 
without the debasement of childish lan- 
guage, mean incidents, and incongruous 
images.—JEFFREY, FRANCIS Lorp, 1812, 
Wilson’s Poems, Edinburgh Review, vol. 
HON: 315. 

My Dear Jeffrey,—! am much obliged 
to you for the Review, and shall exercise 
the privilege of an old friend in making 
some observations upon it. I have not 
read the review of Wordsworth, because 
the subject is to me so very uninteresting ; 
but, may I ask,do not such repeated attacks 
upon a man wear in some little degree the 
shape of persecution?—SmITH, SYDNEY, 
1814, To Jeffrey, A Selection from the Letters 
of the Rev. Sydney Smith, ed. Mrs. Austin. 

Great being, who will hereafter be 
ranked as one who had a portion of the 
spirit of the mighty ones, especially Mil- 
ton; but who did not possess the power 
of using that spirit otherwise than with 
reference to himself, and so as to excite a 
reflex action only. —HAYDON, BENJAMIN 
Ropert, 1815, Journal. 


He of the cloud, the cataract, the lake, 
Who on Helvellyn’ 83 summit, wide awake, 
Catches his freshness from Archangel’s wing, 


—KREATS, JOHN, 1817, Sonnet, addressed to 
Haydon. 
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First; an austere purity of language, 
both grammatically and logically; in 
short, a perfect appropriateness of the 
words to the meaning. . . . The second 
characteristic excellence of Mr. Words- 
worth’s work is: a correspondent weight 
and sanity of the Thoughts and Senti- 
ments, —won, not from books; but—from 
the poet’s own meditative observation. 
They are fresh and have the dew upon 
them. . . . Even throughout his smaller 
poems there is scarcely one, which is not 
rendered valuable by some just and orig- 
inal reflection. Third ; 
the sinewy strength and originality of 
single lines and paragraphs; the frequent 
curtosa felicitas of his diction. 

Fourth; the perfect truth of nature in his 
images "and descriptions, as taken immedi- 
ately from nature, and proving along and 
genial intimacy with the very spirit which 
gives the physiognomic expression to all 
the works of nature. Fifth; a 
meditative pathos, a union of deep and 
subtle thought with sensibility ; a sympa- 
thy with man as man, —the sympathy of a 
contemplator, rather than a fellow-sufferer 
or co-mate (spectator, haud particeps), but 
of a contemplator, from whose views no 
difference of rank conceals the sameness of 
nature; no injuries of wind or weather, or 
toil, or even of ignorance, wholly disguise 
the human face divine. Here 
the man and Poet find themselves in each 
other . Last, and pre-eminently, 
I challenge ‘for this poet the gift of Imag- 
ination in the highest and strictest sense 
of the word. Inthe play of fancy, Words- 
worth, to my feelings, is not always grace- 
ful,and sometimes recondite. The likeness 
is occasionally too strange,or demands too 
peculiar a point of view, or is such as ap- 
pears the creature of predetermined re- 
search,rather than spontaneous presenta- 
tion. Indeed, his fancy seldom displays 
itself,as mere and unmodified fancy. But 
in imaginative power he stands nearest of 
all modern writers to Shakspeare and 
Milton; and yet in a kind perfectly un- 
borrowed and his own. ‘To employ his 
own words, which are at once an instance 
and an illustration, he does indeed to all 


thoughts and to all objects— 
Add the gleam, 

The light that never was, on sea or land, 
The consecration, and the poet’s dream. 
—COLERIDGE, SAMUEL TAYLOR, 1817, 

Biographia Literaria, ch. xxii. 
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Mr. Wordsworth is themost original poet 
now living. He is the reverse of Walter 
Scott in all his defects and excellences. 
He has nearly all that the other wants, and 
wants all that the other possesses. His 
poetry is not external, but internal; it 
does not depend upon tradition, or story, 
or old song; he furnishes it from his own 
mind and is his own subject. He is the 
poet of mere sentiment. . . . He has 
produced a deeper impression, and on a 
smaller circle, than any other of his con- 
temporaries. His powers have been mis- 
taken by the age, nor does he exactly un- 
derstand them himself. He cannot form 
a whole. He has not the constructive 
faculty. He can give only the fine tones 
of thought, drawn from his mind by 
accident or nature, like the sounds drawn 
from the Alolian harp by the wandering 
gale. He is totally deficient in all the ma- 
chinery of poetry.—HAzLiTT, WILLIAM, 
1818, Lectures on the English Poets, Lec- 
ture viii. 

He had a mind which was somehow 

At once circumference and centre 
Of all he might or feel or know; 
Nothing went ever out, although 

Something did ever enter. 

He had as much imagination 

As a pint-pot ;—he never could 
Fancy another situation, 

From which to dart his contemplation, 

Than that wherein he stood. 

Yet his was individual mind, 

And new-created all he saw 
In a new manner, and refined 
Those new creations, and combined 

Them by a master-spirit’s law. 
Thus—although imaginative— 

An apprehension clear, intense, 

Of his mind’s work, had made alive 

The things it wrought on; I believe 

Wakening a sort of thought in sense. 

—SHELLY, Percy ByssHE, 1819, Peter 
Bell the Third. 


And first—in the great walk of poesy— 
is Wordsworth, who, if he stood alone, 
would vindicate the immortality of his art. 
He has, in his works, built up a rock of de- 
fense for his species, which will resist the 
mightiest tides of demoralizing luxury. 
Setting aside the varied and majestic har- 
mony of his verse—the freshness and the 
grandeur of his descriptions—the ex- 
quisite softness of his delineations of 
character—and the high and rapturous 
spirit of his choral songs—we may pro- 
nounce his “‘divine philosophy” as unequaled 


by any preceding bard. And surely it is j 
no small proof of the infinity of the re- , 
sources of genius, that,in this late age of 
the world, the first of all philosophic poets 
should have arisen, to open a new vein of | 
sentiment and thought, deeper and richer | 
than yet had been laid bare to mortal eyes. 
—TALFouRD, THomAS Noon, 1820, London 
Retrospective Review, Critical and Miscel- | 
laneous Writings, p. 212. 

The descriptive poetry of the present 
day has been called by its cultivators a 
return to nature. Nothing is more im- | 
pertinent than this pretension. Poetry — 
cannot travel out of the regions of its 
birth, the uncultivated lands of semi-— 
civilised men. Mr. Wordsworth, the great 
leader of the returners to nature, cannot 
describe a scene under his own eyes with- 
out putting into it the shadow of a Danish 
boy or the living ghost of Lucy Gray, or 
some similar phantastical parturition of 
the moods of his own mind.—PEACOCK, 
THomAS Loves, 1820, The Four Ages of 
Poetry, Calidore and Miscellanea, p. 64. 

I do not know a man more to be vener- 
ated for uprightness of heart and loftiness 
of genius. Why he will sometimes choose 
to crawl upon all fours, when God has given 
him so noble a countenance to lift to 
heaven, I am as little able to account for, 
as for his quarrelling (as you tell me) with 
the wrinkles which time and meditation 
have stamped his brow withal.—Scort, 
Sir WALTER, 1820, To Allan Cunning- 
ham, Nov.; Life of Scott by Lockhart, ch. 1. 

The Muse of this poet is of a singular 
cast and temperament. Objects the most 
simple, and themes the most familiar, are 
treated by her in a style peculiarly her 
own: but if these objects and these themes 
have been such, as, with a great number of 
readers, to excite surprise and provoke 
ridicule, this must have arisen rather in 
compliance with the tone of what is called 
fashionable criticism, than from an im- 
partial perusal of the poems themselves. 
The purest moral strain, and the loftiest 
feelings of humanity, pervade the pro- 
ductions of Mr. Wordsworth: and these, 
at times, are united with so much sweet- 
ness of diction, and with such just and 
powerful views of religion that that bosom 
must be taxed with insensibility which is 
impervious to their impression.—DIBDIN, 
THOMAS FROGNALL, 1824, The Library 
Companion, p. 738, note. 
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The highest quality of art is to conceal 
itself: these peasants of Schiller’s are 
what every one imagines he could imitate 
successfully ; yet in the hands of any but 
a true and strong-minded poet they 
dwindle into repulsive coarseness or 
mawkish insipidity. Among our own 
writers, who have tried such subjects, we 
remember none that has succeeded equally 
with Schiller. One potent but ill-fated 
genius has, in far different circumstances 
and with far other means, shown that he 
could have equalled him: the ‘‘Cotter’s 
Saturday Night’’ of Burns is, in its own 
humble way, as quietly beautiful, as 
simplix munditits, as the scenes of Tell. 
No other has even approached them; 
though some gifted persons have at- 
tempted it. Mr. Wordsworth is no ordinary 
man; nor are his pedlars, and leech-gath- 
erers, and dalesmen, without their attrac- 
tions and their moral; but they sink into 
whining drivellers beside ‘‘ Rosselmann the 
Priest,’’ ‘‘Ulric the Smith,’’ ‘‘Hans of the 
Wall,’’ and the other sturdy confederates 
of Riitli.— CARLYLE, THOMAS, 1825-45, 
Life of Friedrich Schiller, pt. iii, p. 205. 

Next to Byron, there is no poet whose 
writings have had so much influence on the 
taste of the age as Wordsworth. Byron 
drove on through the upper air till the 
thunder of his wheels died on the ear. 
Wordsworth drove to Parnassus by the 
lower road, got sometims lost in bushes 
and lowland fogs, and was much molested 
by mosquito critics. — LONGFELLOWw, 
HENRY WADSWoRTH, 1829, Note Book, 
Life by S. Longfellow, vol. 1, p. 172. 
Wordsworth, whose thoughts acquaint us 

with our own. 
—ELLIOTT, EBENEZER, 1829, The Village 
Patriarch, Book iv. 

In spite of the reverence which we feel 
for the genius of Mr. Wordsworth, we 
cannot but think that the minuteness of 
his descriptions often diminishes their 
effect. He has accustomed himself to 
gaze on nature with the eye of a lover—to 
dwell on every feature, and to mark every 
change of aspect. Those beauties which 
strike the most negligent observer, and 
those which only a close attention dis- 
covers, are equally familiar to him,and are 
equally prominent in his poetry. —MAcau- 
LAY, THOMAS BABINGTON, 1881, Moore’s 
Life of Lord Byron, Edinburgh Review ; 
Critical and Miscellaneous Essays. 


In describing external nature as she is, 
no poet perhaps has excelled Wordsworth 
—not even Thomson; in imbuing her and 
making her pregnant with spiritualities, 
till the mighty mother teems with ‘‘ beauty 
far more beauteous’’ than she had ever re- 
joiced in till he held communion with her 
—therein lies his own especial glory, and 
therein the immortal evidences of the 
might of his creative imagination. All 
men at times ‘‘muse on nature with a 
poet’s eye,’’—but Wordsworth ever—and 
his soul has grown religious from worship. 
Every rock is an altar—every grove a 
shrine. We fear that there. will be 
sectarians even in this Natural Religion 
till the end of time. But he is the High 
Priest of Nature—or, to use his own words, 
or nearly so,he is the High Priest ‘‘in the 
metropolitan temple built by Nature in 
the heart of mighty poets.’’—WILSon, 
JOHN, 1831, An Hour’s Talk About Poetry, 
Recreations of Christopher North; Black- 
wood’s Magazine, vol. 30. 

I have only a single remark to make on 
the poetry of Wordsworth, and I do it 
because I never saw the remark made 
before. It relates to the richness of his 
works for quotations. For these they are 
a mine that is altogether inexhaustible. 
There is nothing in nature that you may 
not get a quotation out of Wordsworth to 
suit,and a quotation too that breathes the 
very soul of poetry. There are only three 
books in the world that are worth the 
opening in search of mottos and quota- 
tions, and all of them are alike rich. 
These are, the Old Testament, Shakspeare, 
and the poetical works of Wordsworth, 
and, strange to say, the ‘‘Excursion’’ 
abounds most in them.—Hoac, JAMES, 
1832, Autobiography. 

Although by his position standing aloof, 
as it were, from man, he had nothing in 
him foreign to humanity. His contem- 
plative habits led him to scrutinize his 
species with a philosophic eye, and by 
levelling in his own mind the artificial dis- 
tinctions of society, extended his sympa- 
thies to the humblest of his fellow-creat- 
ures. A holy calm is shed over his writ- 
ings, whose general purpose seems to be 
to reconcile man with himself and his 
destiny, by furnishing him with a key to 
the mysteries of his present condition. 
Wordsworth’s soul is instinct with such a 
pure love of nature, so much simplicity, 
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or as the French call it, loyalty of purpose, 
that had he not entangled himself in an 
unlucky theory, he might have shared the 
popularity of Cowper, whom he must be 
admitted to surpass in the general eleva- 
tion, as well as the benevolence of his 
sentiments. As it is, there are few who 
read, and fewer still who relish him.— 
Prescott, WILLIAM HICKLING, 1832, Eng- 
lish Literature of the Nineteenth Century, 
North American Review, vol. 35, p. 174. 
Tis thine to celebrate the thoughts that make 
The life of souls, the truths for whose sweet 
sake 
We to ourselves and to our God are dear. 
Of nature’s inner shrine thou art the priest, 
Where most she works when we perceive her 
least. 
—COLERIDGE, HarTLEY, 1833, To Words- 
worth. 


Among living authors, not one has shown 
greater command of diction than Mr. 
Wordsworth; suiting his style to his sub- 
jects with consummate address, though 
sometimes with unhappy effect, from the 
difficulty, not to say the impossibility, of 
making general readers partakers, by 
direct sympathy, with his peculiar experi- 
ences and imaginings,—that is, see with 
his eyes, hear with his ears, feel with his 
heart, and think with his mind,—possess 
them wholly with his own spirit, or for the 
time being absorb each of them into him- 
self. In an age of poetical innovations, 
Mr. Wordsworth has undoubtedly been one 
of the boldest and most successful ad- 
venturers.—MONTGOMERY, JAMES, 1838, 
Lectures on General Literature, Poetry, 
etc., p. 118. 


I shall never forget with what feeling 
my friend Bryant, some yearsago, described 
to me the effect produced upon him by his 
meeting for the first time with Words- 
worth’s Ballads. He lived, when quite 
young, where but a few works of poetry 
were to be had; at a period, too, when 
Pope was still the great idol in the Temple 
of Art. Hesaid that, upon opening Words- 
worth, a thousand springs seemed to gush 
up at once in his heart, and the face of 
Nature, of a sudden, to change into a 
strange freshness and life. He had felt 
the sympathetic touch from an according 
mind; and you see how instantly his 
powers and affections shot over the Earth 
and through his kind.—DANA, RICHARD 
Henry, 1833, The Idle Man, Preface. 


Wordsworth is the poet of nature and 
man,—not of humble life, as some have 
said, but of noble emotions, lofty feelings, 
and whatever tends to exalt man and ele- 
vate him on the table-land of honor, moral- 
ity and religion. His style is worthy of 
his topics, —simple, unaffected and vigor- 
ous: he occasionally becomes too minute 
in his delineations, and some of the sub- 
jects which he treats are too homely for 
inspiration. His poetry is making its way, 
as true feeling and impassioned thought 
ever will.—CUNNINGHAM, ALLAN, 1883, 
Biographical and Critical History of the Lit- 
erature of the Last Fifty Years. 

: that reverend Priest of Poesy, 
Whose presence shines upon these twilight 

times, 
Hath, in ‘“‘The Churchyard in the Moun- 
tains,’’ done 
One sacrifice whose scent shall fill the world. 
—ALFORD, HENRY, 1835, The School of the 
Heart. 


I have been so self-indulgent as to pos- 
sess myself of Wordsworth at full length, 
and I thoroughly like much of the contents 
of the first three volumes, which I fancy 
are only the low vestibule of the three re- 
maining ones. I never before met with so 
many of my own feelings expressed just 
as I could like them.—ELioT, GEORGE 
(Mary ANN Cross), 1839, To Miss Lewis, 
Nov, 22; George Eliot's Life as Related in 
her Letters and Journals, ed. Cross, vol. 1, 
p. 44. 


Genius is not a creator, in the sense of 
fancying or feigning what does not exist. 
Its distinction is,to discern more of truth 
than common minds. It sees under dis- 
guises and humble forms everlasting 
beauty. This it is the prerogative of 
Wordsworth to discern and reveal in the 
walks of life, in the common human heart. 
He has revealed the loveliness of the 
primitive feelings, of the universal affec- 
tions,of the humansoul. The grand truth 
which pervades his poetry is that the 
beautiful is not confined—the rare, the 
new, the distant,—to scenery and modes 
of life open only to the few; but that it is 
poured forth profusely on the common 
earth and sky, that it gleams from the 
loneliest flower, that it lights up the 
humblest sphere, that the sweetest affec- 
tions lodge in lowly hearts, that there is 
sacredness, dignity, and loveliness in lives 
which few eyes rest on, —that,even in the 
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absence of all intellectual culture, the 
domestic relations can quietly nourish that 
disinterestedness which is the element of 
all greatness, and without which intel- 
lectual power is a splendid deformity. 
Wordsworth is the poet of humanity; he 
teaches reverence for our universal nature ; 
he breaks down the fictitious barriers 
between human hearts.—CHANNING, WIL- 
LIAM ELLERY, 1841, The Present Age, 
Addresses. 


As the chief of the movement, the 
Xenophon of the return, we are bound to 
acknowledge this great Wordsworth, and 
to admire how, in a bravery bravest of all 
because born of love, in a passionate un- 
reservedness sprung of genius, and to the 
actual scandal of the world which stared 
at the filial familiarity, he threw himself 
not at the feet of Nature, but straightway 
and right tenderly upon her bosom. And 
so, trustfully as child before mother, self- 
renouncingly as child after sin, absorbed 
away from the consideration of publics and 
critics as child at play-hours, with a sim- 
plicity startling to the blasé critical ear as 
inventiveness, with an innocent utterance 
felt by the competent thinker to be wis- 
dom, and with a faithfulness to natural 
impressions acknowledged since by all to 
be the highest art,—this William Words- 
worth did sing his ‘‘Lyrical Ballads’’ 
where the ‘‘Art of criticism’’ had been 
_ sung before, and ‘‘the world would not let 
them die.’””—BROWNING, ELIZABETH BAR- 
RETT, 1843-63, The Book of the Poets. 
Thro’ clouds and darkness to meridian height 
Of glory, thou hast upward climbed, and now 
In empyrean blue, with cloudless brow 
Look’ st o’er a prospect clear and infinite— 
Rejoicing, by rejoicing in. thy light! 

The vapours, which at first would not allow 

Full view of thee, are gone, we know not 
how; 

Absorbed into thy splendor, and thy might! 

And now, great spirit, thou unto thy close 

Art hastening, and trails of glory make 

The heavens gorgeous for thy repose— 

Thou hast made day for all men to partake, 

And having thought of others and their 
woes, 

Shalt be remembered now for thy own sake. 


—ELLISON, HENRY, 1844, To Wordsworth, 
The Poetry of Real Life. 


When Mr. Wordsworth first stood before 
the world as a poet, he might as well, for 
the sorriness of his reception, have stood 
before the world as a prophet. In some 
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such position, perhaps, it may be said he 
actually did stand ; and he had a prophet’s 


fare in a shower of stones. . . Mr. 


Wordsworth began his day with a dignity 
and determination of purpose, which might 
well have startled the public and all its 
small poets and critics, his natural 
enemies. He laid down fixed principles 
in his prefaces, and carried them out with 
rigid boldness, in his poems; and when the 
world laughed, he bore it well, for his logic 
apprized him of what should follow: nor 
was he without the sympathy of Cole- 
ridge and a few other first-rate intellects. 
—Horne, RicHArD HENGIsT, 1844, A 
New Spirit of the Age, pp. 177, 179. 


To estimate the degree of longevity 
which will attach to Wordsworth’s poetry 
might be difficult; but as he has built upon 
the enduring rock as well as the shifting 
sand, we cannot tolerate the idea that he 
will be swept away with things forgotten. 
As we pause thoughtfully before some of 
the majestic fabrics of his genius, they 
seem to wear the look of eternity. And 
when we consider the vast debt of delight 
we owe to him, the new inspiration he 
poured into poetry, and his delivery of it 
from the bondage of a hundred and fifty 
years, —the many teasing persecutions he 
has endured for humanity and literature; 
—when we think of the consecrations he 
has shed upon our present existence, and 
the splendor of the vistas he has opened 
beyond the grave, —his desire to bring the 
harsh domain of the actual into closer 
vicinity to the sunny land of the ideal, — 
his kindling strains for freedom and right, 
—his warm sympathy with all that elevates 
and ennobles our being, and the sway he 
has displayed over its holiest and tender- 
est affections,—and the many images of 
beauty and grace with which he has 
brightened our daily life ;—when we con- 
sider these, his faults and errors seem to 
dwindle into insignificance; reverence and 
love leap to our lips, and warm from the 
heart and brain springs our benison. 
“Blessings be on him, and eternal praise, 
Who gave us nobler loves and nobler cares.’ 
—WHIPPLE, Epwin P., 1844, Wordsworth, 
North American Review, Oct. ; Essays and 
Reviews. 


Subsequently toShakspere, these notices, 
as of all phenomena whatsoever that de- 
manded a familiarity with nature in the 
spirit of love, became rarer and rarer. At 
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length, as the eighteenth century was 
winding up its accounts, forth stepped 
William Wordsworth; of whom,as a reader 
of all pages in nature, it may be said that, 
if we except Dampier, the admirable buc- 
caneer, the gentle flzbustier, and some few 
professional naturalists, he first and he last 
looked at natural objects with the eye that 
neither will be dazzled from without nor 
cheated by preconceptions from within. 
Most men look at nature in the hurry of a 
confusion that distinguishes nothing ; their 
error is from without. Pope, again, and 
many who live in towns, make such blunders 
as that of supposing the moon to tip with 
silver the hills behind which she is rising, 
not by erroneous use of their eyes (for 
they use them not at all), but by inveterate 
preconceptions. Scarcely has there been 
a poet with what could be called a learned 
eye, or an eye extensively learned, before 
Wordsworth. Much affectation there has 
been of that surt since his rise, and at all 
times much counterfeit enthusiasm; but 
the sumof the matter is this,—that Words- 
worth had his passion for nature fixed in 
his blood; it was a necessity, like that of 
the mulberry-leaf to the silkworm; and 
through his commerce with nature did he 
live and breathe. Hence it was—viz. from 
the truth of his love—that his knowledge 
grew; whilst most others, being merely 
hypocrites in their love, have turned out 
merely sciolists in their knowledge. This 
chapter, therefore, of sky-scenery may be 
said to have been revivified amongst the 
resources of poetry by Wordsworth—re- 
kindled, if not absolutely kindled.—Dr 
QuINcEY, THOMAS, 1845-57, On Words- 
worth’s Poetry, Works, ed. Masson. vol. x1, 
p. 318. 


My admiration of Wordsworth is com- 
posed of two different elements, namely, 
my admiration of what is peculiar to his 
genius, and my admiration of what he has 
in common with other first-class poets; I 
must therefore adjust the balance between 
these two admirations; and therefore I 
cannot agree with those who admire even 
the inferior poems of his earlier and most 
characteristic manner more than the best 
poems written in his later style. 

Without what is absolutely peculiar to his 
genius, and to it alone, Wordsworth would 
not have been a very great, that is, an 
original poet ; but if this, his special merit, 
had been his only merit, he would have 
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lacked several of those perfections which, 
in their aggregate alone, make up a first- 
class poet, as well as an original poet.— 
COLERIDGE, SARA, 1845, Letter to Aubrey 
DeVere, Recollections, pp. 203, 204. 


Others, perchance, as keenly felt, 

As musically sang as he; 

To Nature as devoutly knelt, 

Or toil’d to serve humanity: 

But none with those ethereal notes, 

That star-like sweep of self-control; 

The insight into worlds unseen, 

The lucid sanity of soul. 

The fever of our fretful life, 

The autumn poison of the air, 

The soul with its own self at strife, 

He saw and felt, but could not share: 

With eye made clear by pureness, pierced 

The life of Man and Nature through; 

And read the heart of common things, 

Till new seem’d old, and old was new. 
—PALGRAVE, FRANCIS TURNER, 1845, 
William Wordsworth. 


Wordsworth,I am told, does not care for 
music! And it is very likely, for music 
(to judge from his verses) does not seem to 
care for him. I was astonished the other 
day, on looking in his works for the first 
time after a long interval, to find how 
deficient he was in all that may be called 
the musical side of a poet’s nature,—the 
genial, the animal-spirited or bird-like, — 
the happily accordant. Indeed he does not 
appear to me,now, more than half the man 
I once took him for, when I was among 
those who came to the ‘‘rescue’’ for him, 
and exaggerated his works in the heat of 
“‘reaction.”’ . Wordsworth is indeed 
“‘cold and diffuse,’’ notwithstanding ‘all 
the fine things’’ which, you justly add, he 
contains. He seems to like nothing 
heartily, except the talking about it; and 
is in danger of being taken by posterity 
(who will certainly never read two-thirds 
of him) for a kind of puritan retainer of 
the Establishment, melancholy in his rec- 
ommendations of mirth, and perplexed 
between prudence and pragmaticalness, 
subserviency and ascendency, retrospection 
and innovation. Ishould infallibly (or far 
as lay in my power) have deposed the god 
I helped to set up, and put Coleridge in his 
stead (I mean in the last edition of the 
“Beast of the Poets’), but I did not like 
to hurt his feelings in his old age.—Hunrt, 
ate 1848, Correspondence, vol. i, pp. 

VB, OR 


He is not a Shakspeare, but he is the 
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greatest poet of the day; and this is more 
remarkable, as he is, par excellence, a 
didactic poet. —OssoLI, MARGARET FUL- 
LER, 1850? Modern British Poets; Art, 
Interature and the Drama, p. 101. 

He, too, upon a wintry clime 

Had fallen—on this iron time 

Of doubts, disputes, distractions, fears. 

He found us when the age had bound 

Our souls in its benumbing round; 

He spoke, and loosed our heart in tears, 

He laid us as we lay at birth 

On the cool flowery lap of earth; 

Smiles broke from us and we had ease. 

The hills were round us, and the breeze 

Went o’er the sun-lit fields again ; 

Our foreheads felt the wind and rain. 


Others will teach us how to dare, 

And against fear our breast to steel; 

Others will strengthen us to bear— 

But who, ah who, will make us feel? 

The cloud of mortal destiny, 

Others will front it fearlessly— 

But who, like him, will put it by? 
—ARNOLD, MATTHEW, 1850, Memorial 
Verses. 

That we would assign to Wordsworth a 
high place among the poets of England 
the whole tenor of our observations 
hitherto will have made clear. At the 
same time, that he falls short of the very 
highest rank, that he does not stand on 
the very top of our English Parnassus, 
where Chaucer, Milton, and Spenser keep 


- reverent company with Shakespeare, but 


rather on that upper slope of the moun- 
tain whence these greatest are visible, and 
where various other poets hold perhaps as 
just, if not so fixed,a footing: this also we 
have sought to convey as part of our 
general impression. Wedo not think, for 
example, that Wordsworth was so great a 
poet as Burns; and,if it is only in respect 
of general mental vigour and capacity, 
and not in respect of poetic genius per 
se, that Dryden, Pope, and Coleridge, 
could be justly put in comparison with 
Wordsworth, and, being so put in com- 
parison, preferred to him on the whole, 
yet there are others in our list of poets 
for whom, even after the ground of com- 
petition has been thus restricted, we be- 
lieve it would be possible to take up the 
quarrel. With all the faults of Byron, both 
moral and literary, the poetic efflux in him 
came from greater constitutional depths, 
and brought, if less pure, at least more fer- 
vent, matter with it than the poetry of 


Wordsworth: had Keats and Shelley lived 
longer, even those that sneer at the Byronic 
might have seen poets comparable, in their 
estimation, to the Patriarch of the Lakes; 
and, should our noble Tennyson survive as 
a constant writer till his black locks have 
grown grey,one sees qualities in him that 
predict for him more than a Wordsworth’s 
fame.—Masson, Davin, 1850-74, Words- 
oe Shelley, Keats and Other Essays, 
p. 62. 

This laurel greener from the brows 

Of him that utter’d nothing base. 
—TENNYSON, LorD, 1851, Dedication to 
the Queen. 

Tennyson says of the laureate wreath 
which he so deservedly wears, that it is 

‘‘Greener from the brows 
Of him who uttered nothing base.”’ 
And this, which seems at first sight nega- 
tive praise, is, in reality, a proof of exquisite 
discernment; for it is just that which con- 
stitutes the marked distinction between 
Wordsworth and the other really original 
poets who are likely to share with him the 
honour of representing poetically to pos- 
terity the early part of the nineteenth 
century. In their crowns there is alloy, 
both moraland intellectual. Hismaynot be 
of so imperial a fashion ; the gems that stud 
it may be less dazzling, but the gold is of a 
ethereal temper, and there is no taint 
upon hisrobe. Weakness, incompleteness, 
imperfection, he had, for he was a mortal 
man of limited faculties, but spotless purity 
is not to be denied him—he uttered noth- 
ing base.—BRIMLEY, GEORGE, 1851-58, 
Essays, ed. Clark, p. 102. 
A breath of the mountains, fresh born in 
the regions majestic, 
That look with their eye-daring summits 
deep into the sky. 
The voice of great Nature; sublime with her 
lofty conceptions, 
Yet earnest and simple as any sweet child of 
the green lowly vale. 
—MEREDITH, GEORGE, 1851, Works, vol. 
XXxI, p, 140. 

Never, perhaps, in the whole range of 
literary history, from Homer downwards, 
did any individual, throughout the course 
of a long life, dedicate himself to poetry 
with a devotion so pure,so perfect, and so 
uninterrupted, as he did. It was not his 
amusement, his recreation, his mere pleas- 
ure—it was the main, the serious, the sol- 
emn business of his being. It was 
his morning, noon, and evening thought, the 
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object of his out-of-door rambles; the sub- 
ject of his in-door reflections; and, as an 
art, he studied it as severely as ever Canova 
did sculpture, or Michael Angelo paint- 
ing.—Morr, D. M., 1851-52, Sketches of 
the Poetical Literature of the Past Half- 
Century, p. 66. 

How welcome to our ears, long pained 

By strife of sect and party noise, 

The book-like murmur of his song 

Of nature’s simple joys! 

The violet by its mossy stone, 

The primrose by the river’s brim, 

And chance-sown daffodil, have found 

Immortal life through him. 

The sunrise on his breezy lake, 

The rosy tints his sunset brought, 

World-seen, are gladdening all the vales 

And mountain-peaks of thought. 
—WHITTIER, JOHN GREENLEAF, 1852, 
Wordsworth. 


Little attended to as works of that 
stamp generally are in the outset, they 
gradually, but unceasingly, rose in public 
estimation; they took a lasting hold of 
the highly educated youth of the next 
generation; and he now numbers among 
his devout worshippers many of the ablest 
men, profound thinkers, and most accom- 
plished and discriminating women, of the 
age. Indeed, great numbers of persons 
whose mental powers, cultivated taste, 
and extensive acquirements entitle their 
opinion to the very highest consideration, 
vield him an admiration approaching to 
idolatry, and assign him a place second 
only to Milton in English poetry. He is 
regarded by them in much the same light 
that Goethe is by the admiring and impas- 
sioned multitudes of the Fatherland.— 
ALISON, SIR ARCHIBALD, 1853-59, History 
of Europe, 1815-1852, vol. I, ch. v. 

We know a poet rich in thought, profuse 
In bounty; but his grain wants winnowing; 
seep noes much chaff about, barndoor 

ust, 
Cobwebs, small insects: it might make a loaf, 
A eon large loaf of household bread; but 
our 


Must be well-bolted for a dainty roll. 
—LANDOR, WALTER SAVAGE, 18538, The 
Last Fruit off an Old Tree. 

Wordsworth is more like Scott, and un- 
derstands how to be happy, but yet cannot 
altogether rid himself of the sense that 
he is a philosopher, and ought always to 
be saying something wise. He has also a 
vague notion that Nature would not be 
able to get on well without Wordsworth; 
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and finds a considerable part of his pleas- 
ure in looking at himself as well as at her. 
—Ruskin, JoHN, 1856, Modern Painters, 
vol. I, pt. iv. 


The exceptional fact of the period is 
the genius of Wordsworth. He had no 
master but nature and solitude. ‘‘He 
wrote a poem,”’ says Landor, ‘‘without the 
aid of war.’’ His verse is the voice of 
sanity in a worldly and ambitious age. 
One regrets that his temperament was not 
more liquid and musical. He has written 
longer than he was inspired. But for the 
rest, he has no competitor.—HMERSON, 
RaLPpH WALDO, 1856-90, English Traits, 
p. 243. 


He’s good, you know, but unbearable. — 
RossETTI, DANTE GABRIEL, 1859, Letters 
to William Allingham, p. 218. 


Byron’s merits are on the surface This 
is not the case with Wordsworth. You 
must love Wordsworth ere he will seem 
worthy of your love.—TENNYSON, ALFRED 
LorbD, 1869, Life by his Son, vol. 1, p. 69. 


His fame has slowly climbed from stage 
to stage until now his influence is per- 
ceived in all the English poetry of the day. 
If this were the place to criticise his 
poetry, I should say, of his more stately 
poems in blank verse, that they often lack 
compression,—that the thought suffers 
by too great expansion. Wordsworth was 
unnecessarily afraid of being epigram- 
matic. He abhorred what is called a 
point as much as Dennis is said to have 
abhorred a pun. Yet I must own that 
even his most diffuse amplifications have 
in them a certain grandeur that fills the 
mind.—BRYANT, WILLIAM CULLEN, 1870, 
A New Library of Poetry and Song, Intro- 
duction, vol. 1, p. 42. 


Does it not sometimes come over one 
(just the least in the world) that one 
would give anything for a bit of nature 
pure and simple, without quite so strong 
a flavor of W. W.? W. W. is, of course, 
sublime and all that—but! For my part, 
I will make a clean breast of it, and con- 
fess that I can’t look at a mountain with- 
out fancying the late laureate’s gigantic 
Roman nose thrust between me and it,and 
thinking of Dean Swift’s profane version 
of Romanos rerum dominos into Roman 
nose! a rare un! dom your nose !—Low- 
ELL, JAMES RUSSELL, 1871, A Good Word 
for Winter, My Study Windows, p. 37. 
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A new Cowper, with less talent and more 
ideas than the other, was essentially an 
interior man, that is, engrossed by the con- 
cerns of the soul. He saw a 
grandeur, a beauty, lessons in the trivial 
events which weave the woof of our most 
common-place days. He needed not for 
the sake of emotion, either splendid sights 
or unusual actions. The dazzling glare of 
the lamps, the pomp of the theatre, would 
have shocked him ; his eyes are too delicate, 
accustomed to sweet and uniform tints. 
He was a poet of the twilight. Moral ex- 
istence in common-place existence, such 
was his object—the object of his prefer- 
ence. His paintings are cameos with a 
grey ground, which have a meaning: de- 
signedly he suppresses all which ought to 
please the senses, in order to speak solely 
to the heart. Half of his pieces 
are childish, almost foolish; dull events 
described in a dull style, one nullity after 
another, and that on principle.—TAINE, 
H. A., 1871, History of English Litera- 
ture, tr. Van Laun, vol. i, bk. iv, ch. i, 
pp. 260, 261, 262. 

What made Wordsworth’s poems a 
medicine for my state of mind, was that 
they expressed, not mere outward beauty, 
but states of feeling, under the excitement 
of beauty. They seemed to be the very 
culture of the feelings which I was in 
quest of. In them! seemed to draw from 
a source of inward joy, of sympathetic and 

‘imaginative pleasure, which could be 
shared in all by human beings, which had 
no connexion with struggle or imperfec- 
tion, but would be made richer by every 
improvement in the physical or social con- 
dititon of mankind. From them I seemed 
to learn what would be the perennial 
sources of happiness, when all the greater 
evils of life shall have beenremoved. And 
I felt myself at once better and happier 
as I came under their influence.—MILL, 
JOHN STUART, 1873, Autobiography, p.148. 

Wordsworth, it is true,is probably now, 
by most cultivated and intellectual men, 
admitted to be a great and original writer ; 
a writer whose compositions it is right to 
be acquainted with as a part of literary 
history and literary education. Few men 
would now venture to deny him genius or 
to treat his poetry with contempt. No 
one probably would dare to echo or even 
to defend the ribald abuse of the Edin- 
burgh Review. But he is not generally 


637 


appreciated even now; he is far too little 
read; and, as I think, for the idlest and 
weakest of all reasons. He suffers still 
from the impression produced by attacks 
made upon him by men who, I should sup- 
pose, if they had tried, were incapable of 
feeling. his beauty and his grandeur, but 
who seem to me never to have had the com- 
mon honesty to try. Fastening upon afew 
obvious defects, seizing upon a few poems 
(poems admitting of complete defence, and, 
viewed rightly, full of beauty, yet capable 
no doubt of being presented in a ridiculous 
aspect), the critics of the Edinburgh Re- 
view poured out on Wordsworth abuse, 
invective, malignant personality, which 
deterred the unreflecting mass of men 
from reading for themselves and finding 
out, as they must have found out, the worth- 
lessness of the criticism. They destroyed 
his popularity and blighted his reputation, 
though they have had no power whatever 
over his fame.—CoLERIDGE, SIR JOHN 
DUKE, 1873, Wordsworth, Macmillan’s 
Magazine, vol. 28, p. 290. 


Wordsworth has dug out of nature the 
stones and moss and crumbling matters 
which common men tread upon, and con- 
templated them through his intellectual 
microscope, until they have yielded up all 
their beauty and meaning, and shown on 
what their motion and vitality depend. 
And all this knowledge he has kneaded 
and intermingled with such human matter 
as is allied to the earthy materials of 
his themes. The peasant, the beggar, 
the wagoner, the idiot and his mother, 
become the actors in his dramas, and we 
are moved by them and the common ob- 
jects around them, instead of by those 
fierce internal throes and terrible dis- 
asters which make up the stature and 
grandeur of antique tragedy.—PrRocTER, 
BRYAN WALLER (BARRY CORNWALL), 1874? 
Recollections of Men of Letters, p. 140. 

Those who wish to understand his in- 
fluence, and experience his peculiar savour, 
must bear with patience the presence of 
an alien element in Wordsworth’s work, 
which never coalesced with what is really 
delightful in it, nor underwent his special 
power. Who that values his writings 
most has not felt the intrusion there, from 
time to time, of something tedious and 
prosaic? . . . And thisduality there—the 
fitfulness with which the higher qualities 
manifest themselves in it, gives the effect 
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in his poetry of a power not altogether his 
own, or under his control, which comes and 
goes when it will, lifting or lowering a 
matter, poor in itself; so that that old 
fancy which made the poet’s art an en- 
thusiasm, a form of divine possession, 
seems almost literally true of him... . 
He meets us with the promise that he has 
much, and something very peculiar, to give 


us, if we will follow a certain difficult way, - 


and seems to have the secret of a special 
and privileged state of mind. And those 
who have undergone his influence, and 
followed this difficult way, are like people 
who have passed through some initiation, 
a disciplina arcani,by submitting to which 
they become able constantly to distinguish 
in art,speech, feeling, manners, that which 
is organic, animated, expressive, from that 
which is only conventional, derivative, in- 
expressive.—PATER, WALTER, 1874, Ap- 
preciations, pp. 38, 39, 40. 

He sings of God,of Man,of Nature, and, 
as the result of these three, of Human Life, 
and they are all linked by thought, and, 
through feeling, one to another; so that 
the result is a complete whole which we 
can study as if it were a world of his own. 
—BROOKE, StoprorD A., 1874, Theology 
in the English Poets, p. 98. 

Some of Wordsworth’s poetry is, as his 
person was, too gaunt; it wants a fuller 
clothing of flesh.—CALVERT, GEORGE H., 
1874, Brief Essays and Brevities, p. 210. 

I gladly take for granted—what is gen- 
erally acknowledged—that Wordsworth in 
his best moods reaches a greater height 
than any other modern Englishman. The 
word ‘‘inspiration’’ is less forced when 
applied to his loftiest poetry than when 
used of any of hiscontemporaries. With 
defects too obvious to be mentioned, he 
can yet pierce furthest behind the veil; 
and embody most efficiently the thoughts 
and emotions which come to us in our 
most solemn and reflective moods. Other 
poetry becomes trifling when we are mak- 
ing our inevitable passages through the 
Valley of the Shadow of Death. Words- 
worth’s alone retains its power. We love 
him the more as we grow older and become 
more deeply impressed with the sadness 
and seriousness of life; we are apt to 
grow weary of his rivals when we have 
finally quitted the regions of youthful en- 
chantment. And I take the explanation 
to be that he is not merely a melodious 
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writer, or a powerful utterer of deep emo- 
tion, but a true philosopher. His poetry 
wears well because it has solid substance. 
He is a prophet and a moralist as well as 
a mere singer. His ethical system, in 
particular,is as distinctive and capable of 
systematic exposition as that of Butler. 
By endeavoring to state it in plain prose, 
we shall see how the poetical power implies 
a sensitiveness to ideas which, when ex- 
tracted from the symbolical embodiment, 
fall spontaneously into a scientific system 
of thought.—STEPHEN, LESLIE, 1874-79, 
Wordsworth’s Ethics, Hours in a Library, 
Second Series, p. 276. 


You have, I think, a more religious re- 
gard for him than we on this side of the 
water: he is not so much honoured in his 
own country, I mean, his Poetry. I, for 
one, feel all his lofty aspiration, and oc- 
casional Inspiration, but I cannot say that, 
on the whole, he makes much of it; his 
little pastoral pieces seem to me to be his 
best: less than a Quarter of him.—FiTz- 
GERALD, EDWARD, 1876, Letters, vol. 1, 
p. 884. 

There is the select circle of lovers of 
Wordsworth—yearly widening—and there 
are the far-off multitudes of the future to 
whom WILLIAM WORDSWORTH will be the 
grand name of the 18th-19th century, and 
all that SHAKESPEARE and MILTON are now; 
and consequently the letters of one so 
chary in letter-writing ought to be put 
beyond the risks of loss, and given to 
Literature in entirety and _ trueness. 
WorDSworTtTH had a morbid dislike of 
writing letters, his weak eyes throughout 
rendering all penmanship painful; but the 
present Editor, while conceding that his 
letters lack the charm of style of Cow- 
PER’S and the vividness and passion of 
BYRON’S, finds in them, even the hastiest, 
matter of rarest biographic and interpre- 
tative value. He was not a great sen- 
tence-maker; in a way prided himself 
that his letters were so (intentionally) 
poor as sure to be counted unworthy of 
publication; and altogether had the prej- 
udices of an earlier day against the giving 
of letters to the world; but none the less 
are his letters informed with his intellect 
and meditative thoughtfulness and ex- 
quisiteness of feeling.—GrosarT, ALEX- 
ANDER B., 1876, ed., The Prose Works of 
William Wordsworth, Preface, vol. 1, 
DAXEXA: 
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The Prodigal Son said to his Father, 
“‘Make me as one of thy hired servants.”’ 
If we transfer this conception from the 
region of morals or religion to that of 
poetry, and imagine the poetic son of 
Father Apollo, overwhelmed with the 
privileges and heights of sonship, petition- 
ing his parent to be ‘‘as one of his hired 
servants,’ and, taken at his word, we have 
a tolerable image of Wordsworth. He is 
ason of Apolio; he works with exquisite 
humility,and at the same time with a lofty 
filial feeling, and a self-respect all the 
morevital through its outward abnegation: 
yet the work which he produces is not 
absolutely son’s work, but partly servant’s 
work, and would look wholly so at times, 
but that other portions of it keep us better 
informed.—RossETTI, WILLIAM MICHAEL, 
1878, Lives of Famous Poets, p. 218. 

Confined himself almost exclusively to 
the confection of primrose pudding and 
flint soup, flavored with the lesser celan- 
dine, and only now and then a beggar-boy 
boiled down in it to give ita color. The 
robins and drowned lambs which he was 
wont to use, when an additional piquancy 
was needed, were employed so sparingly 
that they did not destroy in the least the 
general vegetable tone of his productions ; 
and these form in consequence an unim- 
peachable Lenten diet.—MALLock, W. 
H., 1878, Every Man his own Poet, or the 
Inspired Singer’s Recipe Book, p. 10. 

There is no possibility of exhausting 
Wordsworth, any more than of exhausting 
Plato. When the time comes for the world 
to believe that the last word has been said 
about the great idealist of antiquity, men 
may perhaps think that Wordsworth also 
is exhausted. Plato, indeed, moves ina 
sphere, and speaks in a dialect, that is phil- 
osophically more profound; but he never 
soars into a more ethereal region. He 
does not interpret Nature or human Life 
more adequately, nor does the student of 
his works breathe a more untroubled air, 
than that in which Wordsworth lived and 
had his being. I claim for Words- 
worth a clear knowledge of the profound- 
est problems, with which the human mind 
has grappled, from Heraclitus to Immanuel 
Kant. He seems to have penetrated to 
the very core of philosophical ideas, not by 
laboured argumentation, but by intuitive 
discernment—both intellectual and moral 
—which began early and developed rapidly, 
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keeping pace with the growth of his im- 
agination. By that consummate vision, 
which is superior to all processes of 
reasoning, he reached the ultimate data of 
speculative Philosophy and Theology... . 
There is no poet after Shakespeare more 
worthy of prolonged, careful,and even rev- 
erential study, and especially of study by 
women. There is none whose influence on 
character is more ennobling, and from con- 
tact with whose spirit you can draw a 
serener inspiration.—KNIGHT, WILLIAM, 
1879, Stadies in Philosophy and Litera- 
ture, pp. 288, 318, 316. 

I firmly believe that the poetical per- 
formance of Wordsworth is, after that of 
Shakspeare and Milton, of which all the 
world now recognises the worth, un- 
doubtedly the most considerable in our 
language from the Elizabethan age to the 
present time. . .. If it is a just claim, 
if Wordsworth’s place among the poets 
who have appeared in the last two or three 
centuries is after Shakspeare, Moliére, 
Milton, Goethe, indeed, but before all the 
rest, then in time Wordsworth will have 
his due. We shall recognise him in his 
place, as we recognise Shakspeare and Mil- 
ton; and not only we ourselves shall 
recognise him, but he will be recognised 
by Europe also. . . . His best work 
is in his shorter pieces, and many indeed 
are there of these which are of first-rate 
excellence. But in his seven volumes the 
pieces of high merit are mingled with a 
mass of pieces very inferior to them; so 
inferior to them that it seems wonderful 
how the same poet should have produced 
both. —ARNOLD, MATTHEW, 1879, ed., 
Poems of Wordsworth, Preface, pp. x, xi. 

Wordsworth was, and felt himself to 
be, a discoverer, and like other great dis- 
coverers, his victory was in seeing by faith 
things which were not yet seen, but which 
were obvious, or soon became so, when once 
shown. He opened anew world of thought 
and enjoyment to Englishmen; his work 
formed an epoch in the intellectual and 
moral history of the race. But for that 
very reason he had, as Coleridge said, like 
all great artists, to create the taste by 
which he was to be relished, to teach the 
art by which he was to be seen and 
judged. And people were so little pre- 
pared for the thorough and systematic way 
in which he searched out what is deepest 
or highest or subtlest in human feeling 
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under the homeliest realities, that not 
being able to understand him they laughed 
at him. Nor was he altogether without 
fault in the misconceptions which oc- 
casioned so much ridicule and scorn.— 
CHURCH, RICHARD WILLIAM, 1879, Words- 
worth, Dante and Other Essays, p. 202. 
Taking him where he is pure and with- 
out blemish—that is to say, somewhere 
half-way between his deliberate simplicity, 
between his propensities of a somewhat 
didactic kind,and between the lyrism, also 
too conscious and slightly declamatory, of 
the great odes—you find something of 
altogether superior quality. Wordsworth 
is a very great poet,and at the same time 
one of those who lend themselves best to 
everyday intercourse—a puissant and 
beneficent writer who elevates us and 
makes us happy. We must not be aston- 
ished if his renown has passed through 
vicissitudes of admiration and disdain, for 
his work is certainly unequaled. But we 
must also not be astonished if,after these 
vicissitudes, he is in the way of taking 
rank among the classics of his country ; 
for his beauties are of those which time 
consecrates instead of aging them. I 
should not be surprised if the selection of 
his poems published by Mr. Matthew 
Arnold, and the attention thus recalled to 
him, serve to fix his place definitely in the 
heaven of British glories. If Shakespeare, 
as I hold, remains absolutely and forever 
peerless, Wordsworth seems to me to come 
after Milton; decidedly, I think, below him, 
but still first after him. He is of the 
stuff whereof the immortals are made. — 
SCHERER, EDMOND, 1880-91, Wordsworth 
and Modern Poetry in England, Essays on 
English Literature, tr. Saintsbury, p. 225. 
Of sluggish or unmusical rhythm there 
are abundant specimens, especially in his 
earlier works. In reading Wordsworth, I 
often feel about his rhythm as if I were 
wading against a stream instead of floating 
along with it. This would never be so 
were the feeling of form in the poet’s soul 
as sensitive as his thought. We could dis- 
pense with much profundity of thought, 
were we only borne along by a musical mo- 
tion which wedded itself spontaneously to 
the idea. A perfect poem demands a fine 
accord between the body and the soul of 
thought. We are often moved by the soul 
of Wordsworth’s thought; not often, I 
think, by the soul in intimate conjunction 
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of form with his thought.— CRANCH, 
CHRISTOPHER P., 1880, Wordsworth, At- 
lantie Monthly, vol. 45, p. 248. 

In the first place, we may say that his 
happiness was as wholly free from vulgar 
or transitory elements as a man’s can be. 
It lay in a life which most men would have 
found austere and blank indeed; a life 
from which not Croesus only but Solon 
would have turned in scorn; a life of 
poverty and retirement, of long apparent 
failure, and honour that came tardily at 
the close; it wasa happiness nourished on 
no sacrifice of other men, on no eager ap- 
propriation of the goods of earth, but 
springing from a single eye and a loving 
spirit, and wrought from those primary 
emotions which are the innocent birth- 
right of all.—Myers, F. W. H., 1881, 
Wordsworth (English Men of Letters), p.73. 


I should suppose that any ordinary 
educated man could, if asked, describe 
Wordsworth asa poet of nature, and he has 
with the utmost emphasis described him- 
self as a ‘‘worshipper of nature ;’’ never- 
theless it would seem that Wordsworth 
is essentially the poet of Man. He is in 
fact less of a poet than of aSeer. It is man 
whom he chiefly busies himself about. It 
is the emotions and thoughts of men which 
fill his thoughts. Nature is the type of 
permanence and reality, man is transient 
and ever changing; nevertheless nature is 
ever subservient to man. Seen by man’s 
intellect inanimate nature becomes ‘‘an 
ebbing and a flowing mind.’’ It is intel- 
lect projected upon the bleak side of some 
tall peak ‘‘familiar with forgotten years, ”’ 
that gave to it its ‘‘visionary character.’’ 
It was the transitory nature of the being 
that stood upon its bank that gave to the 
flowing stream its lesson of ‘‘life continu- 
ous—being unimpair’d.’’— SHORTHOUSE, 
J. H., 1881-89, The Platonism of Words- 
worth, Wordsworthiana, p. 5. 

Is acknowledged to be one of the chief 
glories of English poetry, and to have exer- 
cised a greater, purer, healthier, and more 
elevating influence upon the thought-cur- 
rents and literature of the age, than any 
poet who has appeared in the world since 
the days of Shakspere and Milton. Goethe, 
among European moderns, has by some 
been deemed ‘‘a larger and more splendid 
luminary ;”’ but, from his want of spiritual- 
ity and deficiency inclear moral perception, 
he belongs to alower circle. Goethe knew 
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more than Wordsworth of the world, as 
developed in the various phases of arti- 
ficial society—more, unfortunately, than 
was for his own higher good. As an all- 
sided artist, he occupied a wider surface of 
earth; but, with greater spontaneity and 
naturalness, although more circumscribed 
in such directions, our great poet was, 
otherwise, both higher and deeper than 
Goethe, and from his habitual height, 
actually commanded wider horizons of time 
space; while, for absolute purity of aim 
and moral worth, the two men are not, for 
one instant, to be named together.—Sym- 
INGTON, ANDREW JAMES, 1881, William 
Wordsworth, vol. 1, p. 13. 

Turn to ‘‘ Yarrow Revisited,’’ which was 
written twenty-eight years later, in 1831. 
The rhythm is the same, but how different 
the movement; how much sweeter and 
slower, how many more the syllables on 
which you must dwell, sometimes with what 
the ear admits to be an over-emphasis; 
how much richer the music, when it is 
music; how much more hesitating, not to 
say vacillating, the reflection ; and how the 
versification itself renders all this, with its 
sedate pauses,—pauses, to use another 
poet’s fine expression, ‘‘as if memory had 
wept,” —its amplitude of tender feeling, its 
lingerings over sweet colours, its anxious 
desire to find compensations for the buoy- 
ancy of youth in wise reflection !—HutTTOon, 
RIcHARD Hout, 1882, On Wordsworth’s 
Two Styles, Wordsworthiana, p. 72. 

And to this consecration—‘‘the silent 
influences of the morning poured upon his 
head by the Invisible Hand’’—he remained 
faithful as few priests have ever been to 
their calling, a priest of nature, a priest 
of God.—FarRar, F. W., 1883, With the 
Poets, Preface, p. Xxi. 

It was the vast number of these ‘‘har- 
monious apposites’’ united in Wordsworth, 
and the closeness with which they were 
interfused, which imparted to his poetry 
those characteristics of magnanimity, of 
large-hearted humanity, and of vastness in 
unity, which, taken together, constitute 
what is felt as the personal character of 
Wordsworth’s poetry.—DEVERE, AUBREY, 
1883, Remarks on the Personal Character 
of Wordsworth’s Poetry, Wordsworthiana, 
p. 154. 

No other English poet has touched me 
quite so closely as Wordsworth. All 
classes of men delight in Shakspere; he 
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is the universal genius; but Wordsworth’s 
poetry has more the character of a mes- 
sage, and a message special and personal 
to a few readers. He stands for a par- 
ticular phase of human thought and ex- 
perience, and his service to certain minds 
is like an initiation into a new order of 
mysteries. His limitations make him all 
the more private and precious, like the 
seclusion of one of his mountain dales. 
He is not and can never be the world’s 
poet, but the poet of those who love solitude 
and solitary communion with nature.— 
BURROUGHS, JOHN, 1884, In Wordsworth’s 
Country, The Century, vol. 27, p. 418. 


He is the most spiritual, and the most 
spiritualizing of all the English poets, not 
Shakespeare, no, nor even Milton, excepted : 
indeed, so far as I know or believe, the 
world has no poetry outside the Bible that 
can stand a comparison with his in this 
respect. And, with all his surpassing 
spirituality of thought, he carriesa genius 
so powerful and so penetrating, his poetry 
breathes a music so deep and so sweet, 
that even the hardest-headed science is 
constrained to recognize it, to feel and own 
its power, and to draw refreshment from 
it; or, tospeak more fairly, the two seem 
drawn, at length, to a recognition of each 
other; and both are now working ap- 
parently, to a mutual interchange of ser- 
vices. A considerable portion 
of Wordsworth’s matter,a fourth at least, 
perhaps a third, may well be set down as 
little better than worthless; mere slag, 
for the most part, with a few grains, here 
and there, and sometimes a small nugget, 
of pure gold.—Hupson, Henry N., 1884, 
Studies in Wordsworth, pp. 8, 14. 

The vague pantheism of the “Excursion” 
implies rather a lack of distinctive dogma 
than any fresh insight into religious prob- 
lems or capacity of co-ordinating them in 
anew manner. And so soon as the need 
of definite religious conceptions came to 
the poet, the Church in her customary 
theology became his satisfactory refuge. 
The ‘‘Ecclesiastical Sonnets’? mark this 
definite stage in his spiritual development. 
Wordsworth did for the religious thought 
of his time something more and better, 
perhaps, than giving it any definite im- 
pulse. While leaving it in the old chan- 
nels he gave it a richer and deeper volume. 
He showed with what vital affinity religion 
cleaves to humanity. in all its true and 
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simple phases when uncontaminated by 
conceit or frivolity. Nature and man 
alike were to him essentially religious, or 
only conceivable as the outcome of a Spirit 
of Life, ‘‘The Soul of all the worlds.”’ 
Wordsworth in short remained, as he 
began, a poet. He did not enter into the 
sphere of religious thought or busy him- 
self with its issues. —TULLOCH, JOHN, 1885, 
Movements of Religious Thought in Britain 
During the Nineteenth Century, p. 9. 

There is no pathos profounder than his. 
sues It is a kind of inarticulate, still- 
life pathos. That of the episode of 
Margaret in the ‘‘Excursion’’ would be 
crushing but for the old narrator’s own 
calm faith. . . . Certainly Wordsworth 
is one of the very great poets, for he can 
both soar with dignity, and stoop with 
grace. His good and enduring work is 
not only ample in quantity, but varied in 
scope. . . . One may be sorry indeed, but 
one ought hardly to be surprised that Mr. 
Rossetti should have told his biographer 
that he grudged Wordsworth ‘‘every vote 
he got.’’ For, although he himself has 
done some very fine work, yet he was the 
head of a school which is the natural enemy 
of Wordsworth.—NoEL, RopEN, 1886, 
Wordsworth, Essays on Poetry and Poets, 
p. 138. 

Neither in the presence of his fellow- 
men, whatever their myriad march, nor 
of Nature, how countless soever her 
worlds, can the indestructible personality 
of Wordsworth forget itself. His spirit, 
like that of Shelley, is divine; but itis no 
mere fragment of a vast divinity; back- 
wards into the illimitable past, forwards 
into the illimitable future, now and for ever 
in the face of man and Nature, it dwells, 
has dwelt, shall dwell like a star apart in 
an individuality unmade, unmakable, un- 
changeable. Before this profound sense 
of personality, partially Platonic, partially 
Christian, but most of all awakened by the 
physical and social conditions of the poet’s 
age, Nature assumes a depth of meaning 
which only beings of Wordsworthian mould 
may feel. Byron’s descriptive powers, 
Shelley’s musical communion with the 
sounds of Nature, give place to a realisa- 
tion of Nature’s being all the more terribly 
significant because the observer refuses to 
reconcile its conflict with his own person- 
ality either by material or immaterial 
unity; and while the associations of his 
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childhood, youth, and age become con- 
secrated as the earthly dress of an eternal 
being—not the melancholy entirety of one 
made of such stuff as dreams are made of 
—Wordsworth fears not to be materialised 
by the companionship of Nature, because 
he has neither deified her being at the ex- 
pense of his own, nor denied her divinity in 
order to make himself eternal.—POSNETT, 
HUTCHESON MACAULAY, 1886, Compara- 
tive Literature, p. 387. 

What was it, first and foremost, and 
most important, which one learned from 
Wordsworth? One learned, I say, more 
about Man, and more about Nature, and 
more about the union of the two, than is 
to be learned anywhere else. That was 
the lesson which I learned. The sympa- 
thy, the intelligence with which man is re- 
garded and portrayed and put before his 
fellow-men throughout the works of 
Wordsworth is, I think, something unique 
in all literature. —SELBORNE, LORD, 1886, 
President's Address to the Wordsworth 
Society, Wordsworthiana, p. 279. 

Devotion to Wordsworth, if it has a tend- 
ency to exalt, has also a tendency to in- 
fatuate the judicial sense and spirit of his 
disciples: to make them, even as compared 
with other devotees, unusually prone to 
indulgence in such large assertions and 
assumptions on their master’s behalf as 
seem at least to imply claims which it may 
be presumed that their apparent advocates 
would not seriously advance or deliberately 
maintain. It would in some instances be 
as unreasonable to suppose that they would 
do so as to imagine that Mr. Arnold really 
considers the dissonant doggerel of Words- 
worth’s halting lines to a skylark equal 
or superior to Shelley’s incomparable 
transfusion from notes into words of the 
spirit of a skylark’s song. Such an in- 
stance is afforded us by the most illustrious 
—with a single exception—of all Words- 
worth’s panegyrists. . . . If Words- 
worth’s claims as a poet can only be justi- 
fied on grounds which would prove him a 
deeper student of nature, asaner critic of 
life, a wiser man and a greater poet than 
Shakespeare, the inference is no less obvi- 
ous than inevitable: Wordsworth’s claims 
as a poet must in that case go by the board 
altogether, and at once,and forever. .. . 
Meditation and sympathy, not action and 
passion, were the two main strings of his 
serene and stormless lyre. On these no 
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hand ever held more gentle yet more 
soverign rule than Wordsworth’s. His 
command of all qualities and powers that 
are proper to the natural scope and ade- 
quate to the just application of his genius 
was as perfect as the command of those 
greater than he—of the greatest among 
all great poets—over the worlds of pas- 
sion and of action. SWINBURNE, ALGER- 
NON CHARLES, 1886, Wordsworth and 
Byron, Miscellanies, pp. 113, 115, 117. 

Of great English writers, the one that 
held the most powerful sway over my early 
years was Wordsworth. He,in fact,along 
with Goethe and my other German gods, 
held out an effective arm to redeem me 
from that ‘‘whirling gulf of fantasy and 
flame’’ into which the violent sweep of 
Lord Byron’s indignant muse had a ten- 
dency to plunge his admirers. From the 
day that I became acquainted with Words- 
worth, I regarded Byron only as a very 
sublime avatar of the devil, and would 
have nothing to do with him. What in- 
fluenced me in Wordsworth was the kindly 
spirit with which he tried to bind the 
highest and the lowest in one bond of 
reverential sympathy, the truly evangelical 
as well as profoundly philosophical insight 
with which he set forth in so many at- 
tractive forms the superiority of a wise 
humility to a wilful pride, and his habitual 
subjection of delicate fancy and purified 
passion to the legitimate sway of reason. 
—BLACKIE, JOHN STUART, 1887, Books 
which Have Influenced Me, p. 74. 

On reaching the age of twenty-one, I 
published a book of verse, and was con- 
sidered to be a pupil of Wordsworth. In 
fact, however, I did not possess a copy of 
Wordsworth’s poems, and had read very 
little of him, admiring only short pieces 
here and there. I afterwards bought a 
complete edition of the poems and read 
them, with the same result. The love of 
nature that Wordsworth expressed, labori- 
ously and at great length, was in harmony 
with my own feelings, but there was some- 
thing in the poet that I found repellent, 
perhaps his belief in his own moral and in- 
tellectual excellence. —HAMERTON, PHILIP 
GILBERT, 1887, Books which Have Influ- 
enced Me, p. 54. 

Every one has been influenced by Words- 
worth, and it is hard to tell precisely how. 
A certain innocence,a rugged austerity of 
joy, a sight of the stars, ‘‘the silence that 
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there is among the hills,’’ something of 
the cold thrill of dawn, cling to his work 
and give ita particular address to what is 
best in us. Ido not know that you learn 
alesson; you need not—Mill did not agree 
with any one of his beliefs; and yet the 
spell is cast. STEVENSON, RoBERT LOUIS, 
1887, Books which Have Influenced Me, 


poll. 


Wordsworth has exercised more in- 
fluence over English poetry than any other 
man of this century. He has done so 
mainly by virtue of his originality, for he 
is pre-eminently original. Itis,of course, 
true that we find among his predecessors, 
and especially in Burns, anticipations of 
his style, and, at times, of his mode 
of thought. It is also true that the 
spirit of Wordsworth is simply the spirit 
of his time poetically expressed. Words- 
worth gives a poetic exposition of the 
cry of Rousseau for a return to nature, 
and in making it less a theory makes it 
much more profoundly true. But it is 
just in this that his originality consists. 
He gives a clear expression to tendencies 
which before his day had been vague and - 
undefined. To doso he breaks boldly with 
the past, and enters upon a path of his 
own, a path which had been missed just 
because it is so very obvious. Words- 
worth’s great principle is to be in all 
things natural, natural in thought, natural 
in language; to avoid far-fetched ingenui- 
ties of fancy and expression, and to trust 
for success to the force of simple truth. — 
WALKER, HuGH, 1887, Celebrities of the 
Century, ed. Sanders, p. 1069. 

Wordsworth, though he rarely attains 
that bold, easy execution which is so habit- 
ual with Shelley, always evinces a health 
and integrity of feeling which make our 
sympathy complete. Actuality, fact—a 
sufficient rendering united to inner validity 
of thought—are of far more moment with 
him. When, therefore, we are satisfied, 
we are abundantly satisfied, and rest on in- 
tellectual soundness as well as on emo- 
tional tenderness. While, then, I should 
put Shelley and Wordsworth together as 
giving habitually the higher pleasures of 
spiritual art, taking but one of them, I 
should take Wordsworth without hesita- 
tion.—Bascom, JOHN, 1888, Books that 
Have Helped Me, p. 31. 


We are not called upon to place great 
men of his stamp as if they were collegians 
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in a class-list. It is best to take with 
thankfulness and admiration from each 
man what he has to give. What Words- 
worth does is to assuage, to reconcile, to 
fortify. He has not Shakespeare’s richness 
and vast compass, nor Milton’s sublime and 
unflagging strength, nor Dante’s severe, 
vivid, ardent force of vision. Probably he 
is too deficient in clear beauty of form and 
in concentrated power to be classed by the 
ages among these great giants. We can- 
not be sure. We may leave it to the ages 
to decide. But Wordsworth, at any rate, 
by his secret of bringing the infinite into 
common life, as he evokes it out of com- 
mon life, has the skill to lead us,so long as 
we yield ourselves to his influence, into 
inner moods of settled peace, to touch ‘‘the 
depth and not the tumult of the soul,’’ to 
give us quietness, strength, steadfastness, 
and purpose, whether to do or to endure. 
All art of poetry that has the effect of 
breathing into men’s hearts, even if it be 
only for a space, these moods of settled 
peace, and strongly confirming their judg- 
ment and their will for good,—whatever 
limitations may be found besides, however 
prosaic may be some or much of the de- 
tails, —is great art and noble poetry, and 
the creator of it will always hold,as Words- 
worth holds, a sovereign title to the rever- 
ence and gratitude of mankind. —MorLEy, 
JOHN, 1888, The Complete Poetical Works 
of William Wordsworth, Introduction. 


If I were to seek to express the main 
characteristic of the poetic moodof Words- 
worth at its highest reach, I should say 
that his mind was open equally to the world 
of sense—the infinite, and to the sphere 
of the infinite which borders and sur- 
rounds this worldof ours. . . . The 
Transcendent Power which held Words- 
worth through life was not discovered by 
him,or got through a process of dialectical 
exercise; it was revealed to him as a 
Being external to himself, which laid its 
hand upon him absolutely, overpoweringly. 
The light which shone and the voice which 
called from heaven on Saul of Tarsus were 
not more distinctly influences which un- 
conditionally seized and swayed the apostle 
than was the Power in the outward world 
which surrounded, revealed itself, and made 
the poet-seer its own, its daily vassal 
and its impassioned voice.—VEITCH, JOHN, 
1888, The Theism of Wordsworth, Words- 
worthiana, pp. 291, 316. 
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From Shelley’s dazzling glow or thunderous 
haze, 

From Byron’s tempest-anger, tempest-mirth, 

Men turned to thee and found—not blast and 
blaze, 

Tumult of tottering heavens, but peace on 
earth. 

Nor peace that grows by Lethe, scentless 
flower, 

There in white langours to decline and cease; 

But peace whose names are also rapture, 
power, 

Clear sight, and love: for these are parts 
of peace. 

—WATSON, WILLIAM, 1890, Wordsworth’s 


Grave. 


Wordsworth, working apart from his 
contemporaries, expressed man’s affinity 
to nature and man’s dependence on the 
cosmic order with greater reserve. Still, 
it is difficult to go farther in nature-wor- 
ship than Wordsworth did in those sub- 
limely pathetic lines written above Tintern 
Abbey; and nothing indicates the differ- 
ence between the Victorian and the 
Elizabethan touch on the world better than 
his blank verse fragment describing a 
pedestrian journey through the Simplon 
Pass.—SYMONDS, JOHN ADDINGTON, 1890, 
Essays Speculative and Suggestive, vol. U, 
p. 201 

The forty years which have elapsed 
since his death have not brought to light 
one disgraceful action, one single utter- 
ance or incident that need shrink from 
day. Words with him were as sacred as 
things ; his life was anabsolutely consistent 
whole, the poet was the man. And it is 
this veracity and uprightness of moral 
character which makes us derive such in- 
vigoration from his poetry. The vision 
in the temple is made real to our minds 
by the fact that the prophet has shown 
his sincerity and trustworthiness in mat- 
ters of which we ourselves canjudge. In 
like manner also Wordsworth’s spiritual 
insight, his strong and unchanging moral 
convictions, come to us with imperative 
force because his eye for outward nature 
is so true, and his readiness to contemplate 
even her lowliest aspects is so unfailing. 
He stands out, with his steadfast counte- 
nance, his unshrinking gaze, his unfaltering 
utterance, his noble directness and single- 
ness of purpose, in the midst of a perplexed 
and vacillating crowd; his voice gives no 
uncertain sound, his purpose is fixed, his 
faith is clear, he has looked Truth in the 
face, he has vowed himself to the service 
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of Duty.—WorDsWoRTH, ELIZABETH, 1891, 
William Wordsworth, Preface, p. ix. 

The influence of Wordsworth upon his 
time has been the influence of the Gulf- 
stream; it has flowed silently and surely, 
and has conquered. . We shall 
forgive him that his poetry has so little of 
passion in it, and upon the whole we shall 
be thankful for it. There are many other 
poets who can give us passion; but who 
else can give us peace? . . . If poetry is, 
as some one has beautifully described it, 
the Sabbath influence of literature, Words- 
worth breaths upon us the very Sabbath 
of poetry—its rest, its devotion, and its 
healing calm. The gift, then, 
that Wordsworth brings to us is serenity, 
and the message he delivers is simplicity. 
We do not go to him to be excited 
but to be strengthened. He, in his turn, 
does not pose before us in a dramatic at- 
titude, as a suppliant for sentimental 
pity ; he stands before us as a wise teacher, 
on whose lips are the words of everlasting 
life. Those who do not love him must 
revere him; but,for my part, I find it easy 
to do both. If poetry be something more 
than a pool of chaotic sentiment, that 
gives forth iridescent vapors, brilliant 
films and bubbles ; if it be a healing stream, 
flowing clear as crystal from the throne of 
God and bordered by the trees of life; if 
it be an inspired voice, ‘‘a vision and a 
faculty divine,’’ then in Wordsworth I 
recognize the noblest poet of our century. 
—Dawson, W. J., 1892, Quest and Vis- 
ion, pp. 43, 67, 68, 70. 

Wordsworth, with his narrow intellect 
and wide emotions,—he had patrons; the 
cloth took him up,and the public followed 
suit,an act they could only have performed 
for a third-rate poet, the first and second- 
rate being much above their comprehen- 
sion. —HAKE, GORDON, 1892, Memoirs of 
Highty Years, p. TT. 

Wordsworth tried the moral lesson, and 
spoiled some of his best work with botany 
and the Bible. A good many smaller men 
than he have tried the same thing since, 
and have failed. Perhaps ‘‘Cain,’’ and 
‘“Manfred’’ have taught the human heart 
more wisdom than ‘‘Matthew’’ or the un- 
fortunate ‘‘idiot boy’? over whom Byron 
was so mercilessly merry. And yet Byron 
probably never meant to teach any one 
anything in particular, and Wordsworth 
meant to teach everybody, including and 


645 


beginning with himself.—CRAWrForD, F. 
Marion, 1898, The Novel, What it Is, 
p19. 


The zealous fault-hunter, to be sure, is 
not a critic; no more is the fault-dodger. 
I like to read Sainte-Beuve; but I lay at 
his door and Wordsworth’s much of the 
insignificance of literary art at this 
moment. The conception of art in the 
body of Wordsworth’s poetry and the 
notion of criticismin Sainte-Beuve’s essays 
have easily formed the whey of common- 
place and the curd of ‘‘appreciation.’’— 
THOMPSON, MAuRICE, 1898, The Ethics 
of Literary Art, p. 25. 

In the hottest crowd, when grace 
Seems to hide her maiden face. 
Here you’ll find a mystic voice 
Full of heaven’s supernal noise, 
And a breath of mountain wind 
Rustling in the leaves you’ll find: 
In the world’s seducing clan 
It shall be your talisman. 
—Ruys, ERNEST, 1894? Written in a 
Copy of Wordsworth. 

There was nobody to revolt against 
when Wordsworth appeared; the throne 
was vacant, open to any comer powerful 
enough to establish his right by poetic 
might.—MINTO, WILLIAM, 1894, The Lit- 
erature of the Georgian Era, ed. Knight, 
p. 181. 

Probably few men have ever lived more 
loyally with their minds than Wordsworth. 
Fame found him a recluse and left him 
solitary ; crowds had no charms for him, 
and at dinner-tables he had no gifts. He 
was at his best pacing his garden walk and 
carrying on that long colloquy with his 
mind which was his one consuming pas- 
sion. The critics speak of him as an 
isolated, often as a cold, nature; but no 
man of his time,not even Byron, put more 
passion into his work: only his passion 
was not for persons, it was for ideas.— 
Mapig, HAMILTON Wricut, 1894, My 
Study Fire, Second Series, p. 25. 

Biessed be William Wordsworth among 
teachers, and rectifiers of the human spirit. 
—Corson, HirAM, 1894, The Aims of 
Literary Study, p. 12. 

It is Wordsworth’s meditative rapture, 
spiritual passion, sane imagination and 
serenity, his power of bringing the infinite 
into everyday life, that enthrall me; but, 
for myself, all Wordsworth’s best could be 
collected intoathin volume. I care little 


646 


for his ‘‘Laodamia.’’—LOCKER-LAMPSON, 
FREDERICK, 1895, My Confidences, p. 177. 


Wordsworth’s place is a very high one; 
some things he has done are incomparable ; 
some altitudes of thought he has reached 
range among the Miltonic heights. But 
he has printed—as so many people have— 
too much. If Wordsworth had 
possessed Browning’s sense of humor, he 
would have withdrawn an eighth of his 
published works; if he had possessed 
Hood’s sense of humor, I think he would 
have withdrawn a third.—MITCHELL, Don- 
ALD G., 1895, English Lands Letters and 
Kings, Queen Anne and the Georges, pp. 
331, 332. 

Take him for all in all, in his spiritual 
history as well as his poetic achievement, 
Wordsworth is probably a better exponent 
than Shelley of the democratic ideal in all 
its length and breadth. Inspite of ‘‘The 
Warning,’’ his conservatism was pure 
matter of surface opinion. He grew de- 
spondent over the political tendencies of 
the day; but his very despondency, how- 
ever misguided, had its deep source in the 
love of thecommon people. The radiance 
of his democratic faith did indeed as he 
grew older fade into the light of common 
day; yet those first affections, those 
shadowy recollections of a divine glory 
once shed on human life, remained to the 
end the master-light of all his seeing, a 
power to cherish and to uphold. His 
poetry made incursions into stupid regions 
as he grew older, and we miss the old 
concentrated intensity of phrase. But 
through mistaken dissertation on politics, 
as through his glorified contemplation of 
human life, pulses the same unwavering 
interest and faith in men and women as 
they are.—ScuppER, VIDA D., 1895, The 
Life of the Spirit in the Modern English 
Poets, p. 58. 

On the merits of this famous writer the 
world has long ago made up its mind, and 
Coleridge, more than any other man, has 
helped the world to truly appreciate his 
gifted friend. No poet ever had a nobler 
purpose in his work than Wordsworth. 
He was a good man as well as a wise one. 
Those who read seriously his work must 
love and venerate the memory of a man 
whose purpose was so pure and whose life 
so consistently fulfilled it.—WARREN, INA 
RUSSELLE, 1895, William Wordsworth, 
The Magazine of Poetry, vol. 7, p. 165. 
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Wordsworth’s example redeemed his 
thories, and Coleridge had no theories to 
redeem. The latter’s influence was there- 
fore the earlier in its operation, while 
that of the former has been perhaps the 
greater in the longrun. Yet, by a some- 
what ironical fate, it has turned out that 
Coleridge, who concerned himself rather 
with the matter than the mechanism of 
poetry, has taken rank as one of the great- 
est English masters of poetic form, while 
Wordsworth, who believed himself to be 
the inventor of a new, or at any rate the 
restorer of the true, language of poetry, 
owes his place in our literature to a force 
and depth of poetic feeling which even his 
many defects of form have proved unable 
to outweigh. The matchless music of the 
one singer has enriched the note, as the 
inspired vision of the other has enlarged 
the outlook, of all English poetry since 
their day.—TRAILL, Henry Durr, 1896, 
Social England, vol. v, p. 582. 

The noblest products in the field of pure 
literature which the Napoleonic wars have 
left us are Wordsworth’s political son- 
nets, his poem ‘‘The Happy Warrior,’’ and 
his pamphlet on the ‘‘Convention of 
Cintra.’’ The sonnets are records of the 
most impassioned moments in the history 
of Wordsworth’s imagination, as it dealt 
with public events from 1802 to the battle 
of Waterloo.—DowDEN, EDWARD, 1897, 
The French Revolution and English Liter- 
ature, p. 2138. 

According to Mr. Hall Caine, as quoted 
by Mr. W. M. Rossetti, ‘‘Rossetti thought 
Wordsworth was too much the high priest 
of Nature to be her lover.’’ Mr. Caine 
speaks also of ‘‘Rossetti’s grudging 
Wordsworth every vote he gets.’’ His 
indifference to the beautiful poet was per- 
haps due to his having spent all his child- 
hood and youth,and most of his manhood, 
in London.—HILL, GEORGE BIRKBECK, 
1897, ed. Letters of Dante Gabriel Rossetti 
to William Allingham, p. 220. 

Wordsworth is the master of moral 
beauty. He is never swayed by a licen- 
tious passion for the beautiful for its own 
sake. He does not long to pass into a 
Nirvana of sensuous and imaginative de- 
light, to be lapped in soft Lydian airs; but 
he elevates his soul to high and ennobling 
activity. Nor does he, like Goethe, speak 
experience for Art’s sake. Wordsworth 
valued Art only as strengthening and 
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elevating Life; Goethe sought experience 
merely as a stimulant to art expression. 
Wordsworth cultivated Art for Life, 
Goethe Life for Art; and this antipodal 
relation explains the invincible repug- 
nance which Wordsworth always mani- 
fested to Goethe and his works. With 
Wordsworth it was not Art for Art’s sake, 
but Art for Life’s sake, and he had neither 
understanding of nor sympathy with pure 
Art or pure Science. He sought the 
Beautiful and the True only as a means of 
purifying, ennobling, and sanctifying char- 
acter. He was early convinced that a 
mine of moral beauty, unheeded and un- 
suspected by literary artists, lay hid in the 
commonest and humblest objects, and he 
devoted himself to disclosing and exhibit- 
ing this treasure with a strenuousness and 
perseverance perhaps unparalleled in the 
history of poetry. He elicits a wealth of 
spiritual beauty from the most unlikely 
things, and reveals the heaven which lies 
beneath our feet.—STANLEY, HIRAM M., 
1897, Essays on LInterary Art, p. 32. 


It is his power of interpreting the ele- 
mentary feelings common to all mortals 
that has made Wordsworth the poet of 
humanity; and he is destined to live as a 
poet because he is natural, pure, and true 
to his ideal of nature and humanity,—an 
ideal based upon asympathetic knowledge 
of the visible outward world and of man. 
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We find no artificiality in Wordsworth.— 
PEABODY, ANDREW P., 1897, William 
Wordsworth, The Forum, vol. 23, p. 626. 


He shuts off his light and heat, and 
leaves us chilly and stumbling among com- 
mon-place perhaps for pages, when sud- 
denly we meet again the light that never 
was on land or sea.—WINCHESTER, C. T., 
1899, Some Principles of Literary Criti- 
cism, p. 94. 

He felt instinctively, and his feeling was 
nature’s. But thought, coming to him 
thus immediately as it did, and represent- 
ing the thinking part of himself with un- 
paralleled fidelity, spoke out of an intellect 
by no means so responsive to the finer 
promptings of that supreme intellectual 
energy of which weare apart. It is thus 
often when he is most solemnly satisfied 
with himself that he is really showing us 
his weakness most ingenuously: he would 
listen to no external criticism, and there 
was no inherent critical faculty to stand 
at his mind’s elbow and remind him when 
he was prophesying in the divine language 
and when he was babbling like the village 
idiot. When one has said that 
he wrote instinctively, without which there 
could be no poetry, one must add that he 
wrote mechanically, and that he wrote 
always.—Symons, ARTHUR, 1902, Words- 
worth, Fortnightly Review, vol. (7, pp. 
389, 40. 


Francis Lord Jeffrey 
1773-1850 


Born, in Edinburgh, 23 Oct. 1773. At Edinburgh High School, Oct. 1781 to 1787,at 
Glasgow Univ., 1787-89. Studied Law in Edinburgh, 1789-91. Matric. Queen’s 
Coll., Oxford, 17 Oct. 1791. Left Oxford, 5 July, 1792. Studied Law in Edinburgh, 
1792-98. Called to Scotch Bar, 16 Dec. 1794. Visit to London, 1798. Married 
Catherine Wilson, 1 Nov. 1801; settled in Edinburgh. Contrib. to ‘‘Monthly Rev.,”’ 
1802. Started ‘‘Edinburgh Review,’’ with Sydney Smith and others; first number 
appeared, 10 Oct. 1802; he edited it till June 1829; contrib. to it, Oct. 1802 to Jan. 
1848. Joined Volunteer regiment, 1803. One of founders of ‘‘Friday Club,’’ 1803. 
Visit to London, 1804. Wife died, 8 Aug. 1805. Visit to London, 1806. Duel with 
Moore (followed by reconciliation), Chalk Farm, 11 Aug. 1806. Legal practice in 
Scotland increasing. Fell in love with Charlotte Wilkes, 1810; followed her to 
America, 1813; married her in New York, Nov. 1813. Tour with her in America. 
Returned to England, Feb. 1814. Settled at Craigcrook, near Edinburgh, 1815. Visit 
to Continent same year. Joined Bannatyne Club, 1826. Dean of Faculty of Advo- 
cates, Edinburgh, 2 July 1829; Lord Advocate, 1830. M. P. for Forfarshire Burghs, 
1830; unseated owing to irregularity in election. M. P. for Malton, April and June 
1831. Ill-health, in London, 1881. M. P. for Edinburgh, Dec. 1832 to 1834. Judge 
of Court of Sessions, as Lord Jeffrey, June 1834.  Ill-health, 1841. Died, in Edin- 
burgh, 26 Jan. 1850. Buried in Dean Cemetery. Works: “‘A Summary View of the 
rights and claims of the Roman Catholics of Ireland’’ (anon.), 1808; ‘‘A Short 
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Vindication of the late Major A. Campbell’’ (anon.),, 1810; ‘‘Contributions to the 
Edinburgh Review’’ (4 vols.), 1844. He edited: J. Playfair’s Works, 1822; Byron’s 


Poems, 1845. 


Life: (with selected Correspondence) by Lord Cockburn, 1852 — 


SHarp, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 149. 


PERSONAL 


His manner is not at first pleasing ; what 
is worse, it is of that cast, which almost 
irresistibly impresses upon strangers the 
idea of levity and superficial talents. Yet 
there is not any man, whose real character 
is so much the reverse; he has indeed a 
very sportive and playful fancy, but it is 
accompanied with very extensive and 
varied information, with a readiness of ap- 
prehension almost intuitive, with judicious 
and calm discernment, with a profound and 
penetrating understanding. Indeed, both 
in point of candour and of vigour in the 
reasoning powers, I have never personally 
known a finer intellect than Jeffrey’s, un- 
less I were to except Allen’s.—HorRNER, 
FRANCIS, 1802, Memoirs and Correspond- 
ence, vol. 1, p. 212. 

The chaise being in readiness, we set off 
for Chalk Farm. . . On reaching 
the ground we found Jeffrey and his party 
already arrived. And then it was 
that, for the first time, my excellent friend 
Jeffrey and I met face to face. He was 
standing with the bag, which contained the 
pistols,in his hand, while Horner was look- 
ing anxiously around. It wasagreed that 
the spot where we found them, which was 
screened on one side by large trees, would 
be as good for our purpose as any we could 
select ; and Horner, after expressing some 
anxiety respecting some men whom he had 
seen suspiciously hovering about, but who 
now appeared to have departed, retired 
with Hume behind the trees, for the pur- 
pose of loading the pistols, leaving Jeffrey 
and myself together. They then 
retired to a little distance; the pistols 
were on both sides raised; and we waited 
but the signal to fire, when some police 
officers, whose approach none of us had 
noticed, and who were within a second of 
being too late, rushed out from a hedge 
behind Jeffrey; and one of them, striking 
at Jeffrey’s pistol with his staff, knocked 
it to some distance into the field, while 
another running over to me, took posses- 
sion also of mine. We were then replaced 
in our respective carriages, and conveyed, 
crestfallen, to Bow Street. — Moors, 
THOMAS, 1806, Journal ; Memoirs, Journal 
and Correspondence, ed. Russell. 


It is a face which any man would pass 
without observation in a crowd, because it 
is small and swarthy, and entirely devoid 
of lofty or commanding outlines—and 
besides, his stature is so low, that he might 
walk close under your chin or mine without 
ever catching the eye even for a moment. 
Mr. Jeffrey . . . is a very short.and very 
active-looking man, with an appearance of 
extraordinary vivacity in all his motions 
and gestures. His faceis one which can- 
not be understood at a single look—per- 
haps it requires, as it certainly invites, a 
long and anxious scrutiny before it lays 
itself open to the gazer. The features 
are neither handsome, nor even very defined 
in their outlines: and yet the effect of 
the whole is as striking as any arrange- 
ment either of more noble or more marked 
features, which ever came under my view. 
The forehead is very singularly shaped, 
describing in its bend from side to side a 
larger segment of a circle than is at all 
common; compressed below the temples 
almost as muchas Sterne’s; and throwing 
out sinuses above the eyes, of an extremely 
bold and compact structure. The hair is 
very black and wiry, standing in ragged, 
bristly clumps out from the upper part 
of his head, but lying close and firm 
lower down, especially about the ears. 
Altogether, it is picturesque, and adds to 
the effect of the visage. The mouth is the 
most expressive part of hisface. . . . 
The lips are very firm, but they tremble and 
vibrate, even when brought close together, 
in such a way as to give the idea of an 
intense, never-ceasing play of mind. There 
is a delicate kind of sneer almost always 
upon them, which has not the least appear- 
ance of 1ll-temper about it, but seems to 
belong entirely to the speculative under- 
standing of the man. A sharp, 
but at the same time, very deep-toned and 
impressive voice—a very bad pronuncia- 
tion, but accompanied with very little of 
the Scotch accent—a light and careless 
manner, exchanged now and then for an 
infinite variety of more earnest expression 
and address—this is as much as I could 
carry away from my first visit.—Lock- 
HART, JOHN GIBSON, 1819, Peter’s Letters 
to His Kinsfolk, Letter vi. 
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I dined with Walter Scott, and was de- 
lighted with the unaffected simplicity of 
his family. Jeffrey hasa singular expres- 
sion, poignant, bitter, piercing—as if his 
countenance never lighted up but at the 
perception of some weakness in human 
nature. Whatever you praise to Jeffrey, 
he directly chuckles out some error you 
did not perceive. Whatever you praise to 
Scott, he joins heartily with yourself, and 
directs your attention to some additional 
beauty. Scott throws a light on life by 
the beaming geniality of his soul, and so 
dazzles you that you haveno time or percep- 
tion for anything but its beauties: while 
Jeffrey seems to revel in holding up his 
hand before the light in order that he may 
spy out its deformities. The face of Scott 
is the expression of a man whose great 
pleasure has been to shake Nature by the 
hand, while to point at her with his finger 
has certainly, from the expression of his 
face, been the chief enjoyment of Jeffrey. 
—HAYDON, BENJAMIN ROBERT, 1820, Let- 
ter to Miss Mitford, Dec. 5; Life, Letters 
and Table Talk, ed. Stoddard, p. 208. 

My dear Jeffrey—We are much obliged 
by your letter, but should be still more so 
were it legible. I have tried to read it 
from left to right, and Mrs. Sydney from 
right to left, and we neither of us can 
decipher a single word of it.—SmITH, 
SYDNEY, 1822, Letter to Francis Jeffrey, 
Memoir of Rev. Sydney Smith by Lady 
Holland, ch. viii. 

There is no subject on which he is not 
au fait: no company in which he is not 
ready to scatter his pearls for sport. 

. His only difficulty seems to be, 
not to speak, but to be silent. s 
He is never absurd, nor has he any favorite 
points which he is always bringing forward. 
It cannot be denied that there is some- 
thing bordering on petulance of manner, 
but it isof that least offensive kind which 
may be accounted for from merit and from 
success, and implies no exclusive preten- 
sions nor the least particle of ill-will to 
others. On the contrary Mr. Jeffrey is pro- 
fuse of his encomiums and admiration of 
others, but still with a certain reservation 
of a right to differ or to blame. He can- 
not rest on one side of a question: he is 
obliged, by a mercurial habit and disposi- 
tion, to vary his point of view. If he is 
ever tedious it is from an excess of liveli- 
ness: he oppresses from a sense of airy 
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lightness. He is always setting out on a 
fresh scent: there are always relays of 
topics. New causes are called; he holds 
a brief in his hand for every possible ques- 
tion. This isa fault. Mr. Jeffrey is not 
obtrusive, is not impatient of opposition, is 
not unwilling to be interrupted; but what 
is said by another, seems to make no im- 
pression on him; he is bound to dispute, to 
answer it, as if he was in Court, or as if 
he were in a paltry Debating Society, 
where young beginners were trying their 
hands. He cannot help cross- 
examining a witness, or stating the adverse 
view of the question. He listens not to 
judge, but to reply. In consequence of 
this, you can as little tell the impression 
your observations make on him as what 
weight to assign to his.—HazuiTt, WIL- 
LIAM, 1825, Spirdt of the Age, pp. 188, 189. 


I never was more surprised than when, 
having heard at Bellamy’s that he was on 
his legs, I ran down and became witness, 
ocular and auricular, of the style and 
methods in which he had thought fit to 
present himself to the House. I have not 
frequented the Jury Court of late years, 
it is true—but I certainly should hardly 
have recognised any thing whatever of my 
old acquaintance. First of all, he looked 
smaller and grayer than I could have 
anticipated—then his surtout and black 
stock did in no wise set him—then his 
attitude was at once jaunty and awkward, 
spruce and feckless. Instead of the quick, 
voluble, fiery declaimer of other days or 
scenes,I heard a cold thin voice doling out 
little, quaint, metaphysical sentences, with 
the air of a provincial lecturer on logic 
and belles letters. The House was con- 
founded—they listened for half an hour 
with great attention, waiting always for 
the real burst that should reveal the re- 
doubtable Jeffrey—but it came not—he 
took out his orange, sucked it coolly and 
composedly—smelt to a bottle of some- 
thing—and sucked again—and back to his 
freezing jargon with the same noncha- 
lance. At last he took to proving to an 
assembly of six hundred gentlemen, of 
whom I take it at least five hundred were 
squires, that property is really a thing de- 
serving of protection. ‘‘This will never 
do,” passed around in a whisper. Old Maule 
tipped the wink to a few good Whigs of 
the old school, and they adjourned up stairs 
—the Tories began to converse de omnibus 
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rebus et quibusdam aliis—the Radicals were 
either snoring or grinning—and the great 
gun of the north ceased firing amidst such 
a hubbub of inattention, that even I was 
not aware of the fact for several minutes. 
—WILSON, JOHN, 1831, Noctes Ambrosi- 
ane, Aug., ed. Mackenzie, vol. 1v, p. 354. 

In person, Mr. Jeffrey is belowthe middle 
size, and slenderly made. There is some- 
thing of a thoughtful expression in his 
countenance. His face is small and com- 
pact, rather, if anything, inclining to the 
angular form. His eyelashes are promi- 
nent. His forehead is remarkably low, 
considering the intellectual character of 
the man. His complexion is dark, and his 
hair black.—GRANT, JAMES, 1835, Ran- 
dom Recollections of the House of Commons 
from the Year 1830 to the Close of 1835, 
p. 187. 

Is almost a lecturer in society ; so much 
so, that there was no room for any one to 
put in a word.—Fox, CAROLINE, 18389, 
Memories of Old Friends, ed. Pym, Jour- 
nal, Dec.15, p. 29. 

Poor dear Jeffrey! I bought a Times at 
the station yesterday morning,and was so 
stunned by the announcemment, that I felt 
it in that wounded part of me, almost 
directly ; and the bad symptoms (modified) 
returned within afew hours. I hada letter 
from him in extraordinary good spirits 
within this week or two—he was better, 
he said, than he had been for a long time 
—and I sent him proof-sheets of the 
number only last Wednesday. I say noth- 
ing of his wonderful abilities and great 
career, but he was a most affectionate and 
devoted friend to me; and though no man 
could wish to live and die more happily, 
so old in years and yet so young in facul- 
ties and sympathies, I am very, very deeply 
grieved for his loss.—DICKENS, CHARLES, 
1850, Letter to John Forster, Jan. 29; Life 
of Dickens, ed. Forster, vol. i, p. 488. 

Jeffrey is gone.. Dear fellow! I loved 
him as much as it is easy to love a man 
who belongs to an older generation. And 
how good, and kind, and generous he was 
to me! His goodness, too, was the more 
precious because his perspicacity was so 
great. He saw through and through you. 
He marked every fault of taste, every 
weakness, every ridicule; and yet he loved 
you as if he had been the dullest fellow in 
England. He had a much better heart 
than Sydney Smith. I do not mean that 
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Sydney was in thatrespect below par. In 
ability I should say that Jeffrey was 
higher, but Sydney rarer. I would rather 
have been Jeffrey ; but there will be several 
Jeffreys, before there is aSydney. After 
all, dear Jeffrey’s death is hardly matter 
for mourning. God grant that I may die 
so! Fullof years; full of honors; facul- 
ties bright, and affections warm, to the 
last; lamented by the public, and by many 
valuable private friends.— MACAULAY, 
THoMAS BABINGTON, 1850, Journal, Jan. 
28; Life and Letters, ed. Trevelyan, vol. 1, 
p. 178. 

Francis Jeffrey died on the afternoon of 
Saturday the 26th January 1850. Four 
days before, he occupied his accustomed 
place on the Bench, as vigorous, clear, and 
discursive under the weight of seventy- 
seven years, as in the most brilliant period 
of his manhood. Time had not pressed 
more heavily on the elasticity of his step, 
than on his cheerful and playful spirit ; and 
he trod the streets of our city, which his 
name has contributed to make famous, on 
that last fatal day, with a strength which 
seemed to promise a still prolonged even- 
ing to his bright, though declining sun. 
But the triumph of an insidious disease, 
with which he had wrestled at intervals for 
more than twenty years, was at last at 
hand. Onthe morning of the 26th,it was 
rumoured that he was sinking under an 
attack of bronchitis. In the evening, it 
was told that he was dead. . He 
has gone down to his grave laden with all 
under which a man would wish to die— 
honour, love, obedience —troops of friends 
—everything which should accompany the 
old age of sucha man—the gratitude of a 
nation in whose service his life was spent, 
and the unfeigned tears of all who were 
ever privileged to come within the reach 
of his influence.—MoncrRIpFF, J., 1850, 
Lord Jeffrey, North British Review, vol. 
13, pp. 273, 284. 

Notwithstanding one questionable habit, 
the judicial duties have rarely been better 
performed than they were by him. His 
ability need not be mentioned—nor the 
sensitiveness of his candour—nor his 
general aptitude for the law. Surpassed, 
perhaps, by one or two in some of the more 
mystical depths of the law of real prop- 
erty, his general legal learning was more 
than sufficient to enable him, after ordi- 
nary argument, to form sound views, and 
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to defend them, even on these subjects. 
The industry that had turned the vivacity 
of his youth to account, and had marked 
all his progress, followed him to the bench. 
His opinions were always given fully, and 
with great liveliness,and great felicity of 
illustration. His patience, for so quick a 
person, was nearly incredible. He literally 
never tired of argument. This 
was partly the result of a benevolent 
anxiety to make parties certain that they 
had at least been fully heard; but it also 
proceeded from his own pleasure in the 
game. The questionable thing 
in his judicial manner consisted in an ad- 
herence to the same tendency that had 
sometimes impaired his force at the bar— 
speaking too often and toolong. He had no 
idea of sitting, like an oracle, silent,and 
looking wise; and then, having got it all 
in, announcing the result in as many calm 
words as were necessary, and in no more. 
Delighted with the play, instead of waiting 
passively till the truth should emerge, he 
put himself, from the very first, into the 
position of an inquirer, whose duty it was 
to extract it by active processes. His 
error lay in not perceiving that it would 
be much better extracted for him by 
counsel than it generally can be by a 
judge. But disbelieving this, or disregard- 
ing it, his way was to carry on a running 
margin of questions, and suppositions, and 
comments, through the whole length of the 
argument. — CockBURN, HENRY LorD, 
1852, Life of Lord Jeffrey, vol. 1. 

How susceptible he was to the beauty 
of nature—to the clouds, the sky, the birds, 
the flowers; how loving to children; how 
warm and generous in his friendships ; how 
affectionate to women; how every thing 

. that a man should be !—SEDGWIck, CATH- 
ARINE M., 1853, To Dr. Dewey, April, Life 
and Letters, p. 349. 

No artist could paint Jeffrey. His ex- 
pression was so variable, that in different 
moods he seemed a different man. At 
the Bar, in Parliament, on the Bench, or 
in the romantic scenery of his own Craig- 
Crook, there was a different man—and yet 
there were not half-a-dozen Jeffreys, but 
one! To hear him talk, in that sharp shrill 
voice, whose lowest whisper floated through 
the air,and was heard by all, was indeed a 
pleasure and delight. Above all, he had 
the gentlest courtesy towards women, 
irrespective of their age. And, to crown 
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all, he was fond, really and truly, of 
children. (I never knew a bad man who 
was. I am, and the inference is inevit- 
able!) It was at home, that Jeffrey was 
ever seen to full advantage. —MACKENZIE, 
R. SHELTON, 1854, ed., Noctes Ambrosi- 
ane, vol. Il, p. 429, note. 


Jeffrey, whom flattery, success,and him- 
self cannot spoil, or taint that sweet, gener- 
ous nature—keen, instant, unsparing, all 
true as a rapier; the most painstaking 
and honest-working of all clever men.— 
Brown, Dr. JoHN, 1858-61, Hore Sub- 
secive. 


A delicate, attractive, dainty little figure, 
as he merely walked about, much more if 
he were speaking: uncommonly bright, 
black eyes, instinct with vivacity, intelli- 
gence and kindly fire; roundish brow, 
delicate oval face, full, rapid expression; 
figure light, nimble, pretty, though so 
small, perhaps hardly five feet four in 
height: he had his gown,almost never any 
wig, wore his black hair rather closely 
cropt, —I have seen the back part of it jerk 
suddenly out in some of the rapid expres- 
sions of his face, and knew, even if behind 
him, that his brow was then puckered, and 
his eyes looking archly, half-contemptu- 
ously out,in conformity to some conclusive 
little cut his tongue was giving. His 
voice, clear, harmonious, and sonorous, had 
something of metallic in it, something 
almost plangent; never rose into alt, into 
any dissonance or shrillness, nor carried 
much the character of humour, though a 
fine feeling of the ludicrous always dwelt 
in him, —as you would notice best, when he 
got into Scotch dialect,and gave you, with 
admirable truth of mimicry,old Edinburgh 
incidents and experiences of his. , 
His accent was indeed singular, but it was 
by no means Scotch: at his first going to 
Oxford (where he did not stay long) he 
had peremptorily crushed down his Scotch 
(which he privately had in store, in excel- 
lent condition, to the very end of his life, 
producible with highly ludicrous effect on 
occasion), and adopted instead a strange 
swift, sharp-sounding, fitful modulation, 
part of it pungent, quasi-latrant, other 
parts of it cooing, bantery, lovingly quiz- 
zical; which no charm of his fine ringing 
voice (metallic tenor, of sweet tone), and of 
his vivacious rapid looks and pretty little 
attitudes and gestures, could altogether 
reconcile you to; but in which he persisted 
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through good report and bad. . . . There 
was something of Voltaire in him; some- 
thing even in bodily features: those bright- 
beaming swift and piercing hazel-eyes, 
with their accompaniment of rapid keen 
expressions in the other lineaments of face, 
resembled one’s notion of Voltaire; and in 
the voice too, there was a fine, half- 
plangent, kind of a metallic ringing tone, 
which used to remind me of what I fancied 
Voltaire’s voice might have been: “voix 
sombre et majestueuse,” Duvernet calls it. 
—CARLYLE, THOMAS, 1867, Lord Jeffrey, 
Reminiscences, ed. Norton. 

He never took up his pen till the candles 
were lit, . . . he did most of his work in 
those fatal hours of inspiration from ten 
at night till two or three o’clock in the 
morning. . . His manuscript was 
inexpressibly vile; for he wrote with great 
haste, generally used a wretched 
pen, . . . and altered, erased, and inter- 
lined without the slightest thought either 
of the printer or his correspondent. . . . 
The explanation is, of course, the usual one 
with men of Jeffrey’s temperament and 
genius. He had a horror and hatred of 
the work of the desk. . . . Hisfavourite 
hours of reading were in the morning and 
in bed, unless he had to deal with a subject 
of peculiar difficulty, and in that case he 
readitup . . . at night; for he had a 
notion that hints and suggestions, facts 
and thoughts, illustrations and authorities, 
picked up promiscuously over-night, as- 
sorted themselves in sleep round their 
proper centres, and thus reappeared in 
the morning in logical order.—PEBODY, 
CHARLES, 1870, The Edinburgh Reviewers, 
Gentleman’s Magazine, n.s., vol. 5, p. 42. 

He was represented as the quintessence 
of meanness and malevolence, when in 
truth he was not only a most high-minded 
and honorable man, but united to manly 
independence and firmness the sensibilities 
of a woman. A true and considerate 
friend, he sympathized with the struggles 
of unknown and friendless authors, to 
many of whom he was in private a liberal 
benefactor.— ConsTABLE, A. G., 1874, 
Archibald Constable and his Friends, Har- 
per’s Magazine, vol. 48, p. 505. 

I often peeped through the green curtain 
which hung before his contracted judicial 
stall, and watched the wondrous little man 
unravelling, in his quick, impatient way, 
the tangle of Scotch Law. His restless 
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person was in a state of perpetual move- 
ment; his eyes turning here, there, and 
everywhere; his features in constant play ; 
his forehead rippling in quick successive 
wrinkles, as if striving to throw off his 
close-fitting judicial wig, which seemed to 
grasp his diminutive head painfully, almost 
down to his eyebrows, and with its great 
stiff curls of white horse-hair heavily to 
oppress him with its weight. His arms, 
too, he was ever moving with an uneasy 
action, thrusting them out, and shaking 
them, as if he would rid himself of the 
incumbrance of his official robe of scarlet, 
which covered his shoulders, and hung in 
loose folds from his neck to his wrists.— 
Tomes, ROBERT, 1880, My College Days, 
p. 83. 

Jeffrey was a Benthamite on the surface, 
and underneath an Epicurean, with a good- 
humoured contempt for enthusiasm and 
high aspirations. Between him and a man 
so ‘‘dreadfully in earnest’’ as Carlyle, 
there could be little effective communion. 
—FROUDE, JAMES ANTHONY, 1882, Thomas 
Carlyle, A History of the First Forty Years 
of his Life, vol. 1, p. 321. 

In 1806 Tom Moore, the charming poet, 
got into a great rage with Francis Jeffrey 
(since Lord Advocate of Scotland), who 
had written an article for the Edinburgh 
Review attacking Moore’s poems with 
some severity, and wrote the latter a 
letter, calling him a liar and demanding a 
meeting. Jeffrey accepted, of course. On 
the day of the ‘‘encounter,’’ on which it 
had been arranged to have the Bow Street 
officers rush upon the combatants just as 
they were about to fire (which was carried 
out with precision), and while the seconds 
were loading their pistols with paper 
pellets instead of bullets, the two princi- 
pals approached each other, and Jeffrey 
exclaimed, ‘‘What a very beautiful morn- 
ing this is, ain’t it?’ Moore replied 
calmly, with a smile, ‘‘It is, indeed,.a very 
beautiful morning—much too beautiful 
for such purposes as we have met for.”’ 
They were then permitted to chat together 
until the minions of the law put in their 
appearance. Moore and Jeffrey became 
great friends afterward, but the former 
alienated himself from his second for 
thirty years for ‘‘giving the thing away.”’ 
—TruMAN, Ben C., 1884, The Field of 
Honor, p. 555. 


Jeffrey was a man of extraordinary 
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sprightliness and untiring zeal. He 
had keen literary interests, and, within a 
very limited range, much acuteness of 
critical insight. He saw very clearly what 
was assailable in the existing state of 
things, although his political ideas were 
rather those of the versatile lawyer than 
of a statesman, and were, as those of the 
lawyer are apt to be, confined in their 
range. . . We are bound to admit 
his deftness and his versatility; no one 
could deny his political sincerity ; it would 
be rash even to belittle his literary gifts. 
But to him the wider range of imagination 
was aclosedregion. Asalawyer he made 
no claim to professional erudition. Even 
as a forensic orator he never attempted to 
appeal to the feelings, or to rise to the 
highest flights. But he poured forth 
arguments with arapidity and a versatility 
that at once astonished, amused, and 
flattered his hearers, and made him emi- 
nently successful in appealing to the not 
very high standards of the juryman’s in- 
telligence. His estimates of men 
and books were quick, confident, and lucidly 
expressed, but singularly narrow in range. 
—Cralk, Sir Henry, 1901, A Century 
of Scottish History, vol. U, pp. 250, 251. 


GENERAL 
Health to immortal Jeffrey! once, in name, 
England could boast a judge almost the same; 
In soul so like, so merciful, yet just, 
Some think that Satan has resign’d his trust, 
And given the spirit to the world again 
To sentence letters, as he sentenced men. 
—Byron, Lorp, 1809, English Bards and 
Scotch Reviewers. 


Our very ideas of what is poetry, differ 
so widely, that we rarely talk upon these 
subjects. There issomething in his mode 
of reasoning that leads me greatly to doubt 
whether, notwithstanding the vivacity of 
his imagination, he really has any feeling 
of poetical genius, or whether he has 
worn it all off by perpetually sharpening 
his wit on the grindstone of criticism.— 
Scort, Siz WALTER, 1812, Letter to Joanna 
Baillie, Jan. 17; Lockhart’s Life of Scott, 
ch. Xxiv. 

You little know me,if you imagine that 
any thoughts of fear or favour would make 
me abstain from speaking publicly of 
Jeffrey as I think, and as hedeserves. I 
despise his commendation, and I defy his 
malice. —SouTHEY, RoBeErRT, 1814, Letter 
to James Hogg, Dec. 24. 
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Alas for Jeffrey!—if my fancy dreams, 

Let not that dream’s delusion pass away,— 

For still ’midst all his poverty it seems 

As if a spark of some ethereal ray, 

Some fragment of the true Promethean 
beams, 

Had been commingled with his infant clay ; 

As if for better things he had been born 

Than transient flatteries and eternal scorn. 

Alas for Jeffrey! for he might have clombe 

To some high niche in glory’s marble fane; 

But he, vain man, preferred a lowlier home, 

An easier triumph and a paltrier reign; 

Therefore his name is blotted from the Tome 

Of Fame’s enduring record, and his gain 

Hath in his life been given him, and the 
wreath 

That his youth won scarce waits the wintry 
breath 

Of the Destroyer, to shed all its bloom 

And dissipate its fragrance in the air. 

—LOCKHART, JOHN GIBSON, 1819, The 

Mad Banker of Amsterdam, Blackwood’s 

Magazine, vol. 4, p. 565. 


Taste in him is exalted into Imagination. 
—Ingenuity brightens into genius. He 
hath also Wisdom. But nemo omnibus 
horis sapit; and he made an unfortunate 
stumble over the Lyrical Ballads. He has 
had the magnanimity, however, I am told, 
to repent that great mistake, which to his 
fame was a misfortune—and, knowing the 
error of his ways, has returned to the 
broad path of Nature and Truth. How 
nobly has he written of Crabbe and Camp- 
bell,and Scott and Byron! Incomprehen- 
sible contradiction—the worst critic of the 
age is also the best—but the weeds of his 
mind are dead—the flowers are immortal. 
He is no orator, they say,in St. Stephen’s; 
but that mouth, even on the silent paper, 
gives them the lie; and I have heard him 
a hundred times the most eloquent of 
speakers. His is a brilliant name in the 
literature of Scotland.—WILSON, JOHN, 
1832, Noctes Ambrosiane, Nov. 

The maximus minimus.—SMITH, SYD- 
NEY, 1848, Letter to John Murray, June 
4; A Memoir of Sydney Smith by Lady 
Holland, ch. x. 

When I compare him with Sydney and 
myself, I feel, with humility perfectly 
sincere, that his range is immeasurably 
wider than ours. And this is only asa 
writer. But he is not only a writer; he 
has been a great advocate, and he is a great 
judge. Take him all in all, I think him 
more nearly an universal genius than any 
man of our time.—MACAULAY, THOMAS 
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BABINGTON, 1848, Letter to Macvey Napier, 
Dec. 13; Correspondence, ed. Son. 


I wrote the first article in the first 
Number of the Review, in October 1802, 
and sent my last contribution to it in 
October 1840! Itisalong period to have 
persevered in well—or in ill doing! But 
I was by no means equally alert in the 
service during all the intermediate time. 
I was sole Editor, from 1803 till late in 
1829; and during that period was no doubt 
a large and regular contributor. In that 
last year, however, I received the great 
honour of being elected, by my brethren 
of the Bar, to the office of Dean of the 
Faculty of Advocates ; when itimmediately 
occurred to me that it was not quite fitting 
that the official head of a great Law Cor- 
poration should continue to be the con- 
ductor of what might be fairly enough 
represented as, in many respects, a Party 
Journal; and I consequently withdrew at 
once and altogether from the management. 
. . - | wrote nothing for it, accordingly, 
for a considerable time subsequent to 
1829; and during the whole fourteen 
years that have since elapsed, have sent 
in all but four papers to that work, none 
of them on political subjects. I ceased 
in reality to be a contributor in 1829.— 
JEFFREY, FRANCIS LORD, 1848, Contribu- 
tions ta the Edinburgh Review, Preface, 
vol. I. 

A prominent defect of Jeffrey’s literary 
criticism arose from his lack of earnest- 
ness, —that earnestness which comes, not 
merely from the assent of the understand- 
ing to a proposition, but from the deep 
convictions of a man’s whole nature. He 
is consequently ingenious and plausible, 
rather than profound,—a man of expedi- 
ents, rather than of ideas and principles. 
In too many of his articles, he appears like 
an advocate, careless of the truth, or 
skeptical as to its existence or possibility 
of being reached, and only desirous to make 
out as good a case for his own assumed 
position as will puzzle or unsettle the un- 
derstandings of his hearers. His logical 
capacity is shown in acute special plead- 
ing, in sophistical glosses, more than in 
fair argument.—WHIPPLE, EDwINn P., 
1845, North American Review, Essays and 
Reviews, vol. u, p. 128. 

Take him all inall, where, weask, is the 
critic of the present century who is to be 
placed in the scale against Francis Jeffrey? 
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His peculiar fitness for his task resulted 
mainly from the exquisiteness of his taste, 
his fearless honesty, and the integrity of 
his judgment. His few mistakes arose 
chiefly from certain partial defects in 
faculty. These, however, were important 
enough to prevent him,if not from taking 
his place as the first of contemporary 
critics, from at least entering those high- 
est walks of British criticism in which a 
very few of the master minds of the past 
were qualified to expatiate, and but few 
exclusively.— MILLER, Hucu, 1850, Essays, 
p. 84. 

The great corypheus of English critics. 
—CLEVELAND, CHARLES D., 1853, Eng- 
lish Literature of the Nineteenth Century 
p. 509. 

Jeffrey, who took the lead in this great 
revolution in literature, was a very remark- 
able man,but more so from the light, airy 
turn of his mind, and the felicity of illustra- 
tion which he possessed, than from either 
originality of thought or nervous force of 
expression. His information was far from 
extensive: he shared in the deficiency of 
his country at that period in classical 
knowledge ; he was ignorant of Italian and 
German; and his acquaintance with French 
literature was chiefly confined to the 
gossiping memoirs of the day, and, with 
that of his own country, to the writings 
of the Scotch metaphysicians or the old 
English dramatists. But these subjects 
he knew thoroughly; within these limits 
he was thoroughly master. He was fitted 
by nature to be a great critic. A pas- 
sionate admirer of poetry, alive to all the 
beauties and influences of nature, with a 
feeling mind and a sensitive heart, he 
possessed at the same time the calm judg- 
ment which enabled him to form an im- 
partial opinion on the works submitted to 
his examination, and the correct taste 
which, in general, discovered genius and 
detected imperfections in them.—ALISoN, 
Sir ARCHIBALD, 1853-59, History of 
Europe, 1815-52, ch. v. 

You must not criticize papers like these, 
rapidly written in the hurry of life,as you 
would the painful words of an elaborate 
sage, slowly and with anxious awfulness 
instructing mankind. Some things, afew 
things,are for eternity; some, and a good 
many, are for time. We do not expect 
the everlastingness of the Pyramids from 
the vibratory grandeur of a Tyburnian 
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mansion. . . . Heinvented the trade 
of editorship: before him an editor was a 
bookseller’s drudge, he is now a distin- 
guished functionary. If Jeffrey was not 
a great critic, he had what very great 
critics have wanted,—the art of writing 
what most people would think good criti- 
cism. He might not know his subject, but 
he knew his readers: people like to read 
ideas which they can imagine to have been 
their own. ‘‘Why does Scarlett always 
persuade the jury?’ asked a rustic gentle- 
man. ‘‘Because there are twelve Scarletts 
in the Jury-box,’’ replied an envious ad- 
vocate. What Scarlett was in law, Jeffrey 
was in criticism: he could become that 
which his readers could not avoid being. 
He was neither a pathetic writer nor a 
profound writer ; but he was a quick-eyed, 
bustling, black-haired, sagacious, agreea- 
ble man of the world. He had his day, 
and was entitled to his day; but a gentle 
oblivion must now cover his already sub- 
siding reputation.—BAGEHOT, WALTER, 
1855, The First Edinburgh Reviewers, 
Works, ed. Morgan, vol. 1, pp. 29, 38. 

There was a pertness about his general 
manner of writing. Amazingly clever, 
adroit, subtle— he always gave you the 
impression of smallness. — GILFILLAN, 
GEORGE, 1855, A Third Gallery of Por- 
traits, p. 1938. 

By nature, education, and habits of 
thought, was a special pleader. He used 
words and ideas for an immediate purpose ; 
his object, when most in earnest, is to gain 
a point; his liberality and depth of feeling 
were in reverse proportion to his clever- 
ness and information. His great moral 
defect was want of modesty. He doesnot 
appear to have known, by experience, the 
. feeling of self-distrust, but thought him- 
self quite competent to dictate to the 
world, not only on legal, but on literary and 
social topics. Thisreliance upon his own 
reason gives force and point to those dis- 
quisitions the scope of which come within 
his legitimate range, but makes him offen- 
sive, with all his agreeability of style, the 
moment he transcends his proper sphere. 
He manifests, in anextraordinary degree, 
the Scotch idiosyncrasy which refers every- 
thing exclusively to the understanding. 
He was essentially literal. The 
order of his mind is within the sphere of 
the familiar; only in aptness, in constant 
exercise and skill, was it above the average. 
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—TUCKERMAN, Henry T., 1857, Essays, 
Biographical and Critical, pp. 166, 168. 

Jeffrey’s labors as editor were unceas- 
ing, and I will venture to say, if we had 
searched all Kurope,a better man, in every 
respect, could not have been found. Asa 
critic he was unequalled; and, take them 
ag a whole,I consider his articles were the 
best we had.—BroucHAM, Henry Lorp, 
1871, Life and Times, Written by Him- 
self, ch. iv. 

In his criticisms of Wordsworth we see 
vividly at once his own character and his 
failure to appreciate a character very 
different from his own. He was an affec- 
tionate man, intensely attached to his 
friends, and uncontrollably fond of their 
society ; and the passages that he admires 
in Wordsworth are chiefly passages of ten- 
derness. He loved natural scenery, too, 
in a way, and does justice to Wordsworth’s 
more striking word-pictures; but he was 
too much attracted to ‘‘the busy haunts 
of men’’ to follow the raptures of a genuine 
nature-worshipper, and he found Words- 
worth’s minute descriptions intolerably 
tedious. But what he chiefly failed to 
understand, and what chiefly offended him, 
were the meditations natural to a recluse, 
and the glorification of children and of 
country personages to a degree altogether 
out of keeping with their conventional 
place in the social scale. He was con- 
stantly accusing Wordsworth of clothing 
the commonest commonplaces with unin- 
telligible verbiage, and of debasing tender- 
ness with vulgarity. A similar narrow- 
ness, the same tendency to lay down the 
law without a suspicion that other people 
were differently constituted from himself, 
appears in his essay on ‘‘Beauty.’’ Him- 
self defective in the feeling for colour, he 
denies that colour possesses any intrinsic 
beauty, and is utterly sceptical regarding 
the statements of artists and connoisseurs, 
suspecting them of pedantry and jargon. 
His style is forcible and copious, without 
any pretence to finished or elegant struc- 
ture. His diction is perhaps too overflow- 
ing; his powers of amplification and illus- 
tration sometimes ran away with him; 
‘his memory,’’ says Lockhart, ‘‘appeared 
to range the dictionary from A to Z, and 
he had not the self-denial to spare his 
readers the redundance which delighted 
himself.’? His collected works give but 
a feeble idea of the cleverness of his 
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ridicule; he refused to republish the most 
striking specimens of his satirical skill. 
—MINnTO, WILLIAM, 1872-80, Manual of 
English Prose Literature, p. 530. 

Jeffrey had neither the exuberance of 
wit nor the lightness of expression which 
characterised Sidney Smith. But he was 
on the whole a greater writer, just as he 
was undoubtedly a greater critic and a 
better editor. His criticisms are strict; 
they are occasionally unfair, but are always 
able; and, though many of his conclusions 
have been reversed by the judgment of 
posterity, his opinions are still uniformly 
quoted with deference, and usually ac- 
cepted as authoritative. — WALPOLE, SPEN- 
CER, 1878, A History of England from the 
Conclusion of the Great War in 1815, vol. 
I, p. 386. 

Had an adequate share of his attention 
been concentrated on some special branch 
of literature, had his fluency been held in 
check by a more thorough acquaintance 
with the subjects which engaged his in- 
terest, his-regard for immediate impres- 
siveness not been exaggerated by the in- 
fluence of his professional duties, his artis- 
tic sense, which was keen and true so far 
as it went, not been mutilated and deterior- 
ated by untoward circumstances, he would 
undoubtedly have earned for himself a 
high place among the writers of his epoch. 
As itis, his reputation is now unsubstantial 
and shadowy, and he is remembered chiefly 
from his accidental and not always gratify- 
ing and desirable relation to others who 
have gained an independent fame. —HEn- 
DERSON, T. F., 1881, Encyclopedia Bri- 
tannica, Ninth ed., vol. XI, p. 628. 

The peculiar value of Jeffrey is not, as 
that of Coleridge, of Hazlitt, or of Lamb, 
in his very subtle, very profound, or very 
original views of his subjects. He is 
neither a critical Columbus nor a critical 
Socrates : he neither opens up undiscovered 
countries, nor provokes and stimulates to 
the discovery of them. His strength lies 
in the combination of a fairly wide range 
of sympathy with an extraordinary shrewd- 
ness and good sense in applying that 
sympathy. Tested for range alone,or for 
subtlety alone, he will frequently be found 
wanting; but he almost invariably catches 
up those who have thus outstripped him 
when the subject of the trial is shifted to 
soundness of estimate, intelligent connec- 
tion of view, and absence of eccentricity. 


And it must be again and again repeated 
that Jeffrey is by no means justly charge- 
able with the Dryasdust failings so often 
attributed to academic criticism. They 
said that on the actual Bench he wor- 
ried counsel a little too much, but that 
his decisions were on the whole invari- 
ably sound. Not quite so much perhaps can 
be said for his other exercise of the judi- 
cial function. But however much he may 
sometimes seem to carp and complain, 
however much we may sometimes wish 
for a little more equity and a little less 
law, it is astonishing how weighty Jeffrey’s 
critical judgments are after three quarters 
of a century which has seen so many seem- 
ing heavy things grow light. There may 
be much that he does not see: there may 
be some things which he is physically un- 
able to see; but what he does see, he sees 
with a clearness, and co-ordinates in its 
bearings on other things seen with a pre- 
cision which are hardly to be matched 
among the fluctuating and diverse race of 
critics. — SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1887, 
Francis Jeffrey, Macmillan’s Magazine, 
vol. 56, p. 267. 

Jeffrey, the ‘‘arch-critic,’’ as he was 
sometimes called, was universally looked 
upon as the soul of the ‘‘Edinburgh Re- 
view.’’ His work was marked by great 
ability, and, we think, by a spirit of justice, 
or at least a desire for justice. That he 
made violent and bitter attacks upon 
authors who did not deserve his censure 
cannot be denied, but it is equally incon- 
testable that he was saying what he 
thought was right. . . The fault 
that we have nowadays to find with Jeffrey 
is that of his extreme minuteness, the 
anxiety not to miss any detail, which seems 
to us to make him often miss the effect of 
the whole, and to find faults instead of 
beauties by his persistent habit of looking 
down, rather than up.—OLIPHANT, MaArR- 
GARET O. W., 1892, The Victorian Age 
of English Literature, pp. 44, 46. 

In conversation and in criticism his in- 
fluence was always on the side of a pure 
morality. He had a keen and vivacious 
rather than an original or profound mind. 
—Ropsertson, J. Login, 1894, A History 
of English Literature, p. 3638. 

That amazing person, Lord Jeffrey, in 
one of his too numerous contributions to 
the Edinburgh Review,wrote of the poverty 
of Swift’s style. Lord Jeffrey was, we 
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hope, a professional critic, not an amateur. 
—BIRRELL, AUGUSTINE, 1894, Essays 
about Men, Women and Books, p. 14. 


In spite of its undeniable verboseness, 
Jeffrey’s style was considered brilliant 
and sprightly. How such a verdict could 
be passed on a style whose average 
sentence is fifty words, with only 6 per 
cent. of very short sentences to vary the 
monotony, is hard for a modern reader to 
see. The secret lies in the comparative 
absence of periodicity. Jeffrey’s huge 
sentences are mere groups of clauses. 
Many clauses are oppositional; these are 
often set off by dashes. Jeffrey went as 
far in the direction of aggregating loose 
clauses as Macaulay went in the direction 
of segregating them. Otherwise, in the 
case of these two men, one style is almost 
as modern as the other. Jeffrey’s length 
of paragraph is not far from Macaulay’s. 
As a structural unit Jeffrey’s lacks empha- 
sis, from neglect of the short period: 
Macaulay’s lacks gradation of emphasis, 
from his neglect of the moderately long 
period. Jeffrey makes clauses out of 
periods; Macaulay makes periods out of 
clauses. Jeffrey’s usual paragraph order 
is loose. His subject is often delayed, 
however, by verbose introductions. He 
has no sense of the importance of the first 
sentence and the last. His coherence is 
good but not graceful. There is occasional 
abuse of coordinate conjunctions.—LEwIs, 
EDWIN HerBert, 1894, The History of the 
English Paragraph, p. 129. 

Though his works no longer delight the 
general public, Lord Jeffrey will always 
occupy a respectable position in English 
letters as the founder, to all intents and 
purposes, of reviewing. His intellect was 
nimble rather than penetrating, and his 
knowledge miscellaneous rather than pro- 
found; while his sensibility at times was 
too strong for hissense. Indeed, his char- 
acteristic admission to Macvey Napier that 
he had read Macaulay’s essay on Bacon 
“not only with delight but with emotion, 
with throbbings of the heart and tears in 
the eye,’’ seems to afford a hint at once 
of the measure of his attainments in phi- 
losophy and of his extreme susceptibility 
to any form of excitation. Yet his brisk 
and dapper habit of mind was no bad quali- 
fication for the literary work of his life; 
and perhaps the best proof of his suc- 
cess is the long existence which his 
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convention has enjoyed. Every sentence 
of Macaulay attests his statement that 
he had read and re-read Jeffrey’s old 
articles till he knew them by heart; and 
for close upon a hundred years critic after 
critic, consciously or unconsciously, has 
copied his methods, has imitated his tone 
and bearing, has aped his omniscience, and 
has endeavoured to assume his awful air of 
authority.—Mituar, J. H., 1896, Eng- 
lish Prose, ed. Cratk, vol. v, p. 148. 

Wasacritic of no mean ability,as many 
an acute and impartial appreciation of 
contemporary literature under his hand 
exists to prove.-—TRAILL, HENRY DUFF, 
1896, Social England, vol. v, p. 591. 

Jeffrey was before all things a literary 
critic, and, within the limits of his dis- 
cernment, one of the acutest and liveliest 
of his time. His point of view was that 
of refined but positive common-sense, 
qualified by a rooted distrust of innovation. 
To the simple and obvious poetry of Rogers, 
Campbell, Crabbe, he brought a keen if 
somewhat excessive appreciation; mawk- 
ish sentiment and pseudo-medievalism he 
exposed with signal effect. We cannot now 
wholly disapprove of the stricture upon 
‘“Marmion’’ which angered Scott, nor share 
his effusive penitence for those upon 
Byron’s ‘‘Hours of Idleness.’’ But he 
was, unfortunately, as proof against the 
true Romantics as against the false, and 
comprehended the mysticism of imagina- 
tive poetry in the same anathema with the 
crude supernaturalism of the school of 
horrors. The manifesto against the ‘‘Lake 
school’’ with which he opened the review 
is one of the most striking examples in 
literature of the fatuous efforts of a clever 
man to interpret a larger world than his 
own. The naked simplicity of Words- 
worth, the tumultuous energy of Coleridge, 
the irregular metres of Southey were 
equally offensive to him, and he classed 
them together, as if innovators formed 
one brotherhood.—HeErForD, C. H., 1897, 
The Age of Wordsworth, p. 52. 

Those two hundred papers which he wrote 
in the Edinburgh Review are of the widest 
range—charmingly and piquantly written. 
Yet they do not hold place among great 
and popular essays; not with Macaulay, or 
Mackintosh, or Carlyle, or even Hazlitt.— 
MircHeLt, DoNALD G., 1897, Pnglish 
Lands Letters and Kings, The Later Georges 
to Victoria, p. 95. 
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1762-1850 


Born 24th September 1762, at King’s Sutton vicarage, Northamptonshire. Educated 
at Winchester and Trinity College, Oxford; in 1804 he became a prebendary of Salis- 
bury and rector of Bremhill, in Wiltshire. Here he spent in easy circumstances the 
rest of his long life, dying at Salisbury, 7th April 1850. His ‘‘Fourteen Sonnets, 
written chiefly on Picturesque Spots during a Journey’’ (1789), had Coleridge, Words- 
worth, and Southey among their enthusiastic admirers; and through his influence over 
them Bowles may be looked on as the founder of a school of English poetry in which 
his own name was sooneclipsed by theirs. Of his subsequent poetical works (14 vols. 
1789-1837), the longest is ‘‘The Spirit of Discovery,’’ and the best, perhaps, the 
‘Missionary of the Andes.’’ In 1806 he published an edition of Pope, and an opinion 
which he expressed on Pope’s poetical merits led to a rather memorable controversy 
(1809-25), in which Campbell and Byron were his antagonists. Of his prose writings 
may be mentioned a rather dry ‘‘Life of Bishop Ken’’ (2 vols. 1830). See the Memoir 
by Gilfillan prefixed to his collected poems (Edin. 1855).—PATRICK AND GROOME, eds., 


1897, Chambers’s Biographical Dictionary, p. 124. 


PERSONAL 


My Sheridan task . . . interrupted by 
Bowles, who never comes amiss; the mix- 
ture of talent and simplicity in him are de- 
lightful. His parsonage house at Bremhill 
is beautifully situated, but he has a good 
deal frittered away its beauty with grottos, 
hermitages, and Shenstonian inscriptions : 
When company is coming he cries, ‘‘Here, 
John, run with the crucifix and missal to the 
hermitage, and set the fountain going.’’ 
His sheep-bells are tuned in thirds and 
fifths; but he is an excellent fellow not- 
withstanding; and if the waters of his in- 
spiration be not those of Helicon, they are 
at least very sweet waters, and to my 
taste pleasanter than some that are more 
strongly impregnated.—Moorg, THOMAS, 
1818, Diary ; Memoirs, Journal and Cor- 
respondence, ed. Russell. 

Madame de Staél had a great wish to 
see Mr. Bowles, the poet, or as Lord Byron 
calls him, the sonneteer; she admired his 
sonnets, and his ‘‘Spirit of Maritime Dis- 
covery,’’ and ranked him high as an Eng- 
lish genius. In riding to Bowood he fell, 
and sprained his shoulder, but still came 
on. Lord Lansdowne alluded to this in 
presenting him to Madame de Staél before 
dinner in the midst of the listening circle. 
She began to compliment him and herself 
upon the exertion he had made to come 
and see her: ‘‘O ma’am, say no more, 
for I would have done a great deal more 
to see so great a curiosity!” Lord Lans- 
downe says it is impossible to describe the 
shock in Madame de Staeél’s face—the 
breathless astonishment and the total 
change produced in her opinion of the man. 


She afterwards said to Lord Lansdowne, 
who had told her he was a simple country 
clergyman, ‘‘Je vois bien que ce n’est qu’ 
un simple curé qui n’a pas le sens com- 
mun, quoique grand poéte.’’ — EDGE- 
WORTH, MariA, 1818, To Mrs. Edgeworth, 
Letters, vol. 1, p. 250. 

Mr. Bowles was very pleasant and socia- 
ble, talked a great deal of Lord Byron and 
the Pope question, in which we exactly 
agree,and in which, from not having read 
the prosy pamphlet in which he has so 
marred his own good cause, I was able to 
agree with him most conscientiously. Pray 
do you like his wife? Is not she a coarse, 
cold, hard woman, and rather vulgarish? 
All this she seemed to me. He is very 
unaffected and agreeable. — MITFORD, 
Mary RUSSELL, 1821, To Sir William 
Elford, July 1; Life of Mary Russell Mit- 
ford, ed. L’Estrange, vol. 1, p. 368. 

He appeared to me an amiable, well- 
informed, and extremely able man. I am 
willing to believe him a good man, almost 
as good a man as Pope, but no better.— 
Byron, Lorp, 1821, On Bowles’s Strict- 
ures on Pope. 

Lisle Bowles is another name to be 
marked with awhite stone. A delightful 
spot was Bremhill—indeed, is still—with 
the quaint garden, and the swans, Snow- 
drop and Lily, sailing up to the parlour 
window to inquire after their dinner, and 
Peter the hawk, and the Vicar holding his 
watch to his ear, to make sure that he 
had not grown deaf since breakfast. 
Southey visited the Parsonage when the 
lovable old man was in his seventy-third 
year, and presented to the eye of his 
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friend the most entertaining mixture that 
could be of untidiness, simplicity, benevo- 
lence, timidity, and good nature; but no- 
body smiled at his oddities more heartily 
than the owner.— WILLMOTT, ROBERT 
Aris, 1856, The Poets of the "Nineteenth 
Century, Preface, p. Vii. 

Mr. Bowles had a blunt, almost a rough 
manner, which did not quite answer my 
preconceived (immature) idea of a poet. 
I had imagined that I should see a melan- 
choly man, pressed down by love disap- 
pointed, and solemn with internal trouble; 
I found a cheerful married man, with no 
sympton of weakness or sentiment about 
him. He hadapretty garden at his Brem- 
hill parsonage, where he erected a hermit- 
age, and was unwise enough to endow it 
with a multitude of inscriptions; at which 
his neighbors were fond of laughing, as 
instances of affectation. For myself, I 
never saw anything affected or fantastic 
in this gentleman. His wife was a lady, 
tall, and of good manners; not ill adapted 
to a poet who had previously exhausted all 
his sorrows in song.—PROCTER, BRYAN 
WALLER (BARRY CORNWALL), 1874? Rec- 
ollections of Men of Letters, p. 181. 

All the anecdotes told of his eccentric- 
ities are pleasant, simple, and harmless; 
and Bowles the man was the faithful 
counterpart of Bowles the puet—pure in 
spirit, sweet in nature, and tender of 
heart—good rather than great.—HALL, 
SAMUEL CARTER, 1883, Retrospect of a 
Long Life, p. 315. 

Latterly Bowles became very deaf, but 
he kept up the habit of going about as 
long as he could. Once on the occasion 
of the archdeacon’s visitation to Chippen- 
ham, Mr. Julian Young, as the last in- 
- stituted incumbent in the district, had 
to preach the sermon. This gentleman, 
the son of Young the actor, was a very 
popular preacher, but full of gesticula- 
tions and display in the pulpit—a man- 
ner by no means approved by all his 
hearers. After church the assembled par- 
sons always had a luncheon at the Angel 
Hotel. My informant, Sir Gabriel Goldney 
tells me that ‘‘It was the duty of Canon 
Bowles, as the oldest incumbent, to thank 
the new incumbent for his sermon.’’ In 
the somewhat droning but still emphatic 
way that Bowles had in speaking, he said— 
‘<Aixcellent sermon, Mr. Young—wonder- 
ful sermon. I never heard a word of it, 
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but the acting was admirable.’’—CrossE, 
Mrs. ANDREW, 1894, Poet, Parson and 
Pamphleteer, Temple Bar, vol. 108, p. 45. 


SONNETS 
Let sonneteering Bowles his strains refine, 
eee ane and whimper to the fourteenth 
ine. 
—Byron, Lorp, 1809, Hnglish Bards 
and Scotch Reviewers. 

[had just entered on my seventeenth 

year, when tke sonnets of Mr. Bowles, 
twenty in number, and just then published 
in a quarto pamphlet, were first made 
known and presented tome. . . . It 
was a double pleasure to me, and still 
remains a tender recollection, that I 
should have received from a friend so 
revered the first knowledge of a poet, 
by whose works, year after year, I was 
so enthusiastically delighted and inspired. 
My earliest acquaintances will not have 
forgotten the undisciplined eagerness 
and impetuous zeal, with which I labored 
to make proselytes, not only of my com- 
panions, but of all with whom I conversed, 
of whatever rank, and in whatever place. 
As my school finances did not permit me 
to purchase copies, I made, within less than 
a year and a half, more than forty tran- 
scriptions, as the best presents I could 
offer to those, who had in any way won my 
regard. And with almost equal delight 
did I receive the three or four following 
publications of the same author. 
My obligations to Mr. Bowles were indeed 
important, and for radical good.—CoLE- 
RIDGE, SAMUEL TAYLOR, 1817, Bioyraphia 
Literaria, ch. i. 


“‘The further development of the uses 
of the sonnet and the enlargement of its 
scope and influence are largely due toa poet 
upon whom the example of those who re- 
jected the canon of the intellectual school 
of Addison and Pope had not been lost. 
The poet to whom I refer has not been 
accorded, nor indeed did he deserve to be 
accorded, the highest, or even a high 
poetical rank; but yet, unquestionably, 
he exerted a powerful plastic influence, 
especially as regards the powers and scope 
of the sonnet, upon two modern poets of 
acknowledged genius, whose writings have 
exercised a subtler, more widely diffused, 
and more permanent impression on English 
poetry than those of any other authors of 
modern times.’’—DESHLER, CHARLES D., 
1879, Afternoons with the Poets, p. 180. 
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The sonnet work of William Lisle Bowles 
has a certain literary interest on account 
of the influence—a somewhat inexplicable 
one, it must be owned—which it exercised 
in the formation of the poetic taste of 
Coleridge. — NoBLE, JAMES ASHCROFT, 
1880, The Sonnet in England and other 
Essays, p. 38. 


It is the fashion in the present day to 
speak slightingly of Bowles, but his son- 
nets have unquestionable merit. Their 
language is melodious to a degree which 
perhaps only Collins in that century had 
surpassed, and it expressed a tender mel- 
ancholy, which may have been inspired 
also by the study of the same poet. —AIN- 
GER, ALFRED, 1882, Charles Lamb (Eng- 
lish Men of Letters), p. 18. 


Cowper, who died as may be remembered 
in the last year of the eighteenth century, 
wrote one fine poem of this class to Mary 
Unwin. Gradually the sonnet began to 
awake from its poetic hibernation, and 
though one or two women writers not al- 
together unworthily handled it, and though 
William Roscoe and Kgerton Brydges even 
used it with moderate success, the first real 
breath of spring came in the mild advent 
of William Lisle Bowles. His sonnets 
move us now hardly at all, but when we 
remember the season of their production 
we may well regard them with more kindly 
liberality.—SHARP, WILLIAM, 1886, Son- 
nets of this Century, Introduction. 


His sonnets are simple, graceful, but 
withal tame productions, about which no 
enthusiasm is possible now; and yet Cole- 
ridge could say of them that they had done 
his heart more good than all the other 
books he ever read, excepting his Bible. 
—MiIues, ALFRED H., 1897, The Poets 
and the Poetry of the Century, Sacred, 
Moral and Religious Verse, Appendix, p. ii. 


The event which, strange to say, had 
the greatest influence upon Coleridge at 
this time, was the chance reading of 
Bowles’s ‘‘Sonnets ;’’ these had been sent 
to him by his friend Middleton, who had 
entered Cambridge a year before. In this 
slight volume of twenty sonnets he met 
“nature unsophisticated by classic tradi- 
tion,’’ and was captivated by their fresh- 
ness, originality, and simplicity. He 
copied them again and again, in order that 
his friends might enjoy them with him. 
In writing to one of these, he says, ‘‘They 
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have done my heart more good than all the 
other books I ever read excepting the 
Bible.’’ It is difficult for us in these days 
to conceive of atime when such influences 
could be produced by alittle quarto. But 
Coleridge was not the only one over whom 
it cast its spell, for Wordsworth was not 
long after captivated byit. He first met 
the volume as he was leaving London with 
friends for a walk; he seated himself in 
a recess on Westminster Bridge, and kept 
them waiting until he read the twenty 
sonnets. Wemay call these incidents and 
their results chance if we please, but ‘‘it 
chanced—eternal God that chance did 
guide.’? If we wish to see what was the 
character of that spark which thus kindled 
two natures, we have but to read a few of 
Bowles’s ‘‘Sonnets.’’ Although they may 
seem somewhat tame to us now, yet we 
must admit that they have what was 
needed to revive sick poetry, —directness 
of expression, genuine sensibility, and 
wholesome love of nature and man.— 
GEORGE, ANDREW J., 1897, ed. Coleridge’s 
The Ancient Mariner, Preface, p. x. 


POPE CONTROVERSY 


Pope’s works have been twice given to 
the world by editors who cannot be taxed 
with the slightest editorial partiality to- 
wards his fame. The last of these is the 
Rev. Mr. Bowles, in speaking of whom I 
beg leave most distinctly to disclaim the 
slightest intention of undervaluing his ac- 
knowledged merit as a poet, however freely 
and fully I may dissent from his critical 
estimate of the genius of Pope.—Camp- 
BELL, THOMAS, 1819, Essay on English 
Poetry. 


It had been more honourable in this 
gentleman, with his known prejudices 
against the class of poetry in which Pope 
will always remain unrivalled, to have de- 
clined the office of editor, than to attempt 
to spread among new generations of 
readers the most unfavourable and the 
most unjust impressions of the poet, and 
of the man.—CROKER, JOHN WILSON, 
1820, Spence’s Anecdotes of Books and 
Men, Quarterly Review, vol. 23, p. 407. 


Bowles’s edition is not without its 
faults, it is indeed not without its vices, 
for it displays an animus against Pope 
which makes the editor unfair to his 
judgment of biographical details, as well 
as ungenerous in the picture which he 
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draws of his authorasaman. Yet Bowles 
has been justly termed the most poetical 
editor of Pope; and it was he who, under 
the influences of a new current in English 
literature with which Byron had more in 
common than he cared to know, first suc- 
ceeded in establishing those defects in his 
author which no candid criticism can since 
pretend to overlook.—WarpD, ADOLPHUS, 
WiLuiAM, 1869, ed., Poetical Works of 
Alexander Pope, Introductory Memoir, 
p. xlvii. 

His poetic sensibility was exquisite, and 
he was well-read, shrewd,and candid. His 
failing was a hurry of mind which dis- 
qualified him for a painstaking commen- 
tator. He was content to jot down ina 
careless, colloquial style the off-hand 
thoughts of his quick cultivated intellect, 
and he did not add much to the scanty ex- 
planations of Warton and Warburton. 
The chief merit of his edition is his ex- 
cellent literary criticism, which is truer, 
deeper, and more refined than that of his 
old Winchester master. The estimate 
Bowles formed of the poetry and character 
of Pope was allowed to pass unchallenged 
for thirteen years, when some remarks of 
Campbell, in his ‘‘Specimens of British 
Poets,’’ commenced a controversy which 
lasted from 1819 to 1826. In the series 
of pamphlets he published to vindicate his 
opinions, Bowles exhibited his wonted 
acuteness, courage, andnegligence. With 
all his slips in minor points the fresh facts 
which have come to light have more than 
confirmed his view of Pope’s moral obliqui- 
ties,and in the discussion on the principles 
of poetry he reduced the whole of his ad- 
versaries to silence. He and Hazlitt were 
the only persons among the disputants, 
eminent or obscure, who showed any real 
comprehension of the subject.—ELWIN, 
WHITWELL, 1871, ed., The Works of Alex- 
ander Pope, Introduction, vol. 1, pp. xxiii, 
xxiy. 

Mr. Bowles wrote a book upon Pope. 
Mr. Campbell abused Mr. Bowles’s book 
upon Pope. Mr. Bowles wrote an answer 
to Mr. Campbell’s abuse of Mr. Bowles’s 
book on Pope. Lord Byron wrote a letter 
to certain stars in Albemarle street in an- 
swer to Mr. Bowles’s answer to Mr. Camp- 
bell’s abuse of Mr. Bowles’s book on Pope. 
Jeremy Bentham, Esq., wrote a letter to 
Lord Byron about Lord Byron’s letter 
to certain stars in Albemarle street, in 
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answer to Mr. Bowles’s answer to Mr. 
Campbell’s abuse of Mr. Bowles’s book on 
Pope. Mr. Bowles wrote an answer, not to 
Jeremy Bantham, but to Lord Byron’s 
letter to certain stars in Albermarle 
street, in answer to Mr. Bowles’s answer 
to Mr. Campbell’s abuse of Mr. Bowles’s 
book on Pope. Here the controversy 
ended, leaving each disputant more thor- 
oughly satisfied with his own judgment. — 
RUSSELL, WILLIAM CLARK, 1871, ed., The 
Book of Authors, p. 359, note. 


Bowles was without an ear for the versi- 
fication, and without knowledge of the 
history of the eighteenth century, and con- 
tributed nothing to the elucidation of the 
confessed obscurities of Pope’s allusions. 
—PATTISON, MARK, 1872-89, Pope and 
his Editors, Essays, ed. Nettleship, vol. u, 
p. 874. 


Though he was often wrong,and though 
his general view of the poet is too much 
coloured with animosity, Bowles may fairly 
lay claim to having exposed certain fea- 
tures in Pope’s real character, which had 
been altogether disguised in the pompous 
panegyrics of Warburton.—CouRTHOPE, 
WILLIAM JOHN, 1881, Introduction to the 
Moral Essays and Satires, Pope’s Works, 
vol. I, p. 16. 

GENERAL 
My heart has thank’d thee, Bowles! for those 
soft strains 

Whose sadness soothes me, like the mur- 

muring 

Of wild-bees in the sunny showers of 

spring ! 
For hence not callous to the mourner’s pains. 
Through Youth’s gay prime and thornless 
paths I went: 
And when the darker day of life began, 
And I did roam, a thought-bewildered 


man, 
Their mild and manliest melancholy lent 

A mingled charm, such as the pang con- 

sign’d 

To slumber, though the big tear it renew’d; 

Bidding a strange mysterious Pleasure 

brood 
Over the wavy and tumultuous mind, 
As the great Spirit erst with plastic sweep 
Mov’d on the darkness of the unform’d deep. 
—COLERIDGE, SAMUEL TAYLOR, 1794-96, 
Sonnet to the Rev. W. L. Bowles. 

Breathes not the man with a more poet- 
ical temperament than Bowles. Nowonder 
that his eyes ‘‘love all they look on,’’ for 
they possess the sacred gift of beautify- 
ing creation, by shedding over it the charm 
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of melancholy. . . . Novainrepinings, 
no idle regrets, does his spirit ever breathe 
over the still receding Past. But time- 
sanctified are all the shews that arise be- 
fore his pensive imagination ; and the com- 
mon light of day, once gone, in his poetry 
seems to shine as if it had all been dying 
sunset or moonlight, or the new-born dawn. 
His human sensibilities are so fine as to be 
in themselves poetical; and his poetical 
aspirations so delicate as to be felt always 
human. Hence his Sonnets have been dear 
to poets—having in them ‘‘more than 
meets the ear’’—spiritual breathings that 
hang around the words like light around 
fair flowers; and hence, too, have they 
been beloved by all natural hearts who, 
having not the ‘‘faculty divine,’’ have yet 
the “‘vision’’—that is, the power of seeing 
and of hearing the sights and the sounds 
which genius alone can awaken, bringing 
them from afar, out of the dust and dim- 
ness of vanishment.— WILSON, JOHN, 1831, 
An Hour’s Talk About Poetry, Recrea- 
tions of Christopher North ; Blackwood’s 
Magazine, vol. 30, p. 475. 


This morning I received your ‘‘St. John 
in Patmos.’’ Ihave just read the poem 
through, and with much pleasure. Yours 
I should have known it to have been by the 
sweet and unsophisticated styleupon which 
Tendeavoured, now almost forty years ago, 
to form my own.—SouTHEY, ROBERT, 
1832, Letter to Rev. W. Lisle Bowles, July 
80; Life and Correspondence, ed. C. C. 
Southey. 


Bowles was an inferior artist to Rogers, 
although taste and elegance are also the 
chief features of his poetry. The 
latter and more ambitious efforts of Lisle 
Bowles—for he wrote at least four long 
poems—could not be said to have been 
thoroughly, that is, eminently, success- 
ful. Inall, passages of tender sentiment 
and fine description abound; but, on the 
whole, they were more the pumpings up, 
than the pourings out, of genius. His 
mind possessed more elegance than vigour ; 
was rather reflective than imaginative. 
He is deficient in variety ; and he ventured 
not, like Crabbe, to paint things exactly 
as he saw them; hence there is a same- 
ness about his outlines that savours of 
mannerism. His familiar walk was amid 
the gentler affections of our nature; but 
his tenderness seldom rises into passion; 
or itis merely the anger of the dove, 
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‘“‘Pecking the hand that hovers o’er its mate.” 
The Attic taste of his scholarship seemed 
to trammel that enthusiasm, essential 
for the creation of high lyric poetry; 
and in this he resembles Thomas Warton 
—to whom, in his descriptive sketches, 
as well as in his chivalresque tendencies, 
he bore a greater resemblance than to any 
other.—Morr, D. M., 1851-52, Sketches of 
the Poetical Literature of the Past Half- 
Century, pp. 54, 55. 

His diction at tne beginning of his 
career, both in verse and prose, was cum- 
brous and awkard; but he gradually ac- 
quired ease, directness,and elegance. His 
ear. was always correct, and inclined to 
melodious composition. Yet in his 
greater blank-verse poems he shows him- 
self acquainted with the intricacies and 
elaborate subtleties that enter into the 
production of harmony,and encounters and 
subdues difficulties with the courage and 
confidence that imply conscious skill and 
practised power. To the right-hearted 
and earnest student of poetry they will al- 
ways be welcome, and not only be carefully 
perused, but sedulously studied, as ex- 
amples of the artin which he would excel. 
—HeERAUD, JOHN A., 1863, William 
Lisle Bowles, Temple Bar, vol. 8, p. 446. 

Those who to-day turn to the much- 
praised verses will scarcely find in their 
pensive amenity that enduring charm which 
they presented to the hungry and restless 
soul of Coleridge, seeking its fitting food 
in unpropitious places. They exhibit a 
grace of expression, a delicate sensibility, 
and above all a ‘‘musical sweet melan- 
choly’’ that is especially grateful in cer- 
tain moods of mind; but with lapse of time 
and change of fashion they have grown a 
little thin and faint and colourless. Of 
Bowles’s remaining works it is not neces- 
sary to speak. He was over-matched in 
his controversy with Byron as to Pope, and 
the blunt 
“Stick to thy sonnets, Bowles,—at least they 

pay’’ 
of the former must be accepted as the 
final word upon the poetical efforts of the 
cultivated and amiable Canon of Salisbury. 
—Dosson, AusTIN, 1880, The English 
Poets, ed. Ward, vol. Iv, p. 99. 

His was the first significant note of con- 
scious transition from the formalism and 
the affected classicism of the epoch of 
Johnson and Pope to the lyric freedom of 
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Wordsworth, Shelley, and Keats. Even 
Bowles was rather an indication than a 
fulfilment. Though he revolved freely on 
his own individuality, he was not absolutely 
free from the conventionalities of poetry 
of his time. Nor did he fully indicate 
the breadth of the change that was to arise 
in his own later days. There were depths 
deeper and flights higher than his to fol- 
low; nevertheless, the significant fact is 
that he had the impulse and the courage 
to advance according to his light. Com- 
pared with his brilliant successors his light 
was doubtless dim, but on that very ac- 
count is his case the more interesting, his 
attitude the more touching. . . . 
Bowles’ was an experiment, and he sur- 
vived to witness his experiment become 
demonstrations of success in others.— 
TIREBUCK, WILLIAM, 1887, ed., The Poet- 
acal Works of Bowles, Lamb and Hartley 
Coleridge, Introduction, pp. vii, ix. 


As the English romantic poets went 
forth both to combat the classic school 
with its super-sense and pride of strict 
rules, and to endow the poetry of the fairy 
tale with new life, their first halt was 
under the shadow of Bowles. Compared 
with such a poet of the intellect as Pope, 
who had maintained that, with a clear head 
and dexterous style, nothing was too 
prosaic to be converted into poetry, such 
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an elegist as Bowles, who aimed at all 
effect through the heart, was a most re- 
freshing contrast.—BRANDL, ALOIS, 1887, 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge and the English 
Romantic School, tr. Lady Eastlake, p. 37. 


One cannot help regretting that the in- 
spiration did not come more directly from 
Cowper or Burns, or from both; but I 
confess my inability to join in the expres- 
sion of amused wonder which has so often 
greeted Coleridge’s acknowledgments of 
his obligation to Bowles. . . . The first 
breath of Nature unsophisticated by classi- 
cal tradition came to Coleridge from 
Bowles’s sonnets; and he recognised it at 
once. Nor was he alone in this experi- 
ence. Four years, later, the same son- 
nets captivated Wordsworth. —CAMPBELL, 
JAMES DyxeEs, 1894, Samuel Taylor Cole- 
ridge, p. 17. 

A country clergyman of leisure and 
means, he continued at long intervals to 
lift up his little light in the midst of the 
glory he had helped to kindle, sang sym- 
pathetically of the battle of the Nile, and 
the sorrows of Switzerland, and showed 
how little he comprehended the poetic re- 
volution by galvanizing the defunct didac- 
tic poem into such semblance of vitality 
as belongs to his ‘‘Spirit of Discovery 
by Sea.’’—HerForD, ©. H., 1897, The 
Age of Wordsworth, p. 188. 


Sarah Margaret Fuller 
Marchioness Ossoli 
1810-1850 


Educator and philosopher, born in Cambridge, Mass., 23d May, 1810, lost at sea 15th 
July, 1850. She received a broad education and early felt a deep interest in social 
questions. She learned French, German and the classics, and her associates in Cam- 
bridge were persons of culture, experience and advanced ideas. In 1833 the family 
removed to Groton, Mass., where she gave lessons to private classes in languages and 
other studies. Her father, Timothy Fuller, died of cholera, 26th September, 1835, 
and his death threw the family upon Margaret for support, and her plans for a trip to 
Europe were abandoned. In 1836 she went to Boston, where she taught Latin and 
French in A. Bronson Alcott’s school, and taught private classes of girls in French, 
German and Italian. In 1837 she became a teacher in a private school in Providence, 
R. L., which was organized on Mr. Alcott’s plan. She translated many works from the 
German and other languages. In 1839she removed to Jamaica Plain, Mass., and took 
a house on her own responsibility, to make a home for the family. The next year they 
returned to Cambridge. In 1839 she instituted in Boston her conversational class, 
which was continued for several years. She did much writing on subjects connected 
with her educational work. In 1840 she became the editor of ‘‘The Dial,’’ which she 
managed for two years. Her contributions to that journal were numerous. Several 
volumes of translations from the German were brought out by her. In 1843 she went 
on a western tour with James Freeman Clarke and his artist-sister, and her first 
original work, ‘‘Summer on the Lakes,’’ was the result of that trip. In 1844 she 
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removed to New York City, where for two years she furnished literary criticisms for the 
“‘Tribune.’’ In 1846 she published her volume, ‘‘ Papers on Literature and Art.’’ After 
twenty months of life in New York she went to Europe. She met in Italy, in 1847, 
Giovani Angelo, Marquis Ossoli, a man younger than she and of less intellectual cul- 
ture, but a simple and noble man, who had given up his rank and station in the cause 
of the Roman Republic. They were married in 1847. Their son, Angelo Philip Ku- 
gene Ossoli, was born in Rieti, 5th September, 1848. After the fall of the republic it 
was necessary for them to leave Rome, and Madame Ossoli, desiring to print in America 
her history of the Italian struggle, suggested their return to the United States. They 
sailed on the barque ‘‘Elizabeth’’ from Leghorn, 17th May, 1850. The trip was a dis- 
astrous one. Capt. Hasty died of the small-pox and was buried off Gibraltar. Mme. 
Ossoli’s infant son was attacked by the disease on 11th June, but recovered. On 15th 
July the ‘‘Elizabeth’’ made the New Jersey coast at noon, and during a fog the vessel 
ran upon Fire Island and was wrecked. Madame Osscli refused to be separated from 
her husband, and all three were drowned. The body of their child was found on the 
beach and was buried in the sand by the sailors, to be afterwards removed to Mount 
Auburn Cemetery, near Boston. The bodies of Marquis and Madame Ossoli were never 
found.— MouLTON, CHARLES WELLS, 1893, A Woman of the Century, eds. Willard and 


Livermore, p. 551. 
PERSONAL 


She is of the medium height; nothing 
remarkable about the figure; a profusion 
of lustrous light hair; eyes a bluish gray, 
full of fire ; capacious forehead ; the mouth 
when in repose indicates profound sen- 
sibility, capacity for affection, for love— 
when moved by a slight smile, it becomes 
even beautiful in the intensity of this ex- 
pression; but the upper lip, as if impelled 
by the action of involuntary muscles, 
habitually uplifts itself, conveying the im- 
pression of asneer. Imagine, now, a per- 
son of this description looking you at one 
moment earnestly in the face, at the next 
seeming to look only within her own spirit 
or at the wall; moving nervously every 
now and then in her chair; speaking in a 
high key, but musically, deliberately (not 
hurriedly or loudly), with a delicious dis- 
tinctness of enunciation.—Pon, EDGAR 
ALLAN, 1846, The Literati, Works, ed. 
Stedman and Woodberry, vol. vil, p. 84. 


Yesternight there came a bevy of Ameri- 
cans from Emerson, one Margaret Fuller, 
the chief figure of them, a strange, lilt- 
ing, lean old maid, not nearly such a bore 
as I expected.—CARLYLE, THOMAS, 1846, 
Letter, Oct. 8; Thomas Carlyle: A His- 
tory of his Life in London, ed. Froude, vol. 
I, p. 342. 


Here Miranda came up, and said, Phebus! 
you know 

That the infinite soul has its infinite woe, 

As I ought to know, having lived cheek by 
jowl, 

Since the day I was born, with the Infinite 
Soul; 


I myself introduced, I myself, I alone, 

To my Land’s better life authors solely my 
own, 

Who the sad heart of earth on their shoul- 
ders have taken, 

Whose works sound a depth by Life’s quiet 
unshaken, 

Such as Shakespeare, for instance, the Bible, 
and Bacon, 

Not to mention my own works; Time’s 
nadir is fleet, 

And, as for myself, I’m quite out of conceit— 

“Quite out of conceit! I’m enchanted to 
hear it,”’ 

Cried Apollo aside. 
she was near it? 

To be snre, one is apt to exhaust those com- 
modities 

One uses too fast, yet in this case as odd it is 

As if Neptune should say to his turbots and 
whitings, 

‘I’m as much out of salt as Miranda’s own 
writings’ 

(Which, as she in her own happy manner has 
said, 

Sound a depth, for ’t is one of the functions 
of lead.) é 

She often has asked me if I could not find 

A place somewhere near me that suited her 
mind; 

I know but a single one vacant, which she 

With at rare talent that way, would fit to 
a. Ts 

And it would not imply any pause or cessa- 
tion 

In the work she esteems her peculiar voca- 
tion,— 

She may enter on duty to-day, if she chooses, 

And remain Tiring-woman for life to the 
Muses.”’ 

—LOWELL, JAMES RUSSELL, 1848, A 

Fable for Critics. 


‘“‘Who’d have thought 
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I still remember the first half hour of 
Margaret’s conversation. She was then 
twenty-six yearsold. She had a face and 
frame that would indicate fullness and 
tenacity of life. She was rather under the 
middle height; her complexion was fair, 
with strong, fair hair. She was then, as 
always, carefully and becomingly dressed, 
and of lady-like self-possession. For the 
rest, her appearance had nothing prepos- 
sessing. Her extreme plainness—a trick 
of incessantly opening and shutting her 
eyelids—the nasal tone of her voice—all 
repelled; and I said to myself, we shall 
never get far. It is to be said that Mar- 
garet made a disagreeable first impression 
on most persons, including those who be- 
came afterwards her best friends, to such 
an extreme that they did not wish to be 
in the same room with her. This was 
partly the effect of her manners, which ex- 
pressed an overweening sense of power, 
and slight ésteem of others, and partly the 
prejudice of herfame. She had adanger- 
ous reputation for satire, in addition to her 
great scholarship. The men thought she 
carried too many guns,and the women did 
not like one who despised them. I believe 
I fancied her too much interested in per- 
sonal history ; and her talk was a comedy in 
which dramatic justice was done to every- 
body’s foibles. I remember that she made 
me laugh more than [ liked. . . She 
had an incredible variety of ancedotes, and 
the readiest wit to give an absurd turn 
to whatever passed; and the eyes, which 
were so plain at first, soon swam with fun 
and drolleries, and the very tides of joy 
and superabundant life. This rumor was 
much spread abroad, that she was sneer- 
ing, scoffing, critical, disdainful of humble 
' people, and ofall but theintellectual. . . . 
It was a superficial judgment. Her satire 
was only the pastime and necessity of her 
salient, the play of superabundant animal 
spirits. . . . Hermind presently disclosed 
many moods and powers, in successive plat- 
forms or terraces, each above each, that 
quite effaced this first impression, in the 
opulence of the following pictures.— 
EMERSON, RALPH WALDO, 1851, Memoirs of 
Margaret Fuller Ossolt, vol.1, pp. 202, 203. 


She was the centre of a group very 
different from each other, and whose only 
affinity consisted in their all being polar- 
ized by the strong attraction of her mind— 
all drawn toward herself. Some of her 
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friends were young, gay, and beautiful; 
some old, sick, or studious. Some were 
children of the world, others pale scholars. 
Some were witty, others slightly dull. But 
all in order to be Margaret’s friends, 
must be capable of seeking something— 
capable of some aspiration for the better. 
And how did she glorify life to all! All 
that was tame and common vanishing away 
in the picturesque light thrown over the 
most familiar things by her rapid fancy, 
her brilliant wit, her sharp insight, her 
creative imagination, by the inexhaustible 
resources of her knowledge, and the copi- 
ous rhetoric which found words and im- 
ages always apt and always ready. Even 
then she displayed almost the same mar- 
velous gift of conversation, which after- 
wards dazzled all who knew her—with 
more, perhaps, of freedom, since she floated 
on the flood of our warm sympathies. 
Those who know Margaret only by her 
published writings, know her least; her 
notes and letters contain more of her mind; 
but it was only in conversation that she 
was perfectly free and at home. —CLARKE, 
JAMES FREEMAN, 1851, Memoirs of Mar- 
garet Fuller Ossolt, vol. 1, p. 78. 


Her temperament was predominantly 
what the physiologists would call nervous- 
sanguine; and the gray eye, rich brown 
hair, and light complexion, with the mus- 
cular and well-developed frame, bespoke 
delicacy balanced by vigor. Here was a 
sensitive, yet powerful being, fit at once 
for rapture or sustained effort, intensely 
active, prompt for adventure, firm for trial. 
She certainly had not beauty; yet the high 
arched dome of the head, the changeful ex- 
pressiveness of every feature, and her 
whole air of mingled dignity and impulse, 
gave heracommanding charm. Especially 
characteristic were two physical traits. 
The first was a contraction of the eyelids 
almost to a point—a trick caught from 
near-sightedness—and then a sudden dila- 
tation, till the iris seemed to emit flashes; 
an effect, no doubt, dependent on her 
highly-magnetized condition. The second 
was a singular pliancy of the vertebra and 
muscles of the neck, enabling her by a mere 
movement to denote each varying emo- 
tion; in moments of tenderness, or pen- 
sive feeling, its curves were swan-like in 
grace, but when she was scornful or in- 
dignant, it contracted, and made swift 
turns like that of a bird of prey. Finally, 


666 


in the animation yet abandon of Marga- 
ret’s attitude and look, were rarely 
blended the fiery force of northern, and 
the soft langour of southern races.— 
CHANNING, WILLIAM Henry, 1851, Memoirs 
of Margaret Fuller Ossolt, vol. i, p. 35. 


Though we were members of the same 
household, we scarcely met save at break- 
fast; and my time and thoughts were ab- 
sorbed in duties and cares, which left me 
little leisure or inclination for the ameni- 
tiesof social intercourse. Fortuneseemed 
to delight in placing us two in relations of 
friendly antagonism, or rather, to develop 
all possible contrasts in our ideas and 
social habits. She was naturally inclined 
to luxury and a good appearance before 
the world. My pride, if I had any, de- 
lighted in bare walls and rugged fare. She 
was addicted to strong tea and coffee, both 
which I rejected and contemned, even the 
most homeopathic dilutions; while, my 
general health being sound, and hers 
sadly impaired, I could not fail to find in 
her dietetic habits the causes of her al- 
most habitual illness; and once, while we 
were still barely acquainted, when she 
came to the breakfast-table with a very 
severe headache, I was tempted to attrib- 
ute it to her strong potations of the 
Chinese leaf the night before. She told 
me quite frankly that she ‘‘declined being 
lectured on the food or beverage she saw 
fit to take,’’ which was but reasonable in 
one who had arrived at her maturity of 
intellect and fixedness of habits. So the 
subject was henceforth tactly avoided be- 
tween us; but, though words were sup- 
pressed, looks and involuntary gestures 
could not so well be; and an utter diver- 
gency of views on this and kindred themes 
created a perceptible distance between us. 
—GREELEY, HoRACE, 1851, Memoirs of 
Margaret Fuller Ossoli, vol. 1, p. 158. 

From first to last she was a woman of 
noble aims, and, with all her egotism, un- 
selfish in action. The longer I live, the 
more presumptuous and futile it seems to 
me to attempt judgment of character, 
and Miss Fuller’s was exceptional. Her 
self-esteem was so inordinate as to be 
almost insane, but it appears (and it 
is, I think, so stated) to have been a 
constitutional and inherited defect, and 
certainly without moral taint. Her truth 
was exemplary, and all her conduct after 
she had left off theorizing and began the 
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action of life in the accustomed channels 
was admirable, her Italian life beauti- 
ful. The close had the solemnity of a ful- 
filled prophecy, and, with all its apparent 
horrors, was it not merciful? Had she 
come safely to our shores, she must have 
encountered harassing struggles for the 
mere means of existence, anxiety, and all 
the petty cares that perplex and obstruct 
anoble nature, and, worse than all, dis- 
appointment ! — SEDGEWICK, CATHARINE 
M., 1852, To Mrs. Channing, Life and 
Letters, p. 340. 
Over his millions Death has lawful power, 
But over thee, brave D’Ossoli! none, none. 
After a longer struggle, in a fight 
Worthy of Italy to youth restored, 
Thou, far from home, art sunk beneath the 
surge 
Of the Atlantick; on its shore; in reach 
Of help; in trust of refuge; sunk with all 
Precious on earth to thee . a child, a 
wife! 
Proud as thou wert of her, America 
Is prouder, showing to her sons how high 
Swells woman’s courage in a virtuous breast. 
She would not leave behind her those she 
loved: 
Such solitary safety might become 
Others; not her; not her who stood beside 
The pallet of the wounded, when the worst 
Of France and Perfidy assail’d the walls 
Of unsuspicious Rome. Rest, glorious soul, 
Renown’d for strength of genius, Margaret! 
Rest with the twain too dear! My words are 
few, 
And shortly none will hear my failing voice, 
But the same language with more full appeal 
Shall hail thee. Many are the sonsof song 
Whom thou hast heard upon thy native plains 
Worthy to sing of thee: the hour is come; 
Take we our seats and let the dirge begin. 
—LANDOR, WALTER SAVAGE, 1853, On 
the Death of M. D’Ossoli and his Wife 
Margaret Fuller, The Last Fruit off an 
Old Tree. 

While she was living and moving in an 
ideal world, talking in private and discours- 
ing in public about the most fanciful and 
shallow conceits which the transcendental- 
ists of Boston took fer philosophy, she 
looked down upon persons who acted in- 
stead of talking finely, and devoted their 
fortunes, their peace, their repose, and their 
very lives to the preservation of the prin- 
ciples of the republic. While Margaret 
Fuller and her adult pupils sat ‘‘ gorgeously 
dressed,’’ talking about Mars and Venus, 
Plato and Goethe, and fancying themselves 
the elect of the earth in intellect and 
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refinement, the liberties of the republic 
were running out as fast as they could go, 
at a breach which another sort of elect per- 
sons were devoting themselves to repair: 
and my complaint against the ‘‘gorgeous”’ 
pedants was that they regarded their pre- 
servers as hewers of wood and drawers of 
water, and their work as a less vital one 
than the pedantic orations which were 
spoiling a set of well-meaning women in 
a pitiable way.—MARTINEAU, HARRIET, 
1855-77, Autobiography, ed. Chapman, 
vol. I, p. 881. 


She was a person anxious to try all 
things, and fill up her experience in all 
directions; she had a strong and coarse 
nature, which she had done her utmost to 
refine, with infinite pains; but of course it 
could only be superficially changed. The 
solution of the riddle lies in this direction, 
nor does one’s conscience revolt at the 
idea of thus solving it, for (at least, this 
is my own experience) Margaret has not 
left in the hearts and minds of those who 
knew her any deep witness of her integrity 
and purity. She was a great humbug— 
of course, with much talent and much 
moral reality, or else she could never have 
been so great a humbug. But she had stuck 
herself full of borrowed qualities, which 
she chose to provide herself with, but which 
had no root in her. There never 
was such a tragedy as her whole story, the 
sadder and sterner, because so much of the 
ridiculous was mixed up with it, and be- 
cause she could bear anything better than 
to be ridiculous. It was such an awful 
joke, that she should have resolved—in 
all sincerity, no doubt—to make herself 
the greatest, wisest, best woman of the 
age. And to that end sheset to work on 
her strong, heavy, unpliable, and, in many 
respects, defective and evil nature, and 
adorned it with a mosaic of admirable 
qualities, such as she chose to possess ; 
putting in here a splendid talent and there 
a moral excellence, and polishing each 
separate piece, and the whole together, 
till it seemed to shine afar and dazzle all 
who saw it. She took credit to herself 
for having been her own Redeemer, if not 
her own Creator ; and, indeed, she is far 
more a work of art than any of Mozier’s 
statues. But she was not working on an 
inanimate substance, like marble or clay; 
there was something within her that she 
could not possibly come at, to re-create 
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or refine it; and, by and by, this rude old 
potency bestirred itself, and undid all her 
labor in the twinkling of an eye. On the 
whole, I do not know but I like her the 
better for it; because she proved herself 
a very woman after all.—HAWTHORNE. 
NATHANIEL, 1857-59, Extract from Roman 
Journal, Nathaniel Hawthorne and his 
Wife, by Julian Hawthorne, vol. 1, pp. 
260, 261. 


Like John Sterling, Charles Pemberton, 
and others of kindred gifts, the wonder to 
many who never came within the reach 
of her personal influence is how to ac- 
count for the literary reputation she had 
achieved, upon a basement of writings so 
slender and soincomplete. It was the in- 
dividual influence, the magnetic attraction, 
which she exercised over the minds within 
her reach, which accounts for the whole. 
—SMILES, SAMUEL, 1860, Brief Biog- 
raphies, p. 196. 

Her sweet persuasive voice we still can hear, 

Ruling her charméd circle like a queen; 

While wit and fancy sparkled ever clear 

Her graver moods between. 

The pure perennial heat 

Of youth’s ideal love forever glowed 

Through all her thoughts and words, and 
overflowed 

The listeners round her seat. 

So, like some fine-strung golden harp, 

Tuned by many a twist and warp 

Of discipline and patient toil, 

And oft disheartening recoil,— 

Attuned to highest and to humblest use,— 

All her large heroic nature 

Grew to its harmonious stature, 

Nor any allotted service did refuse; 

While those around her but half understood 

How wise she was, how good, 

How nobly self-denying, as she tasked 

Heart, mind, and strength for truth, nor 
nobler office asked. 

—CRANCH, CHRISTOPHER P., 1870, Ode, 

Read at the Festival celebrating the birth- 

day of Margaret Fuller Ossoli, held by the 

New England Women’s Club, Boston, May 

23; Atlantic Monthly, vol. 26, p. 232. 

It was a strange history and a strange 
destiny, that of this brilliant, restless, and 
unhappy woman—this ardent New Kng- 
lander, this impassioned Yankee, who oc- 
cupied so large a place in the thoughts, 
the lives, the affections, of an intelligent 
and appreciative society, and yet left be- 
hind her nothing but the memory of amem- 
ory. Her function, her reputation, were 
singular, and not altogether reassuring: 
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she was a talker; she was the talker; she 
was the genius of talk.—JAMES, HENRY, 
JR., 1880, Nathaniel Hawthorne (English 
Men of Letters), p. 76. 


Those who think of this accomplished 
woman as a mere bas bleu, a pedant, a 
solemn Minerva, should have heard the 
peals of laughter which her profuse and 
racy humor drew from old and young. 
The Easy Chair remembers stepping into 
Noah Gerrish’s West Roxbury omnibus 
one afternoon in Cornhill, in Boston, to 
drive out the nine miles to Brook Farm. 
The only other passenger was Miss Fuller, 
then freshly returned from her ‘‘summer 
on the lakes,’’ and never was a long, jolt- 
ing journey more lightened and shortened 
than by her witty and vivid sketches of 
life andcharacter. Her quick and shrewd 
observation is shown in the book, but the 
book has none of the comedy of the ero- 
quis of persons which her sparkling humor 
threw off, and which she too enjoyed with 
the utmost hilarity, joining heartily in 
the laughter, which was only increased by 
her sympathy with the amusement of her 
auditor. —CURTIS, GEORGE WILLIAM, 1882, 
Easy Chair, Harper’s Magazine, vol. 64, 
p. 627. 

Thou, Sibyl rapt! whose sympathetic soul 
Pecaet the myst’ries thy tongue failed to 


’ 

Though from thy lips the marvellous accents 
fell, 

And weird wise meanings o’er the senses 
stole, 

Through those rare cadences, with winsome 
spell; 

Yet, even in such refrainings of thy voice, 

There struggled up a wailing undertone, 

That spoke thee victim of the Sisters’ 
choice,— 

Charming all others, dwelling still alone. 

They left thee thus disconsolate to roam, 

And scorned thy dear, devoted life to spare. 

Around the storm-tost vessel sinking there 

The wild waves chant thy dirge and wel- 
come home; 

Survives alone thy sex’s valiant plea, 

And the great heart that loved the brave and 
free. 

—A.coTT, A. BRONSON, 1882, Sonnets 

and Canzonets, p. 113. 


An Oriental priestess sent by some mis- 
chance into a prim Puritan abode, where 
her wild fervor, idealism, imagination, 
passion, were curbed by an iron hand, and 
classics and ancient history crammed into 
an already over-excited brain. A sybil in 
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a straight jacket! Was it a wonder that 
she raved? Smiles or sneers follow her 
statement that she was a queen. But 
queen she proved herself, though un- 
crowned; more truly fitted to reign than 
many a woman born to the purple. Her 
conceit was half frankness, and conceit 
seemsa frequent fault with the truly great. 
—SANBORN, KATE, 18838, Our Famous 
Women, p. 297. 


On Thursday, July 18th, the ‘‘Elizabeth’’ 
was off the Jersey coast, in thick weather, 
the wind blowing east of south. . 

Here, on Fire Island beach, she struck, 
at four o’clock on the morning of July 
LOtha+ Guar. From their new position, 
through the spray and rain they could see 
the shore, some hundreds of yards off. 
Men were seen on the beach, but there was 
nothing to indicate that an attempt would 
be made to save them. At nine o’clock 
it was thought that some one of the crew 
might possibly reach the shore by swim- 
ming, and, once there, make some effort 
to send them aid. Two of the sailors 
succeeded in doing this. Horace Sumner 
sprang after them, but sank, unable to 
struggle with the waves. A last device was 
that a plank,with handles of rope attached, 
upon which the passengers in turn might 
seat themselves, while a sailor, swim- 
ming behind, should guide their course. 
Mrs. Hasty, young and resolute, led the 
way in this experiment, the stout mate 
helping her, and landing her out of the 
very jaws of death. . Oh that 
Margaret had been willing that the same 
means should be employed to bring her and 
her’s to land! Again and again, to the 
very last moment, she was urged to try 
this way of escape, uncertain, but the only 
one. It wasallin vain. Margaret would 
not be separated from her dear ones. 
Doubtless she continued for a time to hope 
that some assistance would reach them 
from the shore. The life-boat was even 
brought to the beach; but no one was 
willing to man her, and the delusive hope 
aroused by her appearance was soon ex- 
tinguished. The day wore on; the tide 
turned. The wreck would not outlast its 
return. The commanding officer made one 
last appeal to Margaret before leaving his 
post. To stay, he told her, was certain 
and speedy death, as the ship must soon 
break up. He promised to take her child 
with him, and to give Celeste, Ossoli, and 
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herself each the aid of an able seaman. 
Margaret still refused to be parted from 
her child or husband. The crew were then 
told to ‘‘save themselves,’’ and all but 
four jumped overboard.—Hows, JULIA 
Warp, 1888, Margaret Fuller (Famous 
Women), pp. 270, 271, 274. 

Her life seems to me, on the whole, a 
triumphant rather than a sad one, in spite 
of the prolonged struggle with illness, 
with poverty, with the shortcomings of 
others and with her own. In later years 
she had the fulfillment of her dreams; she 
had what Elizabeth Barrett, writing at the 
time of her marriage to Robert Browning, 
named as the three great desiderata of 
existence, ‘‘life and love and Italy.’’ She 
shared great deeds, she was the counselor 
of great men, she had a husband who was 
a lover, and she had achild. They loved 
each other in their lives,and in death they 
were not divided. .Was not that enough ?— 
HIGGINSON, THOMAS; WENTWORTH, 1884, 
Margaret Fuller Ossoli (American Men of 
Letters), p. 314. 

I had never heard her personal appear- 
ance described, and it rather took me by 
surprise. When I entered the drawing- 
room, several, but not all, of the expected 
guests had arrived. The party was not 
planned to be a large one, and I saw ata 
glance who was the cynosure of the even- 
ing. A lady of medium height and size, 
and of graceful figure, was leaning back 
in an easy-chair, and alternately listening 
with interest, or talking with animation 
to the group around her, the American 
twang in her voice betraying her nation- 
ality. Her light hairwas simply arranged, 
and her cheeks showed the fading, so 
_ often noticed in her country-women when 
the thirtieth year is passed, yet without 
exactly ageing the face. The outline of 
her head was fine, and her blue eyes beamed 
with candour and intelligence. She wore 
a dress of lilac silk, enriched with a good 
deal of black lace drapery. Ina few 
minutes I found myself seated by her side, 
and very soon any prejudice which I might 
have entertained against the ‘‘strong- 
minded’? woman ebbed away. Though 
egotistic, certainly, she was wise, genial, 
and womanly, and when I shook hands with 
her at parting it was with the hope of 
seeing her again. —CROSLAND, Mrs. NEw- 
TON, 1893, Landmarks of a Literary Life, 
p. 224. 
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Opposing forces were constantly at war 
within her—the intellect and the emotions, 
the large, unasking sympathies, and the 
close, hungry, human affections. ‘‘Her 
brain was all heart,’’ as Frederick Robert- 
son said about her; and so her point of 
view was always confused and colored with 
personality. Despite her Ruritan con- 
science and discipline, she, was perhaps, a 
bacchante, with something lawless, chaotic, 
and unregulated, over which she herself 
never had perfect control. For so com- 
plex a nature as hers, what was needed 
was some large, unifying principle that 
could coordinate all the facts of life, and 
bring them into harmony and accord; in 
other words, some deep spiritual convic- 
tion, that inner vision and touch of the 
divine which opens out horizons always 
luminous, and deeps where there is for- 
ever peace. Lacking this, her ideals were 
always human, her kindom was of the 
earth, and she never gained that full 
mastery and knowledge of the truth which 
alone can make us free—free of self and 
the limitations of sense. Nevertheless, 
her destiny, though incomplete, was a high 
one, and worthy to be crowned with 
martydom.—LaAZARUS, JOSEPHINE, 1898, 
Margaret Fuller, The Century, vol.45, p.982. 


Margaret Fuller, who had always struck 
me as avery plain woman, was the oracle.* 
She had a very long neck, which Dr. 
Holmes described ‘‘as either being swan- 
like or suggesting the great ophidian who 
betrayed our Mother Eve.’’ She had a 
habit of craning her head forward as if 
her hearing were defective; but she had 
a set of woman-worshippers who said that 
the flowers faded when she did not appear. 
She was the Aspasia of this great council. 
She seemed to have a special relationship 
to each of the intellectual men about her, 
discerning and reading them better than 
they did themselves. Some one said of her 
that she was a kind of spiritual fortune- 
teller, and that her eyes were at times 
visible in the dark. Their devotion to her 
was akin to fanaticism, and they would 
talk of the magic play of her voice as the 
singing of a fountain. She had a very 
kind way to the colored stage-driver, who 
was the Mr. Weller of Concord, and he 
distinguished her by his respect. The 
‘‘chambermaid would confide to her 
her homely romance.’’ The better class of 

*JIn Brook Farm, 1847. 
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young Cambridge students believed in her 
as though she had been a learned professor. 
Her all-seeing eye could shoot through the 
problems which engaged them. Many 
distinguished men kept this opinion of 
her to their deaths.—SHERwoop, M. E. 
W., 1897, An Epistle to Posterity, p. 37. 


WOMAN IN THE NINETEENTH 
CENTURY 

“Woman of the Nineteenth Century”’ is 
a book which few women in the country 
could have written, and no woman in the 
country would have published, with the 
exception of Miss Fuller. In the way of 
independence, of unmitigated radicalism, 
it ig one of the ‘‘Curiosities of American 
Literature,’’ and Doctor Griswold should 
include it in his book. — Por, EDGAR 
ALLAN, 1846, The Literati, Works, ed. 
Stedman and Woodberry, vol. vii, p. 76. 


Every page is loaded—we had almost 
said overloaded—with thought, and the 
subject is one which the writer had so 
near her heart that it commanded her best 
powers and warmest sympathies, and can- 
not fail to instruct and interest the reader 
even when there is not perfect agreement 
with the views advanced.—HALn, Ep- 
WARD EVERETT, 1855, Woman in the 
Nineteenth Century, North American Re- 
view, vol. 81, p. 558. 

Was perhaps framed on two large a 
scale for one who had so little construc- 
tive power. It was noble in tone, en- 
lightened in its statements, and full of 
suggestion; yet after all it was crude and 
disconnected in its execution.—HIGGIN- 
son, THOMAS WENTWORTH, 1868, Eminent 
Women of the Age, p. 193. 

In 1840, Margaret Fuller published an 
essay in the Dial, entitled ‘‘The Great Law- 
suit, or Man vs. Woman: Woman vs. Man.’’ 
In this essay she demanded perfect equal- 
ity for woman, in education, industry, and 
politics. It attracted great attention and 
was afterwards expanded into a work en- 
titled ‘‘Woman in the Nineteenth Cen- 
tury.’’ This, with her parlor conversa- 
tions, on art, science, religion, politics, 
philosophy, and social life, gave a new im- 
pulse to woman’s education as a thinker. 
— STANTON, ANTHONY AND GAGE, eds., 
1881-87, History of Woman Suffrage, vol, 
I, p. 40. 

Before Margaret Fuller’s day the agita- 
tion regarding woman’s career and work 
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in the world was practically unknown here ; 
and all the ideas which have now become 
incorporated into the platform of the 
woman’s party found in her their first and 
perhaps their best exponent. Very little 
that is new has since been urged upon this 
question. Her powerful mind seemed to 
have grasped the whole subject, and to 
have given it the best expression of which 
it was capable. She embodied her ideas 
after a time in her book, ‘‘Woman in the 
Nineteenth Century,’’ and although the 
literature of the subject is now volumi- 
nous, that book is still read and referred 
to. —GRISWOLD, HATTIE TyNnG, 1886, 
Home Life of Great Authors, p. 305. 


GENERAL 


It is for dear New England that I want 
this review, [The Dial] for my self, if 
I had wished to write a few pages now and 
then, there were ways and means enough 
of disposing of them. Butin truth I have 
not much to say; for since I have had 
leisure to look at myself,I find that, so far 
from being an original genius, I have not 
yet learned to think to any depth, and 
that the utmost I have done in life has 
been to form my character to a certain 
consistency, cultivate my tastes, and learn 
to tell the truth with a little better grace 
than I did at first. For this the world 
will not care much, so I shall hazard a few 
critical remarks only, or an unpretending 
chalk sketch now and then, till I have 
learned to do something.—Ossoul, MAR- 
GARET FULLER, 1840, Memoirs of Mar- 
garet Fuller Ossoli, vol. , p. 26. 


In spite of these things, however, and 
of her frequent unjustifiable Carlyleisms 
(such as that of writing sentences which 
are no sentences, since, to be parsed, refer- 
ence must be had to sentences preceding), 
the style of Miss Fuller is one of the very 
best with which I am acquainted. In 
general effect, I know no style which sur- 
passes it. It is singularly piquant, vivid, 
terse, bold, luminous; leaving details out 
of sight, it is everything that a style need 
be.—Pon, EpGAR ALLAN, 1846, The Lit- 
eratt, Works, ed. Stedman and Woodberry, 
vol. VII, p. 81. 


Margaret is an excellent soul: in real 
regard with both of us here. Since she 
went, I have been reading some of her 
Papers in a new Book we have got; greatly 
superior to all I knew before; in fact the 
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undeniable utterances(now first undeniable 
to me) of a true heroic mind ;—altogether 
unique, so far as I know, among the Writ- 
ing Women of this generation; rare 
enough, too, God knows, among the Writing 
Men. She is very narrow,sometimes; but 
she is truly high.—CaARrLYLE, THOMAS, 
1847, Letter to Emerson, 2d March; Cor- 
respondence of Carlyle and Emerson, ed. 
Norton, vol. u. p. 155. 

Few can boast so wide a range of literary 
culture; perhaps none write so well with 
as much facility; and there is marked in- 
dividuality in all her productions. Asa 
poet, we have few illustrations of her 
abilities; but what we have are equal to 
her reputation. —GRISWOLD, RuFUS WIL- 
MOT, 1848, The Female Poets of America, 
p. 201. 

An American author of great eminence, 
some time since, denominated Margaret 
Fuller the George Sand of America; and, 
much as we disliked that hackneyed fashion 
of making the great intellect of one nation 
a kind of duplicate of another, yet there 
is more justness in this comparison than 
generally falls to the lot of that absurd 
method of getting at facts, or something 
like them. She is one of those 
few authors who have written too little. 
We hope to read more of her prose, so 
thoughtful and vigorous; and of her poetry, 
at once so graceful, yet so strong and 
simple.—PoWELL, THOMAS, 1850, The 
Living Authors of America, pp. 287, 318. 

Those who knew her in early youth, who 
witnessed her extraordinary intellectual 
developments, who experienced her wonder- 
ful power in conversation, and who cast the 
horoscope of the woman from the brilliant 
promise of the girl, predicted for her a dis- 
tinguished literary career. They saw in 
her a future D’Arblay or De Stael. 

For ourselves, we incline to the belief that 
in no circumstances, by no favor of fortune, 
would Margaret have produced a work 
which should have worthily expressed her 
genius. With all her mental wealth 
and race faculty, we doubt whether she 
possessed the organic power, the concen- 
tration and singleness of purpose, neces- 
sary for such an undertaking. Her mind 
was critical, not constructive; impulsive, 
not laborious. Her strength lay rather 
in oracular judgments, in felicitous state- 
ments and improvisations, than in patient 
elaboration. True, she has written much 
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and well. Her critical essays, and espe- 
cially her papers on Goethe, in the Dial,are 
unsurpassed in their kind. But all that 
she has written is fragmentary; nothing 
epic, nothing that possesses formal excel- 
lence, no one complete work.—HEDGE, 
FREDERICK HENRY, 1856, Madame Ossoli’s 
At Home and Abroad, "North American 
Review, vol. 83, p. 261. 


She was often misled [‘‘ Art, Literature 
and the Drama’’] in her first judgment, as 
in one well-known instance, by the strength 
of her affection and her sympathy; but let 
the merit be real,and of a kind which she 
was glad to recognize,and no one ever did 
more exquisite justice to thought and to 
its form. Every word which she ever 
wrote of Goethe was admirable, and yet 
what we possess was only her preparation 
for better work. Nothing was ever more 
tender and true than her sketch of ‘‘The 
Two Herberts’’ in this volume. Let the 
reader dwell also on what she has to say 
of ‘‘ American Literature, ’’ and the ‘‘ Lives 
of the Great Composers.’’—DALL, CARO- 
LINE H., 1860, Margaret Fuller Ossolt, 
North American Review, vol. 91, p. 127. 


In her published works there are pas- 
sages of great power and beauty. Her 
descriptions of scenery—that of Niagara, 
for instance—are given with a few bold 
strokes, that suggest much more than at 
first meets the eye. She paints, in fact, 
our inward emotion in presence of the 
scene, and so gives us the ideal of nature. 
Her critical articles often show insight, 
and the power of clear statement; but 
either she was warped by personal dislikes 
or she took pleasure in demolishing popular 
idols. In her view there were but half a 
dozen people with brains in America. In 
her way of writing, the editorial we had 
a royal sound, that would have been 
offensive if it had not been so often absurd. 

It was some time before it was 
discovered that philosophic diction did 
not always clothe philosophic thought. 
Perhaps Margaret Fuller had passed 
through her destructive stage, and was 
ready to build. Perhaps if she had lived, 
she would have justified the opinions of her 
admirers by the creation of some artistic 
work. If this wereso, the calamity of the 
shipwreck is the more to be lamented. As 
in the case of great orators, actors, and 
singers, who, after charming a generation, 
die and leave only a tradition of their 
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powers, this extraordinary woman will be 
a mere name in our literary history. 
Something of her influence survives. 
The advocates for the elevation of woman 
hold her in high regard as a pioneer in 
their cause. In this,asin everything else 
in which she took part,she put her own in- 
tense personality forward, and did much to 
win for her sex the right of discussion and 
the privilege of being heard.—UNDER- 
woop, Francis H., 1872, A Hand-Book 
of English Literature, American Authors. 


After all that has been said of Miss 
Fuller by her many earnest friends, after 
the zealous and sometimes unseemly criti- 
cisms and defences of which she has been 
the subject, and after the fullest recogni- 
tion of her merits, faults, and foibles, her 
personality and the memory of her influ- 
ence are the things that interest us, not the 
present value of her printed pages. Her 
learned girlhood, her solitary ways, and her 
burning zeal,remind us of Mrs. Browning. 
As Mrs. Browning’s name is first among 
women who have contributed to English 
literature,8o the name of Margaret Fuller 
is practically the first to show the position 
woman has already begun to take, and must 
make more and more conspicuous, in the 
literature of America. — RICHARDSON, 
CHARLES F., 1885, American Literature, 
1607-1885, vol. 1, p. 433. 

Margaret Fuller never appeared as a 
candidate for popular favor. On the 
polishing of furniture she was absolutely 
silent; nor, though she professed ‘‘high 
respect for those who ‘cook something 
good,’ and create and preserve fair order 
in houses,’’ did she ever fulfill the under- 
stood duty of woman by publishing a 
cookery book. On the education of 
daughters she had, however, a vital word 
to say; demanding for them ‘‘a far wider 
and more generous culture.’’ Her own 
education had been of an exceptional char- 
acter; she was fortunate in its depth and 
solidity, though unfortunate in the forcing 
process that had made her a hard student 
at six years old. Her equipment was 
superior to that of any American woman 
who had previously entered the field of 
literature ; and hers was a powerful genius, 
but, by theirony of fate, a geniusnot prompt 
to clothe itself in the written word. As 
to the inspiration of her speech, all seém 
to agree; but one who knew her well has 
spoken of the ‘‘singular embarrassment 
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and hesitation induced by the attempt 
to commit her thoughts to paper.’’ The 
reader of the Sibylline leaves she scat- 
tered about her in her strange career re- 
ceives the constant impression of hampered 
power, of force that has never found its 
proper outlet. 5 She accomplished 
comparatively little that can be shown or 
reckoned. Her mission was “‘to free, arouse, 
dilate.’’ Those who immediately responded 
were few; andas the circle of her influence 
has widened through their lives, the source 
of the original impulse has been unnamed 
and forgotten. But if we are disposed to 
rank a fragmentary greatness above a 
narrow perfection, to value loftiness of aim 
more than the complete attainment of an 
inferior object, we must set Margaret 
Fuller, despite all errors of judgment, all 
faults of style very high among the ‘‘ Writ- 
ing Women’’ of America. It is time that, 
ceasing to discuss her personal traits, we 
dwelt only upon the permanent and essen- 
tial,in her whose mind was fixed upon the 
permanent, the essential. Her place in 
our literature is her own; it hasnot been 
filled, nor does it seem likely to be. The 
particular kind of force which she ex- 
hibited—in so far as it was not individual 
—stands a chance in our own day of being 
drawn into the educational field, now that 
the ‘‘wider and more generous culture’’ 
which she claimed has been accorded to 
women. — CoNE, HELEN GRAy, 1890, 
Woman in American Literature, The Cen- 
tury, vol. 40, p. 924. 

Few women, in so short a life, have done 
so much as she; and the tragic close of 
her career invests it with a pathetic 
dignity.—HAWTHORNE, JULIAN, AND LEM- 
MON, L., 1891, American Literature, p. 153. 

In many respects Margaret Fuller 
stands, like Poe, solitary in our literature. 
Her strong, masculine personality which 
placed her alone among American women, 
and her keen, peculiar intellect which made 
her a powerful influence on the intellectual 
men of her generation, defy classification. 
If judged alone by her actual literary pro- 
duct, she would deserve but a passing 
notice, yet she is ranked with the great 
builders of American literature. Con- 
cerning few American writers, save Poe 
and Whitman, can one find such extremes 
of opinion. Some of her contemporaries 
characterized her as superficially learned, 
disagreeable, warped by intense personal 
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likes and dislikes, domineering, oracular, 
inordinately fond of monologue; while 
others, like Emerson, Carlyle, Channing, 
and Higginson, declared her a rare genius, 
a profound thinker and scholar. 

She is almost the only American author 
who, like a great singer or actor, keeps a 
place in our memories chiefly through the 
testimony of contemporaries. . . . The 
place which Margaret Fuller will ulti- 
mately occupy in the history of American 
letters can only be conjectured. ‘‘Her 
genius was not quick to ciothe itself in the 
written word,’’ and it seems but fair to 
judge that any literary fame that rests 
largely upon tradition must ultimately be 
lost. . . . She held frequent ‘‘Conversa- 
tions,’’ during which her admirers listened 
with bated breath as to a goddess. She 
drew about her with scarcely an effort a 
circle of the purest and most spiritual men 
and women of New England and she ruled 
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it with singular power. And after her 
death the noblest and best minds of both 
hemispheres united to do honor to her 
memory.—PATTEE, FRED LEwis, 1896, A 
History of American Literature with a 
View to the Fundamental Principles Under- 
lying its Development, pp. 281, 234. 

Margaret Fuller’s literary significance 
does not chiefly depend upon the actual 
writings that her busy hand turned off. As 
the underpaid, overworked editor of the 
“‘aeriform’’ Dial and, later,as stated con- 
tributor of critical articles of the New 
York Tribune, whose famous chief, Horace 
Greeley, found her “a most fearless and un- 
selfish champion of truth and human good 
at all hazards,’’ she accomplished a fair 
amount of creditable work, suggestive 
rather than symmetrical, but her inspiring 
personality counted for more than her best 
paragraphs.— BATES, KATHARINE LEB, 
1897, American Literature, p. 222. 


Jane Porter 
1776-1850 
Born, at Durham, 1776. Educated at Edinburgh. Part editor (with her sister 
and T. F. Dibdin) of ‘‘The Quiz,’? 1797. Created ‘‘Lady of Chapter of St. Joachim’’ 


by the King of Wiirtemberg after the success of her novel, ‘‘Thaddeus of Warsaw.’’ 
Tragedy ‘‘Switzerland’’ performed at Drury Lane, 5 Feb. 1819; ‘‘Owen, Prince of 


Powys,’’ Drury Lane, 28 Jan. 1822. Lived for some time with her mother and sister 


at Esher. 


“Thaddeus of Warsaw,’’ 1808; 


Returned to London with her sister, 1831. 

Petersburg, 1842. Grant from Literary Fund, Nov., 1842. 
Mag.,’’ ‘‘Amulet,’’ and other periodicals. 
‘“A Sketch of the Campaigns of Count A. Suwarrow 


Visit to her brother at St. 
Contrib. to ‘‘Gentleman’s 


Died, at Bristol, 24 May, 1850. Works: 


Rymnikski,’”’ (anon.), 1804; “The Scottish Chiefs,’’ 1810; ‘‘The Pastor’s Fireside, ’’ 


1815; 
A. M. Porter), 1826; 

“Coming Out’’), 1828; 
She edited: ‘‘Young Hearts. 
A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 231. 


PERSONAL 


Her stately figure and graceful manners 
made an impression on me. Few ladies 
have been so gifted with personal attrac- 
tions, and at the same time been so re- 
spectable as authors.—RoBINSON, HENRY 
CRABB, 1812, Diary, May 11; Diary, 


Reminiscences and Correspondence, ed. 
Sadler, vol. 1, p. 246. 
GENERAL 


Miss Porter has no wit, she invariably 
bungles a picture of the conversation of 
ordinary persons whenever she attempts 
it. Why does she delight in unfolding the 
forward weaknesses of the female heart, 


“‘Duke Christian of Luneburg, ”? 1824; 
“The Field of the Forty Footsteps’’ (with A. M. Porter’s 
‘Sir Edward Seaward’s Narrative of his Shipwreck,’’ 1831. 
By a Recluse,’’ 1834.—SuHaArp, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, 


“Tales Round a Winter Hearth’’ (with 


and making even Mary Beaufort love first? 
Yet with all her deficiencies she is interest- 
ing: never failing to excite our sympathy, 
though she cannot rank with our Fieldings 
or Smolletts. She infinitely surpasses the 
insipid froth of 
“The mob of Gentlemen, who write with 
ease.’” 
—CARLYLE, THOMAS, 1815, To R. Mitchell, 
March 25; Early Letters, ed. Norton, p. 16. 
“‘Thaddeus of Warsaw’’ and the ‘‘Scot- 
tish Chiefs’? are as widely known as any 
books of their class in the language. They 
are read by every school-boy and school- 
girl in the sentimental period of life, and 
call forth a perennial outburst of tears or 
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enthusiasm. Neither work is distinguished 
for historical accuracy or profound insight 
into human nature. Yet the two are 
unique, and will be read and enjoyed by 
each successive generation of youth by 
reason of their sweet style and sentiment. 
—Hart, Joun S., 1872, A Manual of 
English Literature, p. 5387. 


Abound in striking scenes, and are writ- 
ten in an animated style, but display little 
knowledge of life, or discrimination of 
character.—DAVIES, JAMES, 1873, Eng- 
lish Literature from the Accession of George 
III. to the Battle of Waterloo, p. 144. 


The first successful attempt at this kind 
of writing was made by Miss Jane Porter 
in 1810. ‘‘The Scottish Chiefs’ is the 
story of the heroic William Wallace re- 
lated with some animation and many pleas- 
ing details. But the style is artificial and 
declamatory, and, as a picture of Scotch 
manners in the fourteenth century, the 
work is by no means trustworthy. The 
many picturesque descriptions, and the 
interest which the story awakens regard- 
ing the fate of the hero, has made the book 
a favorite, especially among the younger 
class of romance readers, and has, despite 
its many faults, placed it among theclassics 
of our language. —BALDWIN, JAMES, 1883, 
English Literature and Literary Criticism, 
Prose, p. 177. 


Jane, although writing less than her 
sister, and beginning her literary work 
later in life, is much better known and 
loved by us, because her works accord with 
the spirit of the times in which she lived. 
—RUTHERFORD, M., 1890, English Authors, 
p. 317. 

It was ‘‘The Scottish Chiefs,’’ by Miss 
Porter,a work that was destined to create 
within me a new want, and to turn my 
thoughts to the reading and study of his- 
tory. . . . Itsinfluence is still with me. I 
read the book by stealth, concealing it 
under my text book during school hours, 
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when my quiet attitude led my teacher and 
others to suppose I was absorbed in study. 
—Lamp, Martua J., 1891, Formative 
Influences, The Forum, vol. 11, p. 54. 

The success of the book was immense. 
Kosciusko sent his portrait and a medal to 
the author; she was made a member of 
foreign societies, received gold crosses of 
honor; and oddly enough, even from 
America there came, under the guiding 
providence of Mr. John Harper, then I 
believe Mayor of the City of New York, an 
elegant carved armchair, trimmed with 
crimson plush, to testify ‘‘the admiring 
gratitude of the American people’’ to the 
author of ‘‘Thaddeusof Warsaw.’’ The 
book, by its amazing popularity, and by the 
entertaining way in which it marshals its 
romantic effulgencies in favor of a great 
cause, may very naturally suggest that 
other, later and larger enlistment of all the 
forces of good story-telling, which—fifty 
years thereafter—in the hands of an 
American lady (Mrs. Stowe) contributed 
to a larger cause, and with more abiding 
results. ‘‘The Scottish Chiefs’’ has less 
of gusto than the Polish novel—and as I 
took occasion to say when we were at 
that date of Scottish history—is full 
of bad anachronisms, and of historical un- 
truths. Yet there is a good bracing air 
of the Highlands in parts of it, and an 
ebullient martial din of broadswords and 
of gathering clans which go far to redeem 
its maudlin sentiment.—MITCHELL, Don- 
ALD G., 1895, E' glish Lands Letters and 
Kings, Queen Anne and the Georges, p.283. 


*‘Thaddeus of Warsaw,’’ long cherished 
by our great-grandfathers, and not en- 
tirely unknown to our fathers, had some 
faint merit.—Gossr, EpmuND, 1897, A 
Short History of Modern English Latera- 
ture, p. 299. 

Jane Porter sent to school to Joseph 
Strutt would have been a rival to Sir 
Walter Scott. —Cross, WiLpuR L., 1899, 
The Development of the English Novel, p.114. 


John Caldwell Calhoun 
1782-1850 


John Caldwell Calhoun,a statesman of Irish Presbyterian descent, was born in Abbe- 
ville County, South Carolina, March 18, 1782; studied at Yale,and became a successful 
lawyer. In congress he supported the measures which led to the war of 1812-15 with 


Great Britain,and promoted the protective tariff. 
as Secretary of War,and did good work in reorganising the war department. 
vice-president under John Q. Adams (1825-29), and then under Jackson. 


In 1817 he joined Monroe’s cabinet 
He was 
In 1829 he 
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declared that a state can nullify unconstitutional laws; and his ‘‘Address to the People 


of South Carolina’’ (1831), set forth his theory of state rights. 


On the passing by 


South Carolina in 1832 of the nullification ordinance he resigned the vice-presidency, 
and entered the senate, becoming a leader of the states-rights movement, and a champion 


of the interests of the slave-holding states. 


In 1844, as Secretary of State, he signed 


a treaty annexing Texas; but once more in the senate, he strenuously opposed the war 


of 1846-47 with Mexico. 


He died at Washington, March 31, 1850. He, Henry 


Clay, and Daniel Webster were ‘‘the great triumvirate’? of American political 
orators. See the Life by R. S. Jenkins (1851); his collected works (6 vols. 1853-54), 
with a Life by Crallé; and H. von Holst’s ‘‘John C. Calhoun’’ (1882).—Patrick 
AND GROOME, eds., 1897, Chambers’s Biographical Dictionary, p. 168. 


PERSONAL 

His character was marked and decided, 
not prematurely exhibiting its peculiari- 
ties, yet formed and perfected at an early 
age. He was firm and prompt, manly and 
independent. His sentiments were noble 
and elevated, and everything mean or 
grovelling was foreign tohis nature. He 
was easy in his manners, and affable and 
dignified. His attachments were warm 
and enduring; he did not manifest his 
affection with enthusiastic fervor, but with 
deep earnestness and sincerity. . . . 
As a citizen, he was without blemish; he 
wronged no one; and there were no ugly 
spots on his character to dim the brilliancy 
of his public career. His social qualities 
were endearing, and his conversational 
powers fascinating in the extreme. He 
loved to talk with the young; he was 
especially animated and instructive when 
engaged in conversation with them, and 
scarcely ever failed to inspire a sincere 
attachment in the breast of those who 
listened to him.—JENKINS, JOHN S., 1851, 
The Life of John Caldwell Calhoun, pp. 
446, 447. 

Even we, who knew him only in his gaunt 
and sad decline, can easily imagine that at 
twenty-six he must have been an engaging, 
- attractive man. Like most of his race, 
he was rather slender, but very erect, with 
a good deal of dignity and some grace in 
his carriage and demeanor. His eyes 
were always remarkably fine and brilliant. 
He had a well-developed and strongly set 
nose, cheek-bones high, and cheeks rather 
sunken. His mouth was large, and could 
never have been a comely feature. His 
early portraits show his hair erect on his 
forehead, as we all remember it, unlike 
Jackson, whose hair at forty still fell low 
over his forehead. His voice could never 
have been melodious, but it was always 
powerful. At every period of his life, 
his manners, when in company with his 


inferiors in age or standing, were ex- 
tremely agreeable, even fascinating.— 
PARTON, JAMES, 1865, John C. Calhoun, 
North American Review, vol. 101, p. 388. 

Life is not only ‘‘stranger than fiction,” 
but frequently also more tragical than any 
tragedy ever conceived by the most fervid 
imagination. Often in these tragedies of 
life there is not one drop of blood to make 
us shudder, nor a single event to compel 
the tears into the eye. A man endowed 
with an intellect far above the average, 
impelled by a high-soaring ambition, un- 
tainted by any petty or ignoble passion, 
and guided by a character of sterling 
firmness and more than common purity, 
yet, with fatal illusion, devoting all his 
mental powers, all his moral energy and 
the whole force of his iron will to the 
service of a doomed and unholy cause, and 
at last sinking into the grave in the very 
moment when, under the weight of the 
top-stone, the towering pillars of the 
temple of his impure idol are rent to their 
very base,—can anything more tragical 
be conceived ?—Ho.st, Dr. H. von, 1882, 
John C. Calhoun (American Statesmen), 

1 


Deals 
Mr. Calhoun was to me the guiding star 


in the political firmament and I was hon- 
ored by him with such confidence as made 
our intercourse not only instructive, but of 
enduring love.—DAVIS, JEFFERSON, 1887, 
Letter to the Calhoun Monument Assoctia- 
tion, p. 117. 

During a long and active life ; amid fierce 
differences of thought on questions of grave 
and of burning interest, his strong views 
were never withheld, nor were the hon- 
esty and sincerity of his convictions ever 
questioned, and the widest dissent from his 
opinions was ever attended with the 
knowledge of the sincerity and the purity 
in which they were entertained, and with 
an appreciation of the force, with which 
they were maintained.—FisH, HAMILTON, 
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1888, Letter to the Calhoun Monument 
Association, p. 122. 


He was a man of bold temper, of intense 
earnestness, and of deep convictions, — 
convictions so strong as to have ‘‘all the 
force of passions.’’ Such a man must 
needs antagonize where he could not con- 
vince. Butintheretirement of home and 
among friends and neighbors other and 
more attractive elements appear. ae 
He seldom quoted books or the opinions of 
others. A rapid reader, he would absorb 
the congenial thoughts of an author and 
reject whatever did not assimilate with 
his own mental habits. His mind always 
seemed to work from within, by spontane- 
ous impulse, not by external influences, 
either educational, social, or political. It 
drove on its rapid way like some mighty 
automatic engine, without friction, without 
noise, apparently without ever stopping 
for fuel or water. Its own ardor gener- 
ated heat enough to sustain the rapid 
motion. Noother mind has ever appeared 
to me so original, so full, so self-reliant. 
Others I have since met of more culture 
and more learning; but the streams that 
flowed from their lips, however copious, 
always suggested a well-filled reservoir.— 
PINCKNEY, CHARLES COTESWORTH, 1898, 
John C. Calhoun, Lippincott’s Magazine, 
vol. 62, pp. 81, 87. 


ORATORY 


The eloquence of Mr. Calhoun, or the 
manner in which he exhibited his senti- 
ments in public bodies, was part of his 
intellectual character. It grew out of the 
qualities of his mind. It was plain, 
strong, terse, condensed, concise; some- 


times impassioned, still always severe..- 


Rejecting ornament, not often seeking far 
for illustrations, his power consisted in the 
plainness of his propositions, in the close- 
ness of his logic, and in the earnestness 
and energy of his manner.—WEBSTER, 
DANIEL, 1850, Speech in the Senate of the 
United States, on the day when the death 
of Mr. Calhoun was announced. 


Speaking with aggressive aspect, flash- 
ing eye, rapid action and enunciation, un- 
adorned argument, eccentricity of judg- 
ment, unbounded love of rule; impatient, 
precipitate in ambition, kind in temper; 
with conception, perception, and demon- 
stration, quick and clear; with logical pre- 
cision arguing paradoxes, and carrying 
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home conviction beyondrhetorical illustra- 
tion; his own impressions so intense, as to 
discredit, scarcely to listen to any other 
suggestions. —INGERSOLL, CHARLES JARED, 
1853, History of the Second War between 
Great Britain and the United States. 


Although Calhoun was an orator who 
cannot be overlooked in any account of 
American oratory his mind was of the 
order that belongs préeminently to state- 
craft. He made great speeches, but they 
were great in the closeness of their reason- 
ing and the plainness of their proposi- 
tions, coupled at times with an impassioned 
delivery, oftener with a severity and 
dignity of manner which men respected, 
but over which they did not go wild with 
enthusiasm nor drift far from their well- 
formed judgments. Accepting his pre- 
mises it was difficult to escape from the 
conclusions of his rigid logic. Whatever 
the sense of the speaker’s profound sin- 
cerity and earnestness could accomplish 
was secured by the unfaltering devotion 
to his convictions and his unwavering per- 
sistence in imparting them to those who 
could not help listening with respect, 
though they might be far from accepting 
the legitimate results of his processes.— 
SEARS, LORENZO, 1895, The History of 
Oratory, p. 333. 


GENERAL 


Few men have exerted a more powerful 
and controlling sway over the opinions of 
vast masses of men, than Mr. Calhoun, for 
his views on several topics coincided with 
those of the great majority of the Southern 
people; and he was known to be inflexibly 
honest and true, and eminently reliable. 
No man of his faith ever doubted that 
leader any more than his creed. As a 
statesman, he was full of forecast, acute 
in judgment, and comprehensive in his 
general views. He was eminently con- 
servative in many things, and by precept 
and example, recommended ‘‘masterly in- 
activity’’ as preferable to mere impulsive 
and effervescent movements.—LossING, 
BENSON J., 1855-86, Eminent Americans, 
p. 827. 


The style of John C. Calhoun was terse 
and condensed, and his eloquence, though 
sometimes impassioned, was always severe. 
He had great skill as a dialectician and 
remarkable power of analysis, and his 
works will have permanent place in Ameri- 
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can literature.—Botta, ANNE C. LYNcu, 
1860, Hand-Book of Universal Literature. 

Mr. Calhoun was a debater of signal 
power, none being his equal upon the floor 
of the Senate, except Webster and Clay. 
It was his lot to take part in the affairs of 
the country for many years,and it was al- 
ways a prominent part. He was earnestly 
devoted to what he believed to be for the 
prosperity of his State and section. His 
love for the Union, and fealty to it, was 
subordinate to his allegiance to his State. 
Much might be written concerning the in- 
fluence of his teachings upon the subse- 
quent history of the country, but it would 
extend this brief sketch beyond its in- 
tended limits, and would be, even then, un- 
satisfactory to those who might desire to 
make acareful study of the subject.— 
WHITMAN, C. M., 1888, American Ora- 
tors and Oratory, p. 218. 

Calhoun, from his mistaken point of 
view, was as loyal to the idea of Right as 
was Webster; his private character was 
higher, and his public career less open to 
charges of selfish ambition. In ability 
he was undoubtedly inferior to the great 
Massachusetts statesman, but among all 
the politicians and orators of the Southern 
States he was easily the leader.—RICHARD- 
SON, CHARLES F., 1885, American Litera- 
ture, 1607-1885, vol. 1, p. 227. 
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He had known that his end was near, 
and, as a dying bequest to the Union that 
he loved, had spent a few months that 
other men would have devoted to rest, in 
composing his ‘‘Disquisition on Govern- 
ment,’’ and his ‘‘Discourse on the Con- 
stitution and Government of the United 
States.’? Of these two treatises it will 
be sufficient to say, that they are in many 
respects the most remarkable political 
documents the student of American his- 
tory is called upontoread. He must read 
them if he wishes to get a full and well 
rounded view of Calhoun’s constitutional 
theories, although it is at once plain that 
all their important points are covered in 
the better known speeches. It is to the 
“‘Disquisition’’ that we must go for the 
famous praise of the Constitution of 
Poland, as well as for the fullest explana- 
tion of the doctrine of the concurrent 
majority. The reader must, however, be 
warned that it is not safe to approach 
these books unless he has thoroughly dis- 
abused his mind of the notion that sover- 
eignty can really be divided and a govern- 
ment founded on compact. If one start 
with these notions in one’s head, the sure 
grip of Calhoun’s logic will end by making 
one a nullifier or a lunatic. —TRENT, WIL- 
LIAM P., 1897, Southern Statesmen of the 
Old Régime, p. 190. 


Francis Sargent Osgood 
1811-1850 
Born at Boston, June 18, 1811: died at Hingham, Mass., May 12,1850. An Ameri- 


can poet. 


Among her works is ““A Wreath of Wild Flowers from New England” (1838). 


She contributed to a number of English and American periodicals, and was editor of 


“<The Ladies’ Companion’’ for some time. 


She also wrote a play, ‘‘The Happy Release, 


or the Triumphs of Love.”—Smitu, BENJAMIN E., ed., 1894-97, The Century Cyclopedia 


of Names, p. 765. 
PERSONAL 


In character she is ardent, sensitive, im- 
pulsive—the very soul of truth and honor ; 
a worshipper of the beautiful, with a heart 
so radically artless as to seem abundant in 
art; universally admired, respected, and 
beloved. Inperson, she is aboutthe medium 
height, slender even to fragility, graceful 
whether in action or repose; complexion 
usually pale; hair black and glossy; eyes 
a clear, luminous gray, large, and with 
singular capacity for expression.—PoB, 
Epcar ALLAN, 1846, The Literati, Works, 
ed. Stedman and Woodberry, vol. vil, p.112. 

The delicacy of her organization was 


such that she had always the quick sensi- 
bility of childhood. The magnetism of 
life was round about her,and her astonish- 
ingly impressible faculties were vital in 
every part, with a polarity toward beauty, 
all the various and changing rays of which 
entered into her consciousness, and were 
refracted in her conversation and action. 
. . . Probably there was never a woman 
of whom it might be said more truly that 
to her own sex she was an object almost 
of worship. She was looked upon for her 
simplicity, purity, and childlike want of 
worldly tact or feeling, with involuntary 
affection; listened to, for her freshness, 
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grace, and brilliancy, with admiration; and 
remembered, for her unselfishness, quick 
sympathy, devotedness, capacity of suffer- 
ing, and high aspirations, with a senti- 
ment approaching reverence. —GRISWOLD, 
Rurus Witmot, 1850, Frances Sargent 
Osgood, The Memorial, ed. Mrs. Hewitt. 

Of a rare gracefulness and delicacy, 
Mrs. Osgood lived a truly poetic life. Her 
unaffected and lively manners, with her 
ready tact in conversation, combined with 
an unusual facility in writing verses, 
charmed a large circle of friends, as her 
winning lines in the periodicals of the day 
engaged the attention of the public.— 
DUYCKINCK, EvERT A. AND GEORGE L., 
1855-65-75, Cyclopedia of American Lit- 
erature, ed. Simons, vol. U1, p. 457. 

No human face was ever more perfectly 
chiseled than hers—due regard having 
been had, meanwhile, to the fact that a 
woman, and not a statue, was being formed. 
That calm, pleasant face, those soft and 
kindly brown eyes, and that wealth of waved 
dark hair drawn low over her fair, white 
forehead,in the fashion of the time (since 
called the ‘‘ Agnes Robertson’’), won many 
hearts, the homage of which was kept by 
the always kindly and tender words flowing 
from the faultless lips seldom opened but 
to emit a sparkle-—MorrorpD, HENRY, 
1880, John Keese, his Intimates ; Morford’s 
Magazine, June. 

GENERAL 

There is scarcely a form of poetical com- 
position in which she has not made experi- 
ment; and there is none in which she has 
not very happily succeeded. Her defects 
are chiefly negative and by no means numer- 
ous. Her versification is sometimes ex- 
ceedingly good, but more frequently feeble 
through the use of harsh consonants, and 
such words as ‘‘thou’dst’’ for ‘‘thou 
wouldst,’’ with other unnecessary con- 
tractions, inversions, and obsolete expres- 
sions. Her imagery is often mixed ;— 
indeed, it is rarely otherwise. The epi- 
grammatism of her conclusions gives to 
her poems, as wholes, the air of being more 
skilfully constructed than they really are. 
On the other hand, we look in vain through- 
out her works for an offence. against the 
finer taste,or against decorum—for a low 
thought or a platitude. A happy refine- 
ment—an instinct of the pure and delicate 
—is one of her most noticeable excel- 
lences. She may be properly commended, 


FRANCIS SARGENT OSGOOD 


too, for originality of poetic invention, 
whether in the conception of a theme or 
in the manner of treating it. Conse- 
quences of this trait are her point and 
piquancy. Fancy and natveté appear in 
all she writes. Regarding the loftier 
merits, I am forced to speak of her in more 
measured terms.—Por, EDGAR ALLAN, 
1846, The Literati, Works, ed. Stedman 
and Woodberry, vol. vi, p. 111. 


She has done much in prose; butall her 
compositions of this class are instinct 
with the poetical spirit. She is at times 
forcible and original, and is frequently 
picturesque; but throughout all appears 
the poet, and the affectionate and enthu- 
siastic woman. Of none of our writers 
has the excellence been more steadily pro- 
gressive. Every month her powers have 
seemed to expand and her sympathies to 
deepen. With an ear delicately susceptible 
to the harmonies of language, and a light 
and pleasing fancy, she always wrote musi- 
cally and often with elegance ; buther later 
poems are marked by freedom of style, a 
tenderness of feeling,and a wisdom of ap- 
prehension, and are informed with a grace, 
so undefinable, but so pervading and attrac- 
tive, that the consideration to which she is 
entitled is altogether different in kind, as 
well as in degree, from that which was 
awarded to the playful, piquant, and ca- 
pricious improvisatrice of former years. 
—GRISWOLD, RUFUS WILMOT, 1848, The 
Female Poets of America, p. 272. 

It is very seldom that a woman of any 
real genius has so great a facility of 
throwing her fancies into shape as Mrs. 
Osgood. Had her utterance been more 
difficult she would have written better. 

Mrs. Osgood is somewhat too 
profuse of her ‘‘ah’s’’ and ‘‘oh’s ; they 
mar the harmony and repose of some of 
her finest verses. . She has a lively 
fancy, but little imagination ; and her fancy 
is sometimes displayed so artificially as to 
induce the reader to put it down altogether 
to the score of mere prettiness of thought 
and conceit of expression. Still, there are 
a feminine power, pathos, and tenderness 
about the writings of Mrs. Osgood, which 
will always render her one of ths most 
pleasing poets of the New World.—Pow- 
ELL, THoMaAs, 1850, The Living Authors 
of America, pp. 276, 285, 286. 

Her poetical faculty was an endowment 
of nature, not anacquired art; nor in our 
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research through the annals of female 
genius have we found another instance, 
among the Anglo-Saxon race, of the true 
improvisatrice. HALE, SARAH JOSEPHA, 
1852, Woman’s Record, p. 458. 

The feminine counterpart of N. P. Wil- 
lis.—Forp, Emity ELuLsworts, 1893, 
Early Prose and Verse, p. 129. 
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Frances Sargent Osgood was the first 
woman to write good poetry in this coun- 
TERY 3) She is especially successful 
with short poems of a character ardent, 
arch, and dreamy, such as ‘‘A Dancing 
Girl,’’ ‘‘Calumny,’’ and ‘‘He may go—if 
he can.’’—SimMonpDs, ARTHUR B., 1894, 
American Song, p. 166. 


James Fenimore Cooper 
1789-1851 

Born at Burlington, N. J., Sept. 15, 1789. Father, of Quaker descent and a con- 
gressman; mother, of Swedish descent. Family settled in Cooperstown, N. Y., 1790, 
where Mr. Cooper owned much land. Attended the village school; then became the 
private pupil of an Albany rector; entered Yale, 1802; dismissed for participation in 
a frolic, 1805. Served before the mast in a merchant vessel, 1806-1807; served as 
midshipman in the navy, part of the time on Lakes Ontario and Champlain, 1807-11. 
Married Miss DeLancey, 1811; five daughters and two sons were born tohim. Resided 
at Mamaroneck, 1811-1814; Cooperstown, 1814-1817; Scarsdale, 1817-1822; New 
York, 1822-1826. Livedin Hurope, chiefly in France and Italy, 1826-1833; consul at 
Lyons, 1826-1829. Returned to America, 1833; lived by turns at New York and at 
Cooperstown. Died at Cooperstown, Sept. 14, 1851; wife died four months later. An 
Episcopalian. Works: ‘‘Precaution,’’? 1820. ‘‘The Spy,’’? 1821. ‘‘The Pioneers,’’ 
1823. ‘‘The Pilot,’’ 1824 (imprint, 1823). ‘‘Lionel Lincoln,’’ 1825. ‘‘The Last of 
the Mohicans,’’? 1826. ‘‘The Prairie,’’? 1827. ‘‘The Red Rover,’’ 1828. ‘‘The Wept 
of Wish-ton-Wish’’ (=‘‘The Borderers’’), 1829. ‘‘The Water-Witch,’’ 1880. ‘‘The 
Bravo,’’ 1831. ‘‘The Heidenmaver,’’ 1832. ‘‘The Headsman,’’ 1883. ‘‘The Moni- 
kins,’’? 1835. ‘‘Homeward Bound,’’ 1888. ‘‘Home as Found’? (—‘‘Eve Effingham’’), 
1838. ‘‘The History of the Navy of the United States of America,’’ 1839; abridged 
edition, 1841. ‘‘The Pathfinder,’? 1840. ‘‘Mercedes of Castile,’? 1840. ‘‘The Deer- 
slayer,’? 1841. ‘‘The Two Admirals,’’ 1842. ‘‘The Wing-and-Wing’’ (—‘‘The Jack 
o’ Lantern’’), 1842. ‘‘Wyandotte,’’ 1843. ‘Ned Myers’’ [the life of one of Cooper’s 
shipmates], 1843. ‘‘Afloat and Ashore,” 1844. ‘‘Miles Wallingford” (—‘‘Lucy Hard- 
inge’’) [sequel to ‘‘Afloat and Ashore’’], 1844. ‘‘Satanstoe,’’? 1845. ‘‘The Chain- 
bearer,’’ 1846. ‘‘Lives of Distinguished American Naval Officers,’’? 1846. ‘‘The 
Redskins” (=‘‘Ravensnest”), 1846. ‘‘The Islets of the Gulf,” 1846-1848 in Graham’s 
Magazine ; 1848 in book form, as ‘‘Jack Tier’? (—‘‘Captain Spike’’). ‘‘The Crater’’ 
(—‘‘Mark’s Reef’’), 1847. ‘‘The Oak Openings’’ (=‘‘The Bee Hunter”), 1848. ‘‘The 
Sea Lions,’? 1849. ‘‘The Ways of the Hour,’? 1850. ‘The titles of the English edi- 
tions, when they differed from the American are given in parentheses. Cooper also 
wrote several tales for Graham’s Magazine, ten volumes of travels, and a good deal of 
controversial matter. —BRONSON, WALTER C., 1900, A Short History of American Lit- 
erature, p. 126, note. 


PERSONAL 

Visited Princess Galitzin,and also Cooper, 
the American novelist. This man,who has 
shown so much genius, has a good deal of 
the manners, or want of manners, peculiar 
to his countrymen.—Scorr, Sir WALTER, 
1826, Journal, Nov. 3; Life by Lockhart, 
ch. 1xxil. 

I met this evening (for the first time) 
with Cooper, the American writer. He is 
the author of the ‘‘Pioneers,’’ the ‘‘Spy,’’ 
etc. Hehas a dogged, discontented look, 
and seems ready to affront or to be 


affronted. His eye is rather deep-set, 
dull, and with little motion. One might 
imagine that he had lost his life in gazing 
at seas and woods and rivers, and that he 
would gaze—gaze on for ever. His con- 
versation is rough, abrupt, and unamusing ; 
yet I am told that he can recount an 
adventure well, and I can easily believe 
it. There was something peculiar in 
his physiognomy, but I could not make 
out what it was. He resem- 
bles very much a caricature that I remem- 
ber to have seen indicative of ‘‘Damme, 
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who cares?’?’—PROcTER, BRYAN WALLER 
(BARRY CORNWALL), 1828, Autobiograph- 
ical Fragments, May 17, pp. 74, 76. 

Mr. Cooper’s manuscript is very bad— 
unformed,with little of distinctive charac- 
ter about it,and varying greatly in differ- 
ent epistles. In most of those before usa 
steel pen has been employed, the lines are 
crooked, and the whole chirography has a 
constrained and school-boyish air.—Por, 
EpGar ALLAN, 1841, A Chapter on Autog- 
raphy, Works, ed. Stedman and Woodberry, 
vol. IX, p. 212. 

Anne A, and I went a few evenings since 
to take a sociable dish of tea with Mrs. 
Banyer, and Fenimore Cooper dropped in. 
I rather think the light by which we see the 
world emanates from ourselves. He moves 
in a belligerent spirit, waging war with 
classes and masses, boarding and broadsid- 
ing his fellow-creatures. He maintained 
that his own country was below France, 
Italy, and even England in civilization, in- 
tellectual development, morals, and man- 
ners; that we were going in every thing 
backward; that in common honesty we 
were below any other nation. Being in 
the presence of Mrs. Banyer and Miss Jay, 
who sanctify the very names of Christian 
and saint, he attacked the whole class with 
man-of-the-world slang, and wound up 
with promising me a pamphlet of his, just 
coming out, which is to grind M’Kenzie to 
powder. With all this, he was good- 
humored, and talked strongly and amus- 
ingly. Heisaperfect John Bull in shape, 
dimensions, action, even to the growl.— 
SEDGWICK, CATHARINE M., 1843, To Mrs. 
K.S. Minot, June 6; Life and Letters, p.285. 

We are among those who regard Mr. 
Cooper as a wronged and persecuted man. 
We conceive that his countrymen have 
done him gross injustice—that they have 
not only shown themselves ungenerous but 
ungrateful, and that, in lending a greedy 
ear to the numerous malicious aspersions 
which have assailed his person and his 
reputation, they have only given confirma- 
tion and strength to the proverbial re- 
proach, of irreverence and ingratitude, to 
which countries, distinguished by popular 
governments, have usually been thought 
obnoxious. We do not mean to regard 
him as wholly faultless—on the contrary, 
we look upon Mr. Cooper as a very im- 
prudent person; one whose determined 
will, impetuous temperament, and great 


self-esteem, continually hurry forward into 
acts and expressions of error and im- 
patience. We propose to compare sides 
in this question:—to put the case fairly 
between himself and countrymen, and show 
where the balance of justice lies.—Smmms, 
WILLIAM GILMORE, 1845, Views and Re- 
views in American Literature, History 
and Fiction, p. 210. 

Of his failings I have said little; such 
as he had were obvious to all the world; 
they lay on the surface of his character ; 
those who knew him least made the most 
account of them. With a character so 
made up of positive qualities—a character 
so independent and uncompromising, and 
with a sensitiveness far more acute than 
he was willing to acknowledge, it is not 
surprising that occasions frequently arose 
to bring him,sometimes into friendly col- 
lision,and sometimes into graver disagree- 
ments and misunderstandings with his 
fellow-men. For his infirmities, his friends 
found an ample counterpoise in the gener- 
ous sincerity of his nature. He never 
thought of disguising his opinions, and he 
abhorred all disguise in others; he did not 
even deign to use that show of regard 
towards those of whom he did not think 
well, which the world tolerates,and almost 
demands. A manly expression of opinion, 
however different from his own, com- 
manded his respect. His char- 
acter was like the bark of the cinnamon, 
a rough and astringent rind without, and 
an intense sweetness within. Those who 
penetrated below the surface found a 
genial temper, warm affections, and a heart 
with ample place for his friends, their 
pursuits, their good name, their welfare. 
They found him a philanthropist, though 
not precisely after the fashion of the day; 
a religious man, most devout where devo- 
tion is most apt to be a feeling rather than 
a custom, in the household circle; hospi- 
table, and to the extent of his means 
liberal-handed in acts of charity.—Bry- 
ANT, WILLIAM CULLEN, 1852, Orations 
and Addresses, p. 85. 


Mr. Cooper was in person solid, robust, 
athletic; in voice, manly; in manner, 
earnest, emphatic, almost dictatorial, — 
with something of self-assertion, border- 
ing on egotism. The first effect was un- 
pleasant, indeed repulsive, but there shone 
through all this a heartiness, frankness, 
which excited confidence, respect, and at 
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last affection. —GoopRIcH, SAMUEL GRIS- 
WOLD, 1856, Recollections of a Lifetime, 
Letter xxxvi. 

A man of unquestioned talent, —almost 
genius,—he was aristocratic in feeling 
and arrogant in bearing, altogether com- 
bining in his manners what a Yankee once 
characterized as ‘‘winning ways to make 
people hate him.”’ Retiring to his parental 
acres near Cooperstown, N. Y., he was 
soon involved in a difficulty with the neigh- 
boring villagers, who had long been accus- 
tomed, in their boating excursions on the 
Lake (Otsego), to land and make them- 
selves at home for an hour or two ona 
long, narrow promontory or ‘‘point,’’ that 
ran down from his grounds into the lake, 
and whom he had now dissuaded from so 
doing by legal force. The Whig news- 
paper of the village took up the case for 
the villagers, urging that their exclusion 
from ‘‘The Point,’’ though legal, was 
churlish, and impelled by the spirit of the 
dog in the manger; whereupon Cooper 
sued the editor for libel, recovered a 
verdict, and collected it by taking the 
money—through a sheriff’s officer—from 
the editor’s trunk.—GREELEY, HORACE, 
1868, Recollections of a Busy Life, p. 261. 

I had known Mr. Cooper during the 
later years of his life,and used to see him 
occasionally when he visited New York. 
He was an amazingly fluent talker as well 
a8 speaker and writer; and he affected an 
intense bitterness against the institutions 
of hig native country in his conversation 
as well as in his writings. I can see him 
now, in my mind’s eye, standing with his 
back to the fire-place in my office, with his 
legs apart and his coat-tails under his 

_ arms, pouring out diatribes which did not 
seem half in earnest —FisLD, MAUNSELL 
B., 1873, Memories of Many Men and of 
Some Women, p. 178. 

Of the group around there was one 
who left an impression on my memory— 
Fenimore Cooper. He ‘‘stalked’’ around 
the salon—a tall, stalwart man, with the 
unmistakable air of self-confidence I have 
noticed in many Americans; as if it were 
a prime thought that independence was to 
be maintained by a seeming indifference 
to the opinions of on-lookers—a sensation 
that vanishes, however, when the demeanor 
that has given rise to it is found but the 
rough shell of a sweet kernel; for Ameri- 
cans are among the most socially generous 
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of humankind. I had other and better 
opportunities of seeing Fenimore Cooper 
afterward; but in that salon, jostled by 
petits maitres, he was out of place—as 
much so as an Indian cross-bow would have 
been among a collection of Minié rifles. 
Proctor, in 1828, wrote of him: ‘‘He hasa 
dogged, discontented look, and seems ready 
to affront or be affronted. His eye is 
rather deep-set, dull, and with little 
motion.’’ He describes Cooper as rude 
even to coarseness in English society. 
That is not my experience of the author 
of the ‘‘Spy’’—the originator of the class 
of sea-fictions—to whom the reading world 
owes a large debt. He was certainly the 
opposite of genial, and seemed to think it 
good taste and sound judgment to be con- 
descending to his equals. —HALL, SAMUEL 
CaRTER, 1883, Retrospect of a Long Life, 
p. 227. 

The distinguished author died at his 
residence, Cooperstown, September 14, 
1851, being then in his sixty-second year, 
and since that time his beautiful home, 
known as Otsego Hall, has been destroyed 
by fire and the property passed into other 
hands. He was buried among his kindred, 
in the family enclosure in the Episcopal 
churchyard of Christ Church, and beneath 
the shadows of a fine fir-tree, planted by 
himself, and several graceful elms and 
maples. The marble above his grave 
bears these simple lines: 

JAMES FENIMORE COOPER, 
Born September 15, 1789. 
Died September 14, 1851. 
—WILSON, JAMES GRANT, 1885, Bryant 
and his Friends, p. 242. 


THE SPY 
1821 

Quite new scenes and characters, humour 
and pathos,a picture of America in Wash- 
ington’s time; a surgeon worthy of 
Smollett or Moore, and quite different from 
any of their various surgeons; and an 
Trishwoman, Betty Flanagan, incompar- 
able. —EpGEwortTH, Maria, 1821, To Mrs. 
Ruzton, July 8; Letters, vol. u, p. 29. 

“‘The Spy’? was an event. It was the 
boldest and best attempt at the historical 
romance which had ever been made in 
America. It is somewhat the practice, at 
this day,to disparage that story. This is 
in very bad taste. The book is a good 
one, —full of faults, perhaps, and blunders ; 
but full also of decided merits, and marked 
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by a boldness of conception, and a courage 
in progress, which clearly showed the con- 
fidence of genius in its own resources. The 
conception of the Spy, as a character, was a 
very noble one.—SIMMS, WILLIAM GILMORE, 
1845, Views and Reviews in American 
Literature, History and Fiction, p. 211. 

It is said that if you cast a pebble into 
the ocean, at the mouth of our harbor, the 
vibration made in the water passes gradu- 
ally on till it strikes the icy barriers of the 
deep at the south pole. The spread of 
Cooper’s reputation is not confined within 
narrower limits. The ‘‘Spy’’ is read in all 
the written dialects of Europe, and in some 
of those of Asia. The French, immediately 
after its first appearance, gave it to the 
multitudes who read their far-diffused lan- 
guage, and placed it among the first works 
of its class. It was rendered into Castilian, 
and passed into the hands of those who 
dwell under the beams of the Southern 
Cross. At length it crossed the eastern 
frontier of Europe, and the latest record I 
have seen of its progress towards absolute 
universality, is contained in a statement of 
the International Magazine, derived, I 
presume, from its author, that in 1847 it 
was published in a Persian translation at 
Ispahan. Before this time, I doubt not, 
they are reading it in some of the lan- 
guages of Hindostan, and, if the Chinese 
ever translated anything, it would be in the 
hands of the many millions who inhabit the 
far Cathay.—BRYANT, WILLIAM CULLEN, 
1852, Orations and Addresses, p. 52. 


That ‘‘Spy’’ made the groundwork of 
Cooper’s fame in this country, in England, 
and on the Continent. There were men 
who modelled their lives on lines traceable 
in the career of Harvey Birch, and were 
proud to do it. His devotion, his trueness 
to the cause he loved and served—his 
modesty, his strength of purpose, his self- 
effacement made up the preaching of a 
good moral sermon; none the less effec- 
tive because his story was founded upon 
actual occurrences detailed to Mr. Cooper 
by his host, upon the occasion of some 
visit to the Jay homestead in Westchester. 
—MITCHELL, DONALD G., 1897, Ameri- 
can Lands and Letters, The Mayflower to 
Rip-Van-Winkle, p. 234. 

The success of ‘‘The Spy’? was not 
altogether due to the novelty of its sub- 
ject. With many of Cooper’s character- 
istic faults, it has also his characteristic 
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merits. It is full of scenes that show the 
vigor and dash of his narrative power; and 
its central character, the humble peddler 
Harvey Birch, cool, brave, incorruptible, 
quick in resource in times of peril, is a 
noble example of that homely heroism in 
the portrayal of which Cooper excelled. 

—Pancoast, Henry S., 1898, An Intro- 
duction to American Literature, p. 183. 


THE PILOT 
1824 

In regard to the style of execution, the 
work has one fault which was mentioned 
in our notice of the ‘‘Spy;’’ it is in some 
instances, and more especially where the 
author speaks in his own person, over- 
loaded with epithets, and the detail of 
particular circumstances. The author 
leaves too little to his readers, and from his 
solicitude to omit nothing of the quality, 
degree, and manner of everything related 
or described, he impairs the vivacity and 
force of the expression. . . . The 
choice of incidents and actors, and the 
frequent allusions to our history, manners, 
and habits, make the story strike deep into 
the feelings of American readers; and by 
implicating the tale with our naval history, 
the author possesses himself of one of 
the few positions from which our national 
enthusiasm is accessible.—PHILLIP, W., 
1824, The Pilot, North American Review, 
vol. 18, p. 328. 


All who have since written romances of 
the sea have been but travelersin a coun- 
try of which he was the great discoverer ; 
and none of them all seemed to have loved 
a ship as Cooper loved it, or have been able 
so strongly to interest all classes of read- 
ers in its fortunes.—BRYANT, WILLIAM 
CULLEN, 1852, Orations and Addresses, 
p. 57. 


**Pilot,’’ the first salt-water novel ever 
written, and to this day one of the very 
best. Its nameless and mysterious hero 
was a marine, Harvey Birch; obviously he 
had been modeled upon the Paul Jones 
whose name is held in terror to this day 
on the British coasts he harassed. In Long 
Tom Coffin, the Nantucket whaler, Cooper 
created the only one of his other charac- 
ters worthy to take place beside Leather- 
stocking; and Tom, like Natty, is simple, 
homely, and strong. In writing the 
“*Pilot,’’ Cooper evidently had in mind the 
friends who thought it impossible to 
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interest the general reader ina tale of the 
ocean, and he laid some of his scenes on 
land; but it is these very passages which 
are tedious to-day, while the scenes at sea 
keep their freshness and have still unfail- 
ing interest. — MATTHEWS, BRANDER. 
1896, An Introduction to the Study of 
American Literature, p. 64. 

“The Pilot’’ is very uneven. The plot 
is conventionally trivial; and most of the 
characters are more so still. But Long 
Tom Coffin is a living Yankee sailor; and 
when we come to the sea, with its endless 
variety of weather, and to sea-fights, such 
as that between the ‘‘Ariel’’ and the 
“‘Alacrity,’’ it is hardly excessive to say 
that there is little betterin print. If the 
plot and the characters had been half so 
good as the wonderful marine background 
in which they are set, the book would have 
been a masterpiece. —WENDELL, BArR- 
RETT, 1900, A Literary History of Amer- 
ica, p. 185. 

GENERAL 

Has the almost singular merit of writing 
American novels which everybody reads, 
and which we are of course bound to re- 
view now and then. For these last five 
or six years he has supplied the reading 
public annually with a repast of five or six 
hundred pages of such matter; so that we 
have a right to consider him as publicly 
professing this department of elegant 
literature. It is too late to say, that he 
does not excel in it; or at least, that he 
has not some considerable merit; for, 
however far he may fall short of our ideal 
standards, or wherever we may rank him 
among living writers, the public voice has 
long since confirmed to him the apellation 
of the American novelist, a title which was 
but sparingly and timidly suggested for 
the author of the ‘‘Spy.’’: Noone has yet 
appeared among us who has been wholly 
able to cope with him in his proper walk; 
and we see no good reason why he should 
not be allowed, for the present at least, to 
maintain the distinction. —GARDINER, W. 
H., 1826, Cooper’s Novels, North Ameri- 
can Review, vol. 23, p. 150. 

Mr. Cooper is admitted by very general 
consent to have distanced every other 
competitor in the route struck out by the 
author of Waverley. We would not be 
understood by this language, to imply any 
thing like a servile imitation, in the de- 
tracting spirit of some English journals ; 
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for Cooper is no more an imitator of Scott, 
than Milton is of Shakspeare, because they 
both wrote in blank verse, or than Scott 
himself is of this latter, whom he resembles 
in the fond, though not the form of his 
writings. If this be imitation, it is more 
glorious than most originality. 

Cooper’s great defect is his incapacity to 
seize the tone of good society; we say 
incapacity, for his repeated failures, we 
think, put it beyondadoubt. Nothing can 
be more lamentable than the compound of 
affectation, primness, and pedantry, a sort 
of backwoods gentility, which makes up 
with him the greater part of its dialogue 
and its manners. Defects like these 
would seem to be the natural result of an 
imperfect education, as well as a want of 
familiarity with well-bred society. But 
this last can scarcely be imputed to Mr. 
Cooper, and his experience of late years 
must have abundantly enlarged the sphere 
of his social observation, for all practical 
purposes. Has he shown a corresponding 
improvement ?—PRESCOTT, WILLIAM HICK- 
LING, 1882, English Literature of the Nine- 
teenth Century, North American Review. 
vol. 35, p. 190. 


Do not hasten to write; you cannot be 
too slow about it. Give no ear to any 
man’s praise or censure; know that that is 
not it: on the one side is as Heaven if you 
have strength to keep silent, and climb un- 
seen; yet on the other side, yawning al- 
ways at one’s right-hand and at one’s left, 
is the frightfulest Abyss and Pande- 
monium! See Fenimore Cooper ;—poor 
Cooper, he is down init ; and had a climb- 
ing faculty too. —CARLYLE, THOMAS, 
1837, To Ralph Waldo Emerson, Dec. 8; 
Correspondence, ed. Norton, vol. 1, p. 142. 

Mr. Cooper’s works, for the last three 
or four years, seem to have been written 
under no higher inspiration than that of 
spleen. They abound in  uncalled-for 
political disquisitions, filled up with ex- 
pressions of the bitterest scorn and hatred. 
They are deformed by perpetual out-breaks 
of a spirit, which might be expected to 
show itself in the pages of a ruthless 
partisan, careless of truth in aiming at 
the reputation of an opponent whom he 
wishes to ruin; but from which the writ- 
ings of the poet and the man of letters, 
sitting apart, “‘in the still air of delight- 
ful studies,’’ ought to be wholly exempt. 
He has added nothing to the range of 
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characters in fiction, which amuse and oc- 
cupy our hours of leisure,and to which the 
mind returns, as to old familiar scenes, or 
the faces of friends ; he has told no new tale 
of human passions, for our instruction or 
warning; but he has given us, both in his 
books of travels, and his last novel, a few 
brilliant descriptions of natural scenery, 
both by land and sea.—BowEN, FRANCIS, 
1838, Cooper’s Homeward Bound, North 
American Review, vol. 47, p. 488. 


He has drawn you one character, though, 
that is new, 

One wildflower he’s plucked that is wet with 
the dew 

Of this fresh Western world, and, the thing 
not to mince, 

He has done naught but copy it ill ever since; 

His Indians, with proper respect be it said, 

Are just Natty Bumpo, daubed over with red, 

And his very Long Toms are the same useful 
Nat, 

Rigged up in duck pants and a sou’-wester hat 

(Though once in a Coffin, a good chance was 
found 

To have slipped the old fellow away under- 
ground). 

And his other men-figures are clothes upon 
sticks, 

The derniére chemise of a man in a fix 

(As a captain besieged, when his garrison’s 
small, 

Sets up caps upon poles to be seen o’er the 
wall); 

And the women he draws from one model 
don’t vary, 

All sappy as maples and flat as a prairie. 

When 2 character’s wanted, he goes to the 
tas 

Asa cooper would do in composing a cask ; 

He picks out the staves, of their qualities 
heedful, 

ee them together as tight as is need- 

ul, 

And, if the best fortune should crown the 
attempt, he 

Has made at the most something wooden 
and empty. 

— LOWELL, JAMES RUSSELL, 1848, A 

Fable for Critics. 


The first enthusiasm about Cooper having 
subsided, we remember more his faults 
than his merits. His ready resentment 
and way of showing it in cases which it is 
the wont of gentlemen to pass by in 
silence, or meet with a good humoured 
smile, have caused unpleasant associations 
with his name, and his fellow citizens, in 
danger of being tormented by suits for 
libel, if they spoke freely of him, have 
ceased to speak of himatall. But neither 
these causes, nor the baldness of his plots, 


JAMES FENIMORE COOPER 


shallowness of thought, and poverty in the 
presentation of character, should make us 
forget the grandeur and originality of his 
sea-sketches, nor the redemption from ob- 
livion of our forest-scenery,and the noble 
romance of the hunter-pioneer’s life. 
Already, but for him, this fine page of life’s 
romance would be almost forgotten. He 
has done much to redeem these irrevocable 
beauties from the corrosive acid of a semi- 
civilized invasion. — OsSoLI, MARGARET 
FULLER, 1850? Modern British Poets ; Art, 
Literature and the Drama, p. 305. 

The greatest charm about Cooper’s 
novels is the perfect truthfulness of their 
forest scenery; there is nothing artificial 
in a single word—the very trees seem to 
grow around you; it is not scene painting, 
it is nature. Even in the very 
worst of his novels, there are glimpses of 
nature so exquisitely painted as to justify 
the highest praise itis possible to bestow. 
It is just probable that the very success of 
this description of writing has led Mr. 
Cooper to persevere in a course which has 
exposed him to the charge of being con- 
sidered a writer of limited range.—Pow- 
ELL, THOMAS, 1850, The Living Authors 
of America, pp. 12, 138. 


Remarkable [“Pathfinder”],even among 
its companions, for the force and distinct- 
ness of its pictures. For ourselves— 
though we diligently perused the des- 
patches—the battle of Palo Alto and the 
storming of Monterey are not more real 
and present to our mind than some of the 
scenes and characters of “The Pathfinder,” 
though we have not read it for nine years; 
—the little fort on the margin of Lake 
Ontario, the surrounding woods and 
waters, the veteran major in command, the 
treacherous Scotchman, the dogmatic old 
sailor, and the Pathfinder himself. 
“‘The Prairie,’’ the last of the Leather- 
stocking Tales, is a novel of far inferior 
merit. The story is very improbable, and 
not very interesting. The pictures of 
scenery are less true to nature than in the 
previous volumes, and seem to indicate 
that Cooper had little or no personal 
acquaintance with the remoter parts of 
the West.—PARKMAN, FRANCIS, 1852, 
James Fenimore Cooper, North American 
Review, vol. 74, pp. 158, 157. 

Thought Leatherstocking a creation. 
No one would care to meddle with that 
class of character after Cooper.—IRvVING, 
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WASHINGTON, 1859, Journal, Oct. 7; Life 
and Letters, ed. Irving, vol. 1v, p. 313. 


He is colonel of the literary regiment ; 
Irving, lieutenant-colonel; Bryant, the 
major ; while Longfellow, Whittier, Holmes, 
Dana, and myself may be considered cap- 
tains. Two or three of Cooper’s 
characters I consider the first in Ameri- 
can fiction. Which are they? Why, 
Leatherstocking, Long Tom Coffin, and 
Uncas. Why this noble creation has been 
so neglected by painters and sculptors I 
am at a loss to understand. Certainly 
there is no nobler Indian character depicted 
in our literature. Thackeray calls the 
first of these immortal creations—and he 
was certainly a competent judge—one of 
‘the great prize-men’’ of fiction, better 
perhaps than any of Scott’s men, and ranks 
dear old ‘Natty Bumppo” with Uncle Toby, 
Sir Roger deCoverley, and Falstaff —heroic 
figures all. — HALLECK, FiTZ-GREENE, 
1867? Bryant and his Friends, by Wilson, 
p. 238. 


When he began writing he stood almost 
alone where now an innumerable crowd are 
contesting every inch of vantage-ground ; 
and although his style has its defects, his 
novels are powerful and interesting in 
themselves, besides presenting valuable 
pictures of the infancy of our country, the 
life of the pioneer, the characteristics of 
the Indians, and the struggle for national 
liberty both on land and sea. All public 
libraries are obliged to provide themselves 
with numerous copies of his works,and no 
private library is considered complete 
without a costly edition. As an evidence 
of his popularity abroad, it may be men- 
tioned that in Holland alone there are three 

different translations of his novels into 
three different dialects of the country.— 
WooLson, CONSTANCE FENIMORE, 1871, 
The Haunted Lake, Harper’s Magazine, 
vol. 44, p. 26. 

An English critic can hardly know which 
are held in the greatest esteem among his 
own countrymen; but among English 
readers ‘‘The Last of the Mohicans’’ is 
considered his masterpiece. — YONGE, 
CHARLES DuKE, 1872, Three Centuries 
of English Literature, p. 619. 

We pass to brief consideration of a less 
gentle, but on the whole a greater, power. 
Irving’s fame has, for some time, been un- 
duly eclipsed; that of the greatest, with 
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one exception, of American novelists, J. 
Fenimore Cooper, has seldom been suf- 
ficiently recognised. In their portraits 
you can read the differences of their char- 
acters: they had genius in common, in- 
dustry and honesty, and good descent, but 
little more. That Irving made no enemies 
seems to me his weak point: that Cooper 
made too many was, if not his fault, at 
least his misfortune. . . . Itis impossible 
in the case of Cooper, as of Irving, to do 
him any justice by quotations, for his 
genius is panoramic rather than dioramic: 
we must sit out a whole scene, or even act, 
to realise the power of the dramatist. 
There is, moreover, a certain severity in 
his style, which restricts the range of his 
readers. He often wastes words on cir- 
cumstance, is exhaustive where he might 
have been suggestive; and his plots—a 
remark that does not apply to the ‘‘Red 
Rover,’’ where from first to last there is 
not a dull page—are apt to drag; and he 
has carried too far the practice of trotting 
out a single character, and making us 
accompany him—as Trollope and even 
Thackeray are apt to do—through the lives 
of his men and women, from the cradle to 
the grave. . An American to the 
core: he needs no slang or affectation to 
establish his originality, but moves in his 
own path, with something like disdain of 
comment.— NICHOL, JOHN, 1880-85, Amer- 
ican Literature, pp. 175, 176, 177. 


Characteristics there are of Cooper’s 
writings which would and do repel many. 
Defects exist both in manner and matter. 
Part of the unfavorable judgment he has 
received is due to the prevalence of minor 
faults, disagreeable rather than positively 
bad. These, in many cases, sprang from 
the quantity of what he did and the rapid- 
ity with which he did it. In the 
matter of language this rapidity and care- 
lessness often degenerated into down- 
wright slovenliness. 5 He too often 
passed the bounds that divide liberty from 
license. It scarcely needs to be asserted 
that in most of these cases the violation 
of idiom arose from haste or carelessness. 
But there were some blunders which can 
only be imputed to pure unadulterated 
ignorance. He occasionally used words 
in senses, unknown to past or present use. 
Hesometimes employed grammatical forms 
that belong to no period in the history of 
the English language. All this 
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is, in itself, of slight importance when set 
off against positive merits. . . There 
are imperfections far more serious than 
these mistakes in language. He rarely 
attained to beauty of style. The rapidity 
with which he wrote forbids the idea that 
he ever strove earnestly for it. Even the 
essential but minor grace of clearness is 
sometimes denied him. These 
are imperfections that have led to the un- 
due depreciation of Cooper among highly 
cultivated men. Taken by themselves they 
might seem enough to ruin his reputation 
beyond redemption. It isa proof of his 
real greatness that he triumphs over de- 
fects which would utterly destroy the fame 
of a writer of inferior power. . . 
The more uniform excellence of Cooper, 
however, lies in the pictures he gives of 
the life of nature.—LOUNSBURY, THOMAS 
R., 1882, James Fenimore Cooper (Amer- 
ican Men of Letters), pp. 271, 272, 273, 
274, 275, 281, 288. 


We are not without peculiar types; not 
without characters, not without incidents, 
stories, heroisms, inequalities ; not without 
the charms of nature in infinite variety ; and 
human nature is the same here that it is 
in Spain, France, and England. Out of 
these materials Cooper wrote romances, 
narratives stamped with the distinct char- 
acteristics of American life and scenery, 
that were and are eagerly read by all 
civilized peoples, and which secured the 
universal verdict which only breadth of 
treatment commands.— WARNER, CHARLES 
DUDLEY, 1883-96, The Relation of Liter- 
ature to Life, p. 165. 

He has had few rivals in this power of 
breathing into phantoms of the brain the 
breath of life. His fame in the descrip- 
tion of natural scenery under new and 
striking aspects is world-wide. His por- 
traiture, without warm and varied color- 
ing, is remarkable for fidelity and strength. 
—WELSH, ALFRED H., 1883, Development 
of English Literature and Language, vol. 
I, p. 808. 

Though he could draw very well a 
sailor’s sweetheart, like Mary Pratt, or a 
soldier’s daughter, like Mabel Dunham, yet 
of fine women he had only a chivalrous 
notion, and painted them from a respectful 
distance. They were delicate creatures, 
to be handled like porcelain. Dressed out 
and beautified, they were to be protected 
and worshiped. They walk through the 
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halls of his heroes, and take seats at the 
upper end to distribute the prizes after 
the tournament.—Morsg, JAMES HER- 
BERT, 1883, The Native Element in Amer- 
ican Fiction, The Century, vol. 26, p. 290. 

With all his foibles, Cooper was inspired 
by an intense patriotism, and he hada bold, 
vigorous, aggressive nature. He freed his 
talents at a stroke, and giving them full 
play attained at once a world-wide reputa- 
tion, which no man of colonial mind could 
ever have dreamed of reaching. Yet his 
countrymen, long before his days of strife 
and unpopularity, seem to have taken 
singularly little patriotic pride in his 
achievements, and the well bred and well 
educated shuddered to hear him called the 
‘““American Scott;’? not because they 
thought the epithet inappropriate and 
misapplied, but because it was a piece of 
irreverent audacity toward a great light 
of English literature. Cooper was the 
first,after the close of the war of 1812, to 
cast off the colonial spirit and take up his 
position as a representative of genuine 
American literature. — LODGE, HENRY 
CaBoT, 1884, Studies in History, p. 3538. 

James Fenimore Cooper, whose writings 
are instinct with the spirit of nationality, 
stands at the head of American novelists. 
—WILSON, JAMES GRANT, 1885, Bryant 
and his Friends, p. 230. 

No Hamlets or Werthers or Renés or 
Childe Harolds were allowed to tenant his 
woods or appear on his quarter-decks. 
Will, and the trained sagacity and experi- 
ence directing will, were the invigorating 
elements of character which he selected 
for romantic treatment. Whether the 
scene be laid in the primitive forest or on 
the ocean, his men are always struggling 
with each other or with the forces of 
nature. This primal quality of robust 
manhood all men understand, and it shines 
triumphantly through the interposing fogs 
of French, German, Italian, and Russian 
translations. A physician of the mind 
could hardly prescribe a more efficient 
tonic for weak and sentimental natures 
than a daily diet made up of the most 
bracing passages in the novels of Cooper. 
Another characteristic of Cooper, which 
makes him universally acceptable, is his 
closeness to nature. He agrees with 
Wordsworth in this, that in all his descrip- 
tions of natural objects he indicates that 
he and nature are familiar acquaintances, 
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and, as Dana says, have ‘‘talked together.’ 
—WHIPPLE, Epwin Percy, 1886, Amer- 
wcan Laterature and other Papers, ed. 
Whittier, p. 46. 

But the reader always feels that within 
the mountain of solid flesh and bone that 
Cooper offers to the eye, there is a love of 
beauty, goodness and pure ideals. The 
things this author most loves and rever- 
ences are revered and loved by all men: 
he never strikes an unsympathetic note of 
emotion or principle. And when he is 
afloat on his quarter-deck, or immersed in 
the untrodden wilderness of the Western 
Continent, he gives us an enjoyment new 
in kind, as well as of compelling interest. 
To plunge into one of his great books 
brings a refreshment only to be likened to 
that of the sea and forest which they de- 
scribe. We proceed majestically from one 
stirring event to another ; and though we 
never move faster than a contemplative 
walk, we know, like the man on his way to 
the scaffold, that nothing can happen till 
we get there. It is one of Cooper’s most 
remarkable feats that, in spite of his 
weakness in dialogue, he should have 
created a number of characters as solid 
and recognizable as any in American 
fiction. Indeed, it would be difficult to find 
anywhere in the literature of the century 
creatures of imagination having a firmer 
hold on popular sympathy and belief than 
Natty Bumppo, Long Tom Coffin,and many 
of their associates. We know them, as 
we see them and we can even hear them 
between the lines, as it were, that che 
author gives them to speak. He has 
fashioned them so well that they cease to 
appear as puppets, and seem to come to 
independent life. As soon as Cooper left 

-the realm of his imagination, his genius 
deserted him. The moment he began to 
wrangle, to exhort or to instruct, he failed. 
— HAWTHORNE, JULIAN, AND LEMMON, 
LEONARD, 1891, American Literature, 
p. 51 

One of the very greatest characters in 
fiction, the old woodsman, Natty Bumppo. 

. The five tales vary in value, no 
doubt, but taken altogether they reveal a 
marvelous gift of narration, and an ex- 
traordinary fullness of invention. 
Time may be trusted safely to make a final 
selection from any author’s works, however 
voluminous they may be, or however un- 
equal. Cooper died almost exactly in the 
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middle of the nineteenth century; and 
already it is the ‘‘Spy’’ and the ‘‘Leather- 
stocking Tales’’ and four or five of the 
“‘Sea Tales’? which survive, because they 
deserve to survive, because they were at 
once new and true when they were written, 
because they remain to-day the best of 
their kind. Cooper’s men of thesea, and 
his men of the forest and the plain, are 
alive now though other fashions in fiction 
have come and gone. Other novelists have 
amore finished art nowadays, but no one 
of them all succeeds more completely in 
doing what he tried to do than did Cooper 
at his best. And he did a great service 
to American literature by showing how fit 
for fiction were the scenes, the characters, 
and the history of his native land.—Mart- 
THEWS, BRANDER, 1896, An Introduction 
to the Study of American Literature, pp. 
62, 63, 67. 

When the ‘‘Red Rover’’ appeared, I 
succeeded, on a Saturday evening, in obtain- 
ing a copy at the circulating library I 
patronized, and when the church bells on 
the following morning rang for nine 
o’clock,as they did at that time,I had just 
finished the last volume. — HASWELL, 
CHARLES H., 1896, Reminiscences of an 
Octogenarian, p. 130. 

The strength of a creative artist is un- 
like that of a chain; it lies in the strong- 
est, not in the weakest link. Men 
forget his failures, as they have forgotten 
his altercations; but he still speaks that 
universal language which the young and 
the people of all lands comprehend, and 
the boyhood of American literature bids 
fair, in Cooper’s tales, to preserve a long- 
enduring youth.—HowsE, M. A. DEWoLFE, 
1897-98, American Bookmen, p. 50. 

It seems to me that it was far from 
right for the Professor of English Litera- 
ture in Yale, the Professor of English 
Literature in Columbia,and Wilkie Collins 
to deliver opinions on Cooper’s literature 
without having read some of it. It would 
have been much more decorous to keep 
silent and let persons talk who have read 
Cooper. Cooper’s art has some defects. 
In one place in ‘‘Deerslayer,’’ and in the 
restricted space of two-thirds of a page, 
Cooper has scored 114 offences against 
literary art out of a possible 115. It 
breaks the record. There are nineteen 
rules governing literary art in the domain 
of romantic fiction—some say twenty-two. 
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In ‘‘Deerslayer’’ Cooper violated eighteen 
of them. . . . Cooper’s gift in the way of 
invention was not a rich endowment; but 
such as it was he liked to work it, he was 
pleased with the effects, and indeed he did 
some quite sweet things with it. In his 
little box of stage properties he kept six or 
eight cunning devices, tricks, artifices for 
his savages and woodsmen to deceive and 
circumvent each other with, and he was 
never so happy as when he was working 
these innocent things and seeing them go. 
A favorite one was to make a moccasined 
person tread in the tracks of the moc- 
casined enemy, and thus hide his own trail. 
Cooper wore out barrels and barrels of 
moccasins in working that trick. Another 
stage-property that he pulled out of his 
box pretty frequently was his broken twig. 
He prized his broken twig above all the 
rest of his effects,and worked it the hard- 
est. It is arestful chapter in any book of 
his when somebody doesn’t step on a dry 
twig and alarm all the reds and whites for 
two hundred yards around. Every timea 
Cooper person is in peril, and absolute 
silence is worth four dollars a minute, he 
is sure to step on adrytwig. There may 
be a hundred handier things to step on, but 
that wouldn’t satisfy Cooper. Cooper re- 
quires him to turn out and find a dry twig; 
and if he can’t do it, go and borrow one. 
In fact, the Leather Stocking Series ought 
to have been called the Broken Twig 
Series. CLEMENS, SAMUEL LANGHORNE 
(MARK TWAIN), 1897, Fenimore Cooper’s 
Literary Offences, How to Tell a Story and 
other Essays, pp. 93, 97. 


His long introductions he shared with 
the other novelists of the day, or at least 
with Scott, for both Miss Austen and Miss 
Edgeworth are more modernin this respect 
and strike more promptly into the tale. 
His loose-jointed plots are also shared 
with Scott, but he knows as surely as Scott 
how to hold the reader’s attention when 
once grasped. Like Scott’s, too, is his 
fearlessness in giving details, instead of 
the vague generalizations which were then 
in fashion, and to which his academical 
critics would have confined him. : 
Balzac, who risked the details of buttons 
and tobacco pipes as fearlessly as Cooper, 
said of ‘‘The Pathfinder,’’ ‘‘Never did the 
art of writing tread closer upon the art of 
the pencil. This is the school of study 
for literary landscape painters.’’ He says 


elsewhere: ‘‘If Cooper had succeeded in 
the painting of character to the same ex- 
tent that he did in the painting of the 
phenomena of nature, he would have uttered 
the last word of our art.’’ Upon such 
praise as this the reputation of James 
Fenimore Cooper may well rest.—HIGGIN- 
SON, THOMAS WENTWORTH, 1898, Amer- 
ican Prose, ed. Carpenter, p. 151. 

Asa master of healthy and manly fiction, 
deserves to be better remembered than he 
seems to be at the present day, especially 
as the novel of romantic adventure has, 
for the time at least, regained its vogue. 
one On reading over the Leather- 
Stocking Series afresh, I have sometimes 
been struck with the absence of all wild 
animal-life in the forests, especially bird- 
life, in which, according to Audubon and 
Wilson, the western woodlands were par- 
ticularly rich. Cooper was true 
to nature in not representing Leather- 
Stocking as taking that interest in zoology 
which belongs rather to a state of ad- 
vanced. civilisation. He might however, 
one would think, have made some use of 
materials which would have greatly en- 
hanced the effect of many of his scenes. 
The gloomy croak of the raven, supposed 
by so many races of mankind to be an omen 
of evil,and the hideous wail of the horned 
owl heard in the forest solitude, must often 
have startled the watchers during those 
nights of terror so graphically described 
in these novels. But we see no trace in 
Cooper of any of those tastes or sympa- 
thies which would have led him to seek 
fresh elements of interests in the sources 
here indicated. The want of them is more 
apparent now than it would have been 
eighty years ago; but perhaps even now 
such accessories will be little missed by 
the great majority of his readers.—KEB- 
BEL, T. B., 1899, Leather-Stocking, Mac- 
millan’s Magazine, vol.79, pp.191, 200, 201. 

The gist of the matter is that Cooper 
was not a verbal artist, and that his endow- 
ment of what we are pleased to call literary 
conscience was scant. With no special 
training as a writer, when, at thirty or 
thereabout, it accidentally came into his 
head to try his hand at a novel, he struck 
boldly out, not particularly considering 
whither. Some of his early books, written 
for his own pleasure, brought him popular- 
ity which surprised no one more than him- 
self. The art of writing engaged his 
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attention far less than the panorama and 
the story. Robust and impetuous, he dis- 
dained details of style and academic stand- 
ards. To apply to him academic standards 
is as if one should inquire whether Hard- 
Heart’s horsemanship conforms to the 
rules of the riding-schvol; for nobody 
cares. It is tomiss the point that, heaven 
knows how or why, he struck—Heaven be 
praised !—a new trail which, admitting all 
the shortcomings in style that any one may 
choose to allege, the world is not yet weary 
of following. The indisputable, the essen- 
tial fact is that, entering unheralded and 
possessing the land, he founded a realm, 
and became by divine right king of Ameri- 
can fiction.—CLYMER, W. B. SHUBRICK, 
1900, James Fenimore Cooper (Beacon 
Biographies), p. 59. 

Great as was his success at home and in 
England, indeed, it is sometimes said to 
have been exceeded by that which he has 
enjoyed throughout continental Europe. 
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For this there is a reason which has been 
little remarked. The mere number and 
bulk of Cooper’s works bear evidence to 
the fact that he must have written with 
careless haste. He had small literary 
training and little more tact in the matter 
of style than he displayed in his personal 
relations with people who did not enjoy his 
respect. Cooper’s English, then, is often 
ponderous and generally clumsy. An odd 
result follows. His style is frequently 
such as could hardly be altered except for 
the better. A translator into whatever 
language can often say what Cooper said 
in a form more readable and agreeable 
than Cooper’s own. Many of the minor 
passages in his writings seem more felici- 
tous in French translation than in his own 
words. Yet his own words, though even 
in his best work impaired by clumsiness 
and prolixity, are well worth reading.— 
WENDELL, BARRETT, 1900, A Literary 
History of America, p. 183. 


Joanna Baillie 
1762-1851 

Joanna Baillie,the daughter of a Scotch clergyman, was born at Bothwell, in Lanark- 
shire,in 1762. When she was about six years old,her father exchanged the Bothwell 
Kirk for that of Hamilton. At ten she was sent to boarding-school in Glasgow; and, 
her father having been appointed to a professorship in Glasgow University, when Joanna 
was fifteen the family removed to that city. Two years later her father died,and the 
Baillies left Glasgow for Long Calderwood, in the Middle Ward of Lanarkshire. In 
1784, Joanna’s brother, Dr. Matthew Baillie, took his mother and sisters to live in 
London. In 1790, Joanha published anonymously a volume of miscellaneous poems; 
and in 1798, also anonymously, the first volume of ‘‘Plays on the Passions.’’ In 1802, 
a second, and in 1812,a third volume appeared. Meanwhile Miss Baillie had published, 
in 1804, a volume of ‘‘Miscellaneous Dramas;’’ and in 1810 a tragedy, ‘‘The Family 
Legend, ’’ was brought out at the Edinburgh Theatre. It was played fourteen nights; 
and in 1814 was again acted in London. In 1826 appeared ‘‘The Martyr,’’ a tragedy, 
and in 1836 three more volumes of plays. In 1831 Miss Baillie published ‘‘A View of 
. the General Tenor of the New Testament regarding the Nature and Dignity of Jesus 
Christ.’? She was also the author of ‘‘Metrical Legends of Exalted Characters.’’ In 
1801, Joanna, her mother, and her sister, Agnes, had established themselves at Hamp- 
stead, where Mrs. Baillie died in 1806. The sisters more than once revisited Scot- 
land. Joanna ‘‘passed away without suffering’? on the 23rd of February, 1851.— 
ConE, HELEN GRAY, AND GILDER, JEANNETTE L., 1887, Pen-Portraits of Literary 

Women, vol. 1, p. 223. 


PERSONAL being forward, and has a fixed judg- 


We met Miss Joanna Baillie,and accom- 
panied her home. She is small in figure, 
and her gait is mean and shuffling, but her 
manners are those of a well-bred woman. 
She has none of the unpleasant airs too com- 
mon to literary ladies. Her conversation 
is sensible. She possesses apparently con- 
siderable information, is prompt without 


ment of her own, without any disposition 
to force it on others. Wordsworth said 
of her with warmth: ‘‘If I had to present 
anyone to a foreigner as a model of an 
English gentlewoman, it would be Joanna 
Baillie.’’—RoBINSON, HENRY CRABB, 1812, 
Diary, May 24; Diary, Reminiscences and 
Correspondence, ed. Sadler, vol.1, p. 248. 


690 JOANNA 

Here’s to Shakespeare in petticoats, noble 
Joanna, 

—WILSON, JOHN, 1822, Noctes Ambro- 

siane, July. 

She wore a delicate lavender satin bon- 
net ; and Mrs. J— says she is fond of dress, 
and knows what every one has on. Her 
taste is certainly exquisite in dress. . . . 
I more than ever admired the harmony- 
of expression and tint, the silver hair 
and silvery gray eye, the pale skin, and 
the look which speaks of a mind that 
has had much communing with high imag- 
ination, though such intercourse is only 
perceptible now by the absence of every- 
thing which that lofty spirit would not set 
his seal upon. . Age has slackened 
the active part of genius, and yet is insome 
sort asubstitute for it. Thereis adeclin- 
ing of mental exercitation. She has had 
enough of that; and now for a calm de- 
cline, and thoughts of Heaven.—CoLE- 
RIDGE, SARA, 1834, Letter to her Husband, 
Memoir and Letters, ed. her Daughter, p.88. 


We made a most delightful visit to Miss 
Joanna Baillie. . . . She talked of Scott 
with a tender enthusiasm that was conta- 
gious, and of Lockhart with a kindness that 
is uncommon when coupled with his name, 
and which seemed only characteristic of 
her benevolence. It is very rare that old 
age, or, indeed, any age, is found so winning 
or agreeable. I do not wonder that Scott, 
in his letters, treats her with more defer- 
ence, and writes to her with more care 
and beauty, than to any other of his cor- 
respondents, however high or titled.— 
TICKNOR, GEORGE, 1838, Journal, April 
7: Infe, Letters and Journals, vol. 11, p. 153. 

She had enjoyed a fame almost without 
parallel,and had outlivedit. She had been 
told every day for years, through every 
possible channel, that she was second only 
to Shakspere,—if second; and then she 
had seen her works drop out of notice so 
that, of the generation who grew up before 
her eyes,not one in a thousand had read a 
line of her plays:—yet was her serenity 
never disturbed, nor her merry humour in 
the least dimmed. I have never lost the 
impression of the trying circumstances of 
my first interview with her, nor of the 
grace, simplicity and sweeetness with 
which she bore them. She was old; and 
she declined dinner-parties ; but she wished 
to meet me, and therefore she 
came to Miss Berry’s to tea,one day when 
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I was dining there. Miss Berry, her con- 
temporary, put her feelings, it seemed to 
me, to a most unwarrantable trial, by de- 
scribing to me, as we three sat together, 
the celebrity of the ‘‘Plays on the Pas- 
sions’’ intheir day. She told me how she 
found on her table, on her return from a 
ball, a volume of plays; and how she 
kneeled on a chair to look at it, and how 
she read on till the servant opened the 
shutters, and let in the daylight of a winter 
morning. She told me how all the world 
raved about the plays; and she held on so 
long that I was in pain for the noble crea- 
ture to whom it must have been irksome 
on the one hand to hear her own praises 
and fame so dwelt upon, and, on the other, 
to feel that we all knew how long that had 
been quite over. But, when I looked up 
at her sweet face, with its composed smile 
amidst the becoming mob cap, I saw that 
she was above pain of either kind.—Mar- 
TINEAU, HARRIET, 1855-77, Autobiog- 
raphy, ed. Chapman, vol, 1, pp. 270, 271. 


She was past fifty when I first saw her, 
and appeared like an old lady to me, then 
in my teens. She dressed like an aged 
person,and with scrupulous neatness. She 
lived with a sister who looked older still, 
because she had not the vivacity of 
Joanna,and was only distinguished for the 
amiability with which she bore being out- 
shone by her more gifted relative. Miss 
Baillie, according ,to the English custom, 
took the title of Mrs. Joanna Baillie, on 
passing her fiftieth birthday. She gave 
the prettiest and the pleasantest dinners, 
and presided at them with peculiar grace 
and tact, always attentive to the wants of 
her guests. She took such pleas- 
ure in writing poetry, and especially in her 
“Plays on the Passions,’’ that she said, 
“Tf no one ever read them, I should find my 
happiness in writing them.’’ Though she 
was young when she left her native land, 
she never lost her Scotch accent. I 
thought it made her conversation only the 
more piquant. She was full of anecdotes 
and curious facts about remarkable 
people. Ionly recollect her telling one 
of Lord Byron being obliged, by politeness, 
to escort her and her sister to the opera, 
and her perceiving that he was provoked 
beyond measure at being there with them, 
and that he made faces as he sat behind 
them.—FarRAR, EuizA, 1866, Recollec- 
tions of Seventy Years, p. 74. 
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Joanna Baillie lived many years at 
Hampstead, in Bolton House, on Windmill 
Hill,a little below the Clock House. Per- 
haps no person of literary distinction ever 
led a more secluded and unambitious life 
so near the metropolis. In the society of 
her sister, Miss Agnes Baillie, she seemed 
to care but little whether the world forgot 
her or not. But of this forgetfulness 
there was no danger. Every man of pre- 
eminent genius delighted to do her honor. 
The last time I saw the poet Rogers he 
was returning from a eall on Joanna 
Baillie.—Howirt, WILLIAM, 1869, The 
Northern Heights of London, Hampstead. 

Of Joanna Baillie too I saw much both 
as a friend and patient. Her gentle 
simplicity, with a Scotch tinge colouring 
it to the end of life, won the admiration 
even of those who knew nothing of her 
power of dramatic poetry. It was pleasant 
to visit her in the quiet house at Hamp- 
stead, in which she lived with her sister 
Agnes. She reached, I think, her ninety- 
second year. Agnes lived to a hundred.— 
HOLLAND, Sir HENRY, 1871, Recollections 
of Past Life, p. 246. 

She was the most sensible of wilful 
geniuses; the most retiring of ‘‘wise’’ 
women ; the most maidenly of experienced 
elderly ladies ; the most tenderly attached 
of daughters and sisters; one of the meek- 
est and most modest of Christians. Joanna 
Baillie’s was anoblesoul. She had a great 
man’s grand guilelessness, rather than a 
woman’s minute and subtle powers of sym- 
pathy ; a man’s shy but unstinted kindness 
and forbearance, rather than a woman’s 
eager but measured cordiality and softness ; 
aman’s modesty in full combination with a 
woman’s delicacy ; and, as if to prove her 
sex beyond mistake, she had, after all, more 
than the usual share of a woman’s te- 
nacity and headstrongness, when the fit was 
upon her. . . Joanna appeared to her 
companions a capable young woman, with 
much decision of character, like her 
mother. Shewasshy amongst strangers, 
but sufficiently frank to her friends; and 
in the midst of her seriousness, she was 
the merriest soul when the fit took her. 
She had quietly written some clever 
Scotch songs, most of them adaptations 
from old ditties. These were already 
sung with glee around many a rustic 
hearth and at many a homely supper- 
table. . . . Joanna was not handsome. 
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. . . Joanna was below the middle height, 
and had the large, statuesque features 
which suit better with a stately figure. 
Years lent these features dignity rather 
than robbed them of grace. There is no 
word of her youthful bloom. She wore her 
hair for many years simply divided and 
braided across her forehead; but the hair 
must have grown low on it from the first, 
and, whether in acrop, or in braids, must 
have nearly concealed the expansive brow, 
which thus lent no relief to the dark gaunt- 
ness of the face. . . . The brows were 
firmly arched. Her mouth was wide, and 
expressed benevolence. Her chin was 
clearly moulded, and slightly projecting. 
—TYTLER, SARAH, AND WATSON, J. L., 
1871, Songstresses of Scotland, vol. 11, pp. 
181, 199, 200. 

Her gentle and lovely life had no inci- 
dent init. She was one of those maiden 
princesses about whom there always 
breathes a soft and exquisite perfume, too 
delicate for common appreciation, of that 
reserved and high virginity, which, never 
reaching to any second chapter of life, 
involves an endless youth.—OLIPHANT, 
MARGARET O. W., 1882, Literary His- 
tory of England, XVII-XIX Century, 
vol. I, p. 272. 

Not handsome, below the middle height, 
with large square features; her hair grew 
low down on her capacious forehead, ber 
grey eyes were large and thoughtful, 
though sometimes humorous, her mouth 
was wide, and her chin slightly projecting. 
Altogether, though her face had little 
beauty, it was frank and _ sensible.— 
HAMILTON, CATHARINE J., 1892, Women 
Writers, First Series, p. 115. 

GENERAL 

Do youremember my speaking to you in 
high terms of a series of plays upon the 
passions of the human mind, which had 
been sent to me last winter by the author? 
I talked to everybody else in the same 
terms of them at the time, anxiously en- 
quiring for the author; but nobody knew 
them, nobody cared for them, nobody 
would listen to me; and at last I un- 
willingly held my tongue, for fear it should 
be supposed that I thought highly of them 
only because they had been sent to me. 
This winter the first question upon every- 
body’s lips is, ‘‘Have you read the series 
of plays??? Everybody talks in the rapt- 
ures (I always thought they deserved) of 
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the tragedies and of the introduction as 
of a new and admirable piece of criticism. 
Sir G. Beaumont, who was with us yester- 
day morning, says he never expected to 
see such tragedies in his days; andC. Fox, 
to whom he had sent them, is in such 
raptures with them, that he has written a 
critique of 5 pages upon the subject to Sir 
George.— Berry, Mary, 1799, Letter, 
March 12); Extracts of the Journals and 
Correspondence of Miss Berry, vol. u, p.88. 


Upon the whole, then, we are pretty 
decidedly of opinion, that Miss Baillie’s 
plan of composing separate plays upon the 
passions, 1s, in so far as it is atall new or 
original, in all respects extremely injudi- 
cious ; and we have been induced to express 
this opinion more fully and strongly, from 
the anxiety that we feel to deliver her 
pleasing and powerful genius from the 
trammels that have been imposed upon it 
by this unfortunate system. It is paying 
no great compliment, perhaps, to her 
talents, to say, that they are superior to 
those of any of her contemporaries among 
the English writers of tragedy; and that, 
with proper management, they bid fair to 
produce something that posterity will not 
allow to be forgotten. We think 
there is no want of genius in this book, 
although there are many errors of judg- 
ment; and are persuaded, that if Miss 
Baillie will relinquish her plan of produc- 
ing twin dramas on each of the passions, 
and consent to write tragedies, without 
any deeper design than that of interesting 
her readers, we shall soon have the satis- 
faction of addressing her with more un- 
qualified praise, than we have yet bestowed 
upon any poetical adventurer.—JEFFREY, 
FRANCIS Lorp, 1803, Miss Baillie’s Plays 
on the Passions, Hdinburgh Review, vol. 2 


if to touch such chord be thine, 
Restore the ancient tragic line, 
And emulate the notes that rung 
From the wild harp, which silent hung 
By silver Avon’s holy shore 
Till twice an hundred years roll’d o’er; 
When she, the bold Enchantress, came, 
With fearless hand and heart on flame, 
From the pale willow snatch’d the treasure, 
And swept it with a kindred measure, 
Till Avon’s swans, while rung the grove 
With Montfort’s hate and Basil’s love, 
Awakening at the inspired strain, 
Deem/’d their own Shakespeare lived again! 
—Scott, Sir WALTER, 1808, Marmion, 
Introduction to Canto iii. 
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I hope Miss Baillie’s thistle will flourish 
longer than those perishable wreaths which 
have hitherto bound the brows of female 
genius. Will you think me extremely 
national when I remark that, though the 
Scottish muse never wore the tragic stole 
until after the Union, no tragedy written 
since that period has kept possession of 
the stage but those of Caledonian origin, 
—Home’s ‘‘Douglas,’’ Thomson’s ‘‘Sigis- 
munda,’’ and Miss Baillie’s Tragedies, 
which do not seem born to die.—GRANT, 
ANNE, 1815, To Miss C. M. Fanshawe, 
Aug. 30; Memoir and Correspondence, vol. 
, p. 83. 
Her tragedies and comedies, one of each 
to illustrate each of the passions, sepa- 
rately, from the rest, are heresies in the 
dramatic art. She is a Unitarian in 
poetry. With her the passions are, like 
the French republic, one and indivisible: 
they are not so in nature, or in Shakspeare. 
Mr. Southey has, I believe, somewhere ex- 
pressed an opinion that the Basil of Miss 
Baillie is superior to Romeo and Juliet. 
I shall not stay to contradict him. On the 
other hand, I prefer her De Montfort, 
which was condemned on the stage, to some 
later tragedies, which have been more 
fortunate—to the Remorse, Bertram, and 
lastly, Fazio.—HAZzLiTT, WILLIAM, 1818, 
Lectures on the English Poets, Lecture viii. 
I well remember when her plays upon 
the ‘‘ Passions’’ first came out, with a meta- 
physical preface. All the world wondered 
and stared at me, who pronounced them 
the work of a woman, although the remark 
was made everyday and everywhere that it 
was a masculine performance. No sooner, 
however, did an unknown girl own the 
work, than the value so fell, her booksellers 
complained tkey could not get themselves 
paid for what they did, nor did their merits 
ever again swell the throat of public ap- 
plause.— Piozz1, Hester Lyncu, 1819, 
Letter to Sir James Fellowes, March 28; 
Autobiography, Letters and Literary Re- 
mains, ed. Hayward, p. 436. 
Sys tragic Baillie stole from Nature’s 
side 

The mantle left by Shakspeare, when he 
died. 

—ELLIOTT, EBENEZER, 18238, Love, bk. i. 


She has created tragedies which Sopho- 
cles—or Euripides—nay, even Alschylus 
himself,might have feared,in competition 
for the crown. Sheis our Tragic Queen; 
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but she belongs to all places as to all 
times ; and Sir Walter truly said—let them 
who dare deny it—that he saw her Genius 
in a sister shape sailing by the side of the 
Swan of Avon. Yet Joanna loves to pace 
the pastoral mead; and then we are made 
to think of the tender dawn, the clear noon, 
and the bright meridian of her life, passed 
among the tall cliffs of the silver Calder, 
and in the lonesome heart of the dark 
Strathaven Muirs.—WILson, Joun, 1831— 
42, An Hour’s Talk About Poetry, Recrea- 
tions of Christopher North. 

She has unfortunately written on a 
theory; for everybody works on a theory 
in this philosophic age. The principal 
purpose of her’s, was to make each play 
subservient to the development of some 
one particular passion. In this way, she 
excluded herself from the legitimate range 
of character, which belongs to the drama; 
nor, indeed, was it possible, with any degree 
of skill, to adhere to her plan, since the 
roles of the subordinate agents must often 
be at variance, and obviously require a 
different play of passion from that of the 
principal character. — Prescott, WIL- 
LIAM HICKLING, 1832, English Literature 
of the Nineteenth Century, North American 
Review, vol. 35, p. 179. 

If Joanna Baillie had known the stage 
practically,she would never have attached 
the importance she does to the develop- 
ment of single passions in single tragedies ; 
and she would have invented more stirring 
incidents to justify the passion of her 
characters, and to give them that air of 
fatality which, though peculiarly predomi- 
nant in the Greek drama, will also be 
found, toa certain extent, in all successful 
tragedies. Instead of this,she contrives to 
make all the passions of her main charac- 
ters proceed from the wilful natures of the 
beings themselves. Their feelings are 
not precipitated by circumstances, like a 
stream down a declivity, that leaps from 
rock to rock; but, for want of incident, 
they seem often like water on a level, with- 
out a propelling impulse. —CAMPBELL, 
THOMAS, 1834, Life of Mrs. Siddons, p.208. 

Read Joanna Baillie’s play of ‘‘Basil,’’ 
which I think can scarcely be made 
pathetic enough for representation; there 
is a stiffness in her style, a want of ap- 
propriateness and peculiarity of expression 
distinguishing each person, that I cannot 
overcome in reading her plays; itis asort 
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of brocaded style,a thick kind of silk that 
has no fall or play—it is not the flexibility 
of nature.—MacrEapy, ‘W. C., 1836, 
Diary, Feb. 16; Reminiscences, ed. Pol- 
lock, p. 369. 

Joanna Baillie is, as you say, ‘‘a glorious 
old lady.”” She has a glorious mind. It 
is impossible for you to admire her more 
than Ido; but one thing I must remark, 
you will see now the whole world of criti- 
cism exalt her to the skies,and not on the 
strength of her own noble intellect, but at 
the expense of every other woman who has 
written tragedy. It is the fashion of 
modern criticism: the idol of the day 
must be the head of a pyramid, erected on 
other men’sfame. . . I never deny 
the wonderful excellence of Joanna Baillie, 
but no one shall persuade me that ‘‘Rienzi’’ 
is not as good as any drama by her.— 
Howitt, Mary, 1886, Letter to Miss Mit- 
ford, Feb. 4; The Friendships of Mary 
Russell Mitford. 

The most remarkable of her works are 
her ‘‘Plays of the Passions,’’ a series in 
which each passion is made the subject of 
a tragedy andacomedy. In the comedies 
she failed completely; they are pointless 
tales in dialogue. Her tragedies, however, 
have great merit, though possessing a 
singular quality for works of such an aim, 
in being without the earnestness and 
abruptness of actual and powerful feeling. 
By refinement and elaboration she makes 
the passions sentiments. She fears to 
distract attention bymultiplying incidents ; 
her catastrophes are approached by the 
most gentle gradations; her dramas are 
therefore slow in action and deficient in 
interest. Her characters possess little 
individuality; they are mere generaliza- 
tions of intellectual attributes, theories 
personified. —GRISWOLD, Rurus W., 1844, 
The Poets and Poetry of England in the 
Nineteenth Century, p. 40. 

The powerful dramatic writer, the 
graceful and witty lyrist.—HowirT, WIL- 
LIAM, 1847, Homes and Haunts of the 
Most Eminent British Poets, vol. u, p. 285. 

Lady revered, our Island’s Tragic Queen. 
—COLERIDGE, HARTLEY, 1850? To Joanna 
Baillie, Sonnet. 

The first woman who won high and un- 
disputed honors in the highest class of 
English poetry. Her tragedies 
have a boldness and grasp of mind,a firm- 
ness of hand, and a resonance of cadence, 
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that scarcely seem within the reach of a 
female writer; while the tenderness and 
sweetness of her heroines—the grace of 
the love-scenes—and the trembling out- 
gushings of sensibility, as in ‘‘Orra,’’ for 
instance, in the fine tragedy on Fear— 
would seem exclusively feminine, if we did 
not know that a true dramatist—as Shak- 
speare or Fletcher—has the wonderful 
power of throwing himself, mind and body, 
into the character that he portrays. That 
Mrs. Joanna is a true dramatist, as well 
as a great poet, I,for one,can never doubt, 
although it has been the fashion to say that 
her plays do not act.—MITFORD, MARY 
RUSSELL, 1851, Recollections of a Literary 
Life, p. 152. 


Her knowledge of the human heart, of 
its wide range for good or evil, of its 
multifarious, changeful, and wayward na- 
ture, was great,and her power of portray- 
ing character has rarely been excelled. 
Her female portraits are especially beauti- 
ful, and possess an unusual degree of eleva- 
tion and purity. But though distinguished 
chiefly for her dramatic writings, her lyric 
and miscellaneous poetry takes a very high 
rank among similar productions of the 
present century. To great simplicity and 
womanly tenderness of feeling, she unites 
at times a conciseness and vigor of expres- 
sion which are not often surpassed.— 
CLEVELAND, CHARLES D., 1853, English 
Interature of the Nineteenth Century, p. 546. 


Unquestionably she was a great writer, 
as strong as a man, but with all the delicate 
purity and sweetness, the instinctive quick- 
ness and fine sensibility, of a woman.— 
SMILES, SAMUEL, 1860, Brief Biographies, 
p. 449. 

Among the works of the numerous 
minor poets, the tragedies of Joanna 
Baillie, with all their faults as plays, are 
noble additions to the literature, and the 
closest approach made in recent times to 
the merit of the old English drama.— 
Botta, ANNE C. Lyncu, 1860, Hand- 
Book of Universal Literature. 


Miss Joanna Baillie was a great friend 
of Mrs. Siddons’s, and wrote expressly for 
her the part of Jane de Montfort, in her 
play of ‘‘De Montfort.’’ The 
peculiar plan upon which she wrote her 
fine plays, making each of them illustrate 
a single passion, was in a great measure 
the cause of their unfitness for the stage. 


BAILLIE 


“De Montfort,’’ which has always been 
considered the most dramatic of them, had 
only a very partial success, in spite of its 
very great poetical merit and consider- 
able power of passion, and the favorable 
circumstance that the two principal char- 
acters in it were represented by the emi- 
nent actors for whom the authoress origin- 
ally designed them. In fact, though 
Joanna Baillie selected and preferred the 
dramatic form for her poetical composi- 
tions, they are wanting in the real dramatic 
element, resemblance to life and human 
nature, and are infinitely finer as poems 
than plays. — KEMBLE, FRANCES ANN, 
1879, Records of a Girlhood, p. 349. 

Joanna Baillie’s dramas are ‘‘nice’’ and 
rather dull; now and then she can write 
a song with the ease and sweetness that 
suggest Shakespearian echoes. But Scott’s 
judgment was obviously blinded by his just 
and warm regard for Joanna Baillie her- 
self. —HuTTON, RICHARD HoLt, 1879, Sir 
Walter Scott (English Men of Letters), 
Daoles 


In reading Joanna Baillie’s poetry we 
find her to possess a quickness of observa- 
tion that nearly supplies the place of in- 
sight; a strongly moralised temperament 
delighting in natural things; a vigorous, 
simple style. These are not especially 
dramatic qualities, and although she won 
her reputation through her plays, the 
poetry by which she is remembered is 
chiefly of a pastoral kind. Few 
women possess the faculty of construc- 
tion, and Joanna Baillie was not one of 
these; nor had she qualities rare enough 
to cover the sins of a wandering story. 
Even in the revelation of a passion she is 
more occupied with the moral to be in- 
ferred than with the feeling itself, and 
few of her dramatis persone are more than 
the means to bring the moral to its con- 
clusion. . . . Her country songs, written 
in the language of her early home, have the 
best qualities of Scottish national poetry ; 
their simplicity, their cautious humour, 
endeared them at once to the national 
heart; they have the shrewdness and the 
freshness of the morning airs, the homeli- 
ness of unsophisticated feeling. Such 
songs as ‘‘Woo’d and Married and a’,”’ 
“‘The weary pund o’ Tow,’’ ‘‘My Nanny 
O,’’ and the lovely trysting song begin- 
ning ‘‘The gowan glitters on the sward,’’ 
are among the treasures of Scottish 
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minstrelsy.—RoBINnson, A. Mary F., 1880, 
The English Poets, ed. Ward, vol. Iv. 

That she was superior to many men of 
her time is no reason for claiming for her 
an approach to the circle of the greatest : 
and to name her with Wordsworth or with 
Coleridge would be folly, although there is 
now and then a Shakspearian melody in 
her blank verse which pleased the general 
ear more than the stronger strain of the 
‘‘Excursion,’’ and stood no unfavorable 
comparison with the diction of Coleridge’s 
dramas.—OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. W., 
1882, Literary History of England, X VIII- 
XIX Century, vol. u, p. 271. 

As a song-writer, Joanna Baillie is rarely 
impassioned, but she is always hearty and 
sympathetic. Her humour isfull-fiavoured, 
and her pathos is natural if it is not 
deep. —Rosertson, Eric S., 1888, English 
Poetesses, p. 174. 

It will always be a delightful contem- 
plation to the student of literary history, 
that the Scottish lady who made her ideal 
figures tread the stage with all the grace 
of a Sophocles and the majesty of a Cor- 
neille, could at the same time give utter- 
ance to the kindliest and gentlest of human 
feelings, with all the sly humour and 
shrewd merriment that belong to a master- 
piece of Scottish song. In this double 
form of presentation she, like Burns and 
Scott, was bilingual in the noblest sense: 
while she held converse on an equal plat- 
form with the first masters of the noble 
English tongue, she could at the same time 
address the meanest peasant of her native 
land in the musical and expressive speech 
which they had imbibed with their 
mother’s milk; and verily she has had her 
reward. Her plays will win the admiration 
‘of the few; her songs warm the hearts of 
the many.—BLACKIE, JOHN STUART, 1889, 
Scottish Song, p. 97. 

She out-distances Hannah Moreinasmuch 
as her works, if somewhat ponderous, are 
yet interesting and full of dramatic feel- 
ing, and their occasional harshness is re- 
freshing after the frequent mawkish com- 
monplaces of her predecessors. —SHARP, 
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ELIZABETH A., 1890, Women Poets of the 
Victorian Era, Preface, p. xxiv. 

Heartiness is one of the gifts most 
essential toa song-writer. Joanna Baillie 
had the gift. Of all English women-poets, 
she speaks in accents least easily distin- 
guishable from a man’s. The songs 
‘‘Woo’dand Married an’ a ,’’ and ‘‘Saw ye 
Johnny comin’ ’’ (the best of them all), 
and ‘‘Fy let us a’ to the Wedding,’’ were, 
in her own phrase, ‘‘Auld Songs new 
Buskit.”’ But she made them her own— 
even as Burns made so many an old ditty 
his own—by skilful verbal changes, by 
refining their tone without lessening their 
spontaneity and pith. Her fame has 
suffered a sad eclipse since Sir Walter 
deemed her ‘‘the immortal Joanna,’’ and 
paid high tribute to her in the introduc- 
tion to the third canto of ‘‘Marmion.’’ 
But while her dramas are never to be 
revived and seldom, very seldom to be 
read, her vigorous, bracing, hearty lyrical 
work endures, and will endure.—WHYTE, 
WALTER, 1892, The Poets and the Poetry 
of the Century, Jounna Baillie to Mathilde 
Blind, ed. Miles, p. 4. 

Her ‘‘natural’’ language is often as in- 
sipid as Wordsworth’s, but not so crude, 
her passion has an air of being rather 
forced upon her characters in compliance 
with her program than elicited from their 
circumstances. She had talent, grace, 
eloquence; and generous fellow-country- 
men, like Scott and Wilson, hailed a new 
Shakespeare in ‘‘our Joanna,’’ while more 
cautious ones, like Jeffrey and Campbell, 
pointed out her lack of the fundamental 
nerve and sinew of tragedy.—HERFORD, 
C. H., 1897, The Age of Wordsworth. 

She had some ‘poetic faculty; but her 
‘Plays on the Passions’’ (1768 and later) 
and others, though admired at the time, and 
somtimes acted, are neither great dramas 
nor great literature, the author never seem- 
ing quite to know whether she is writing 
for the theatre or the study, and not pro- 
ducing the best things for either.— 
SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1898, A Short His- 
tory of English Literature, p. 641. 


John James Audubon 
1780-1851 


Born near New Orleans, May 4, 1780: died at New York, Jan. 27, 1851. 


A noted 


American ornithologist,of French descent, chiefly celebrated for his drawings of birds. 
He was educated in France, where he was pupil of the painter David, and on his return 
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JOHN JAMES AUDUBON 


to the United States made various unsuccessful attempts to establish himself in busi- 


ness in New York, Louisville, and New Orleans. 


His time was chiefly devoted to his 


favorite study, in the pursuit of which he made long excursions on foot through the 


United States. 


subscription, the price of each copy being $1,000. : i 
His ‘‘Quadrupeds of America’’ (chiefly by John 


thological Biography’’ (5 volumes). 


His chief work, the ‘‘Birds of America,’’ was published, 1827-30, by 


In 1831-39 he published ‘‘Orni- 


Bachman and Audubon’s sons) appeared 1846-54.—Smiru, BENJAMIN H., ed., 1894-97, 


The Century Cyclopedia of Names, p. 94. 
PERSONAL 


I cannot help thinking Mr. Audubon a 
dishonest man. Why did he make you 
believe that he was a man of property? 
How is it his circumstances have altered 
so suddenly? IntruthI donot believe you 
fit to deal with the world, or at least the 
American world.—KBATS, JOHN, 1819, 
Letter to George Keats, Sept. 17; The Poet- 
ical Works and other Writings of John 
Keats, ed. Forman, vol. tv, p. 5. 


He is the greatest artist in his own walk 
that ever lived,and cannot fail to reap the 
reward of his genius and perseverance and 
adventurous zeal in his own beautiful 
branch of natural history, both infame and 
fortune. The man himself—whom I have 
had the pleasure of frequently meeting — 
is just what you would expect from his 
works, —full of fine enthusiasm and intel- 
ligence—most interesting in looks and 
manners—a perfect gentleman—and es- 
teemed by all who know him for the sim- 
plicity and frankness of his nature.—WIL- 
SON, JOHN, 1827, Noctes Ambrosiane, Jan. 


At the Academy of Natural Sciences to- 
day Dr. Morton introduced me to the justly- 
celebrated Audubon, so well known by his 
great work on ornithology. He is a man 
of fifty, with the countenance of a bird, 
having a projecting forehead, a sunken 
black eye, a parrot nose, and a long pro- 
truding chin, combined with an expression 
bold and eagle-like.—BreEcK, SAMUEL, 
1839, Note-Book, Nov. 16; Recollections, 
ed. Scudder, p. 260. 


With gun, knapsack, and drawing ma- 
terials, he traversed the dark forests and 
pestiferous fens, sleeping beneath the 
broad canopy of heaven, procuring food 
with his rifle, and cooking it when hunger 
demanded appeasement, and undergoing, 
day after day, the greatest fatigues and 
privations. For months and years he 
thus wandered, from the shores of the Gulf 
of Mexico to the rocky coasts of Labrador, 
studying and preserving, with no other 
motive than the gratification of a great 


controlling passion.—LOossING, BENSON 
J., 1855-86, Eminent Americans, p. 272. 
His love of nature was not philosophic, 
like that of Wordsworth, nor scientific, like 
that of Humboldt,nor adventurous, like that 
of Boone ; but special and artistic—circum- 
stances, rather than native idiosyncrasy, 
made him a naturalist; and his knowledge 
was by no means so extensive in this regard 
as that of others less known to fame. 
But few men have indulged so genuine alove 
of nature for her own sake, and found such 
enjoyment in delineating one of the most 
poetical and least explored departments of 
her boundless kingdom. To the last his 
special ability, as an artistic naturalist, 
was unapproached; and, while one of his 
sons drew the outline,and another painted 
the landscape, or the foreground, it was his 
faithful hand that, with a steel-pen, made 
the hairy coat of the deer, or, with a fine 
pencil, added the exquisite plumage to the 
sea-fowl’s breast. His high- 
arched brow, dark-gray eye, and vivacious 
temperament, marked him as fitted by 
nature to excel in action as well as thought 
—a destiny which his pursuits singularly 
realized. There was something bird-like 
in the very physiognomy of Audubon, in 
the shape and keenness of his eye, the 
aquline form of the nose, and a certain 
piercing and vivid expression when ani- 
mated. He was thoroughly himself only 
amid the freedomand exuberance of nature; 
the breath of the woods exhilarated and 
inspired him; he was more at ease under 
a canopy of boughs than beneath gilded 
cornices, and felt a necessity to be within 
sight either of the horizon or thesea. In- 
deed, so prevailing was this appetite for 
nature, if we may so call it, that from the 
moment the idea of his last-projected 
expedition was abandoned, —in accordance 
with the urgent remonstrances of his 
family, mindful of his advanced age, —he 
began to droop,and the force and concen- 
tration of his intellect visibly declined. — 
TUCKERMAN, Henry T., 1857, Essays, 
Biographical and Critical, pp. 305, 309. 


JOHN JAMES AUDUBON 


The interval of about three years which 
passed between the time of Audubon’s re- 
turn from the West and the period when his 
mind began to fail, was a short and sweet 
twilight to his adventurous career. His 
habits were simple. Rising aimost with 
the sun, he proceeded to the woods to view 
his feathered favorites till the hour at 
which the family usually breakfasted, ex- 
cept when he had drawing to do, when he 
sat closely to his work. After breakfast 
he drew till noon and then took a long 
walk. At nine in the evening he gener- 
ally retired. He was nowan old man,and 
the fire which had burned so steadily in 
his heart was going out gradually. Yet 
there are but few things in his life more 
interesting and beautiful than the tranquil 
happiness he enjoyed in the bosom of his 
family, with his two sons and their children 
under the same roof, in the short interval 
between his return from his last earthly 
expedition, and the time when his sight 
and mind began to grow dim, until mental 
gloaming settled on him, before the night 
of death came. His loss of sight 
was quite peculiar in its character. His 
glasses enabled him to see objects and to 
read, long after his eye was unable to find 
a focus on the canvas. The first day he 
found that he could not adjust his glasses 
so as to enable him to work at the accus- 
tomed distance from the object before 
him, he drooped. Silent, patient sorrow 
filled his broken heart. From that time 
his wife never left him; she read to him, 
walked with him, and toward the last she 
fed him.—AUvDUBON, Mrs. JOHN J., 1869, 
The Life of John James Audubon, pp. 
435, 486. 


Surrounded by his large family, includ- 
ing his devoted wife, his two sons with 
their wives, and quite a troop of grand- 
children, his enjoyment of life seemed to 
leave to him little to desire. He was 
very fond of the rising generation, and 
they were as devoted in their affectionate 
regards for him. He seemed to enjoy to 
the utmost each moment of time, content 
at last to submit to an inevitable and well- 
earned leisure, and to throw upon his 
gifted sons his uncompleted tasks. A 
pleasanter scene or a more interesting 
household it has never been the writer’s 
good fortune to witness. Five years 
afterward the spirit of its great master 
had taken its final flight. The ‘‘American 
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Woodsman,’’ the unequalled painter, the 
gifted historian of nature, had died as he 
had lived, surrounded by all that 
‘Should accompany old age, 

As honor, love, obedience, troops of friends.’’ 
—BREWER, THOMAS M., 1880, Reminis- 
cences of John James Audubon, Harper’s 
Magazine, vol. 61, p. 675. 


He was avery simple man,a little rough 
in appearance, with long shaggy black hair, 
and the most piercing eyes I ever saw,— 
real eagle eyes. HEALY, GEORGE P. A., 
1894, Reminiscences of a Portrait Painter, 
p. 204, 

GENERAL 

That work, while it reflects such great 
credit on our country, and contributes so 
largely to the advancement of one of the 
most delightful departments of science, is 
likely, from the extreme expense attendant 
upon it, to repay but poorly the indefati- 
gable labor of a lifetime. The high price 
necessarily put on the copies of Mr. 
Audubon’s magnificent work places it be- 
yond the means of the generality of private 
individuals. It is entitled therefore to 
the especial countenance of our libraries 
and various other public institutions. It 
appears to me, that the different depart- 
ments in Washington ought each to have 
a copy deposited in their libraries or 
archives.—IRVING, WASHINGTON, 1886, 
Letter to Martin Van Buren, Oct. 19; 
Life of John James Audubon, ed. his Widow, 
p. 395. 


It is the kingdom of birds, an unknown 
world, which lives in these beautiful en- 
gravings. The text is worthy of the 
plates; it is not a cold analysis nor a 
pompous description, but the romance of 
this winged people which the author has 
studied in their retreats. He communi- 
cates the love of birds to the reader. 
Audubon mingles his own history, with 
that of his favorites; he associates you in 
his adventures; he gives gratefully the 
names of all who helped him in his work. 
You cross with him those vast American 
landscapes. You follow the course of 
those gigantic streams, whose immense 
floods gather on their way the brooks of 
the same continent, and roll the mingled 
waters to the main. Sometimes Audubon 
travels alone; sometimes his wife and 
children accompany him. Let us hear 
him; or rather, travel with him. 

We will not insult the reader by any 
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comments upon these beautiful pages; 
they are animated by a true sentiment ; this 
pure and vivid coloring, this simple and 
ardent tone; this inimitable conviction 
show the happiest genius. Audubon 
writes as he sees, under the dictates of his 
personalimpressions. . . . Audubon 
has not only understood this harmony, in 
the midst of which he has lived, and where- 
of the music has re-echoed in the very 
deeps of his soul; but he has reproduced 
it in a style admirable for its simplicity, 
full of savor, of sap, of eloquence, and of 
sobriety. It is his glory! More varied 
than Irving; more brilliant and pure than 
Fenimore Cooper, with him ceases what 
we may call the first literary epoch of 
the United States. —CHASLES, PHILARETE, 
1852, Anglo-American Literature and 
Manners, pp. 67, 73, 93. 


The great naturalist of America, John 
James Audubon, left behind him, in his 
“Birds of America”’ and ‘‘Ornithological 
Biography,’’ a magnificent monument of 
his labors, which through life were devoted 
to the illustration of the natural history of 
hisnative country. His grand work on the 
Biography of Birds is quite unequaled for 
the close observation of the habits of birds 
and animals which it displays, its glow- 
ing pictures of American scenery,and the 
enthusiastic love of nature which breathes 
throughout its pages. The sunshine and 
the openair, the dense shade of the forest, 
and the boundless undulations of the 
prairies, the roar of the sea beating against 
the rock-ribbed shore, the solitary wilder- 
ness of the Upper Arkansas, the savannas 
of the South, the beautiful Ohio, the vast 
Mississippi, and the green steeps of the 
Alleghanies,—all were as familiar to 
Audubon as his own home. The love of 
birds, of flowers, of animals, —the desire to 
study their habits in their native retreats, 
—haunted him like a passion from his 
earliest years, and he devoted almost his 
entire life to the pursuit. While 
you read Audubon’s books, you feel that 
you are in the society of no ordinary 
naturalist. Hverything he notes down is 
the result of his own observation. Nature, 
not books, has been his teacher. You feel 
the fresh air blowing in your face, scent the 
odor of the prairie-flowers and the autumn- 
woods, and hear the roar of the surf along 
the sea-shore.— SMILES, SAMUEL, 1860, 
Brief Biographies, pp. 98, 100. 
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With those whose privilege it was to 
know the Naturalist,so full of fine enthusi- 
asm and intelligence; with so much sim- 
plicity of character, frankness and genius, 
he will continue to live in their memories, 
though ‘‘with the buried gone ;’’ while to 
the artistic, literary, and scientific world, 
he has left an imperishable name that is 
not in the keeping of history alone. Long 
after the bronze statue of the naturalist 
that we hope soon to see erected in the 
Central Park, shall have been wasted and 
worn beyond recognition, by the winds and 
rains of Heaven; while the towering and 
snow-covered peak of the Rocky Mountains 
known as Mount Audubon, shall rear its 
lofty head among the clouds; while the 
little wren chirps about our homes, and 
the robin and reed-bird sing in the green 
meadows; while the melody of the mock- 
ing-bird is heard in the cypress swamps of 
Louisiana, or the shrill scream of the eagle 
on the frozen shores of the Northern seas, 
the name of John James Audubon, the 
gifted Artist, the ardent lover of Nature, 
and the admirable writer will live in the 
hearts of his grateful countrymen.— 
WILSON, JAMES GRANT, 1869, The Life of 
John James Audubon, Introduction, p. v. 

Audubon’s work not only won for him- 
self universal renown but gave to the study 
of ornithology a new impulse, under which 
it has since made prodigious advances. It 
is difficult to say which is most fascinat- 
ing, his pictures of the birds, which were 
manifestly drawn with a loving hand, or 
his description of their habits and of his 
solitary rambles in studying them.—Hart, 
JOHN §., 1872, A Manual of American 
Interature, p. 121. 


His ‘‘Birds of America’’ is a monument 
of genius and industry; the designs are 
exquisite, every bird appearing with its 
native surroundings. Nor are they merely 
correct in form and color; on the con- 
trary, they are shown in characteristic 
attitudes or in natural motion, and every 
figure is instinct with life. The letter- 
press descriptions mostly concern us. 
They are simply perfect, equally removed 
from the insipidity of a so-called ‘‘popu- 
lar’’ style and from the scientific dryness 
that usually marks the mere naturalist. 
His own personal adventures are modestly 
told, and give a rare charm to the work. 
It will readily be imagined that it is very 
difficult to make selections that will do 
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justice to such an author. Scattered 
through his volumes are many touches of 
nature and hints of scenery that are in- 
imitable—especially because they are the 
unconscious utterances of a soul highly 
susceptible to beauty, and without the 
least vain desire of parading its emotions. 
—UNDERWOOD, FRANCIS H.,1872, A Hand- 
— Book of English Literature, American 
Authors, p. 68. 

If he had not the tongue or pen of the 
poet, certainly had the eye and ear and 
heart—‘‘the fluid and attaching charac- 
ter—’’ and the singleness of purpose, the 
enthusiasm, the unworldliness, the love, 
that characterizes the true and divine race 
of bards.—BuURROUGHS, JOHN, 1873, The 
Birds of the Poets, Scribner’s Monthly, vol. 
6, p. 555. 

I use ‘‘great’’ advisedly. He was great 
—a great dilettante—impostor,—a mere 
easy-chair Naturalist compared with Alex- 
ander Wilson.—GROSART, ALEXANDER B., 
1876,ed.,The Poems and Literary Prose of 
Alexander Wilson, Essay, vol. Ul, p.Xxxvii. 

In reading Audubon’s books you feel the 
fresh air blowing in your face, scent the 
odour of the prairie flowers and autumn 
woods, or hear the surging of the sea. He 
takes you into the squatter’s hut, in the 
lowly swamp, where he tells the story of 
the woodcutter’s pioneer life; or he sallies 
out, into the night to hunt the conger, and 
when daylight returns he invokes the fairy 
singers of the woods to your listening ear. 
—SAUNDERS, FREDERICK, 1887, The Story 
of Some Famous Books, p. 148. 

With extraordinary enthusiasm, he car- 
ried out his great enterprise of describing 
the habits and executing colored portraits 
of the birds of America. Most of these 
portraits are of life size,and are accurate 
in every detail. The letter-press of the 
gigantic volumes is not only scientifically 
valuable, but is written in a glowing and 
attractive style. — HAWTHORNE, JULIAN, 
AND LeMMON, LEONARD, 1891, American 
Literature, p. 300. 

For more than half a century he followed 
with almost religious devotion a beautiful 
and elevated pursuit, enlarging its bound- 
aries by his discoveries, and illustrating its 
objects by his art. In all climates and in 
all weathers, scorched by tropic suns and 
frozen by arctic colds; now diving fear- 
lessly into the densest forests and now 
wandering alone over desolate prairies, far 
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beyond the haunts of civilization, and fre- 
quented only by savage beasts or more 
savage men; in perils, in difficulties and 
in doubt; listening only to the music of 
the birds and the lofty inspirations of his 
own thoughts, he kept for a lifetime on an 
original path, which to some seemed 
chimerical and to others utterly useless, 
until in the later years and fading twilight 
of his days his efforts were crowned with 
success. The records of man’s endeavor 
contain few nobler examples of strength 
of purpose and indefatigable zeal. : 
It was impossible, in turning over the 
leaves of his large book, or in looking at 
the collection which he exhibited at the 
Lyceum Hall, not to imbibe some of his 
own enthusiasm for birds. One was made 
to feel that they were in some way nearer 
to our affections than any of the other 
animal tribes. This recognition 
of Audubon was late, but all the more 
honorable in that it bears witness of the 
fact that Time, which rapidly obliterates 
the highest and the fairest fames, has yet 
a corner on its tablets which it does not 
always touch with its winnowing wings, 
or touches only to waft awav the gathered 
dust, and render the record more bright 
and clear.—GopwWIN, PARKE, 1894, Com- 
memorative Addresses, pp. 150, 185, 191. 

His style in writing is pure, vivid, and so 
clear as to place before us the very thing 
or event described. The accounts of his 
travels and of the adventures he met with 
in his search for his birds and animals are 
very natural and picturesque; and they 
show also his own fine nature and attrac- 
tive character.—MANLY, LOUISE, 1895, 
Southern Literature, p. 155. 

The journals of this trip are of surpass- 
ing interest. To the historian and student 
of Americana they furnish glimpses of 
early frontier life, and notes, interspersed 
with prophetic visions, of commerce and 
conditions along the Missouri River; to 
the ethnologist they give truthful pictures 
of the appearance, dress, and character 
of the Indians; to the naturalist they offer 
entertaining accounts of the discovery and 
habits of new or little known species, of 
the abundance and manner of hunting 
wolves, buffaloes, and other big game, and 
observations concerning the former ranges 
of animals no longer found in the region. 
—Merriam, C. H., 1898, Audubon, The 
Nation, vol. 66, p. 152. 
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Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley 
1797-1851 


[Daughter of William Godwin]. Born,in London, 30 Aug. 1797. Met Shelley, 1814. 
Eloped to Continent with him, 28 July 1814; returned, Sept. 1814. _ Married to Shelley, 
after his wife’s suicide, 30 Dec. 1816. Lived at Marlow, 1817-18. To ltaly, on 
account of Shelley’s health, March 1818; he was drowned there, 8 July 1822. She 
returned to London, 1823; devoted herself to literature. Travelled on Continent, 
1840, 1842-48. Died, in London, 21 Feb. 1851. Buried in Bournemouth Churchyard. 
Works: ‘‘History of a Six Weeks’ Tour through a Part of France, etc.”’ (with her 
husband; anon.), 1817; ‘‘Frankenstein’’ (anon.), 1818; ‘‘Valperga’’ (anon.), 1823; 
“The Last Man’’ (anon.), 1826; ‘‘The Fortunes of Perkin Warbeck’’ (anon.), 1830; 
“‘Lodore’’ (anon.), 1835; ‘‘Falkner’’ (anon.), 1887; ‘‘Lives of the most Eminent, 
Literary, and Scientific Men of France’’ (anon.; 2 vols.), 1838-89; ‘Rambles in 
Germany and Italy’’ (2 vols.), 1844. Posthumous : ‘The Choice,’’ ed. by H. B. Forman 
(priv. ptd.), 1876. She edited: Shelley’s ‘‘Posthumous Poems’’ [1824]; ‘‘Poetical 
Works,’’ 1839; ‘‘Hssays, etc.,’” 1840. Collected Works: ‘‘Tales and Stories,’’ ed. by 


R. Garnett, 1891. 


Life: ‘‘Life and Letters,’’ by F. A. Marshall, 1889.—Suarp, R. 


FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 254. 


PERSONAL 

And what art thou? I know, but dare not 
speak: 

Time may interpret to his silent years. 

Yet in the paleness of thy thoughtful cheek, 

And in thé light thine ample forehead wears, 

And in thy sweetest smiles, and in thy tears, 

And in thy gentle speech, a prophecy 

Is whispered, to subdue my fondest fears: 

eee through thine eyes, even in thy soul 

see 

A lamp of festal fire burning internally. 

They say that thou wert lovely from thy 
birth, 

Of glorious parents thou aspiring child. 

I wonder not—for One then left this earth 

Whose life was like a setting planet mild, 

Which clothed thee in the radiance undefiled 

Of its departing glory; still her fame 

Shines on thee, through the tempests dark 
and wild 

Which shake these latter days; and thou 
canst claim 

The shelter, from thy sire, of an immortal 
name. 

—SHELLEY, Percy ByssHE, 1817, The 

Revolt of Islam, Dedication. 


Mrs. Shelley was, I have been told, the 
intimate friend of my son in the lifetime 
of his first wife, and to the time of her 
death, and in no small degree, as 1 suspect, 
estranged my son’s mind from his family, 
and all his first duties in life; with that 
impression on my mind, I cannot agree with 
your Lordship that, though my son was 
unfortunate, Mrs. Shelley is innocent: on 
the contrary,[ think that her conduct was 
the very reverse of what it ought to have 
been, and I must, therefore, decline all in- 
terference in matters in which Mrs. 


Shelley is interested.—SHELLEY, SIR 
TimotHy, 18238, Letter to Lord Byron, 
Feb. 6; The Life and Letters of Mary Woll- 
pg Shelley, ed. Marshall, vol. u, 


At the time I am speaking of Mrs. 
Shelley was twenty-four. Such a rare 
pedigree of genius was enough to interest 
me in her, irrespective of her own merits 
as an authoress. The most striking 
feature in her face was her calm, grey 
eyes; she was rather under the English 
standard of woman’s height,very fair and 
light-haired, witty, social and animated in 
the society of friends, though mournful in 
solitude; like Shelley, though in a minor 
degree, she had the power of expressing 
her thoughts in varied and appropriate 
words, derived from familiarity with the 
works of our vigorous old writers. Neither 
of them used obsolete or foreign words. 
This command of our language struck me 
the more as contrasted with the scanty 
vocabulary used by ladies in society, in 
which a score of poor hackneyed phrases 
suffice to express all that is felt or con- 
sidered proper to reveal.—TRELAWNY, 
EDWARD JOHN, 1858~78, Records of Shel- 
ley, Byron and the Author, p. 15. 

Genial, gentle, sympathetic, thoughtful 
and matured in opinion beyond her years, 
for she was then but twenty-nine; es- 
sentially liberal in politics, ethics, and 
theology, indeed, yet devoid alike of stiff 
prejudice against the old or ill-considered 
prepossession in favor of the new; and, 
above all, womanly, in the best sense, in 
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every sentiment and instinct; she im- 
pressed me also as a person with warm 
social feelings, dependent for happiness on 
loving encouragement; needing a guiding 
and sustaininghand. . . . Inperson, 
she was of middle height and graceful 
figure. Her face, though not regularly 
beautiful, was comely and spiritual, of 
winning expression, and with a look of 
inborn refinement as well as culture. It 
had a touch of sadness when at rest; yet 
when it woke up in animated conversation, 
one could see that underneath there was 
a bright, cheerful, even playful nature, at 
variance, I thought, with depressing cir- 
cumstances and isolated position. —OwEN, 
RoBerT DALE, 1874, Threading My Way, 
p. 822. 

Her well-shaped, golden-haired head, 
almost always a little bent and drooping; 
her marble-white shoulders and arms 
statuesquely visible in the perfectly plain 
black velvet dress, which the customs of 
that time [1824] allowed to be cut low, and 
which her own taste adopted (for neither 
she nor her sister-in-sorrow ever wore 
the conventional ‘‘widow’s weeds’’ and 
‘“widow’s cap’’); her thoughtful, earnest 
eyes; her short upper lip and intellectu- 
ally curved mouth, with a certain close- 
compressed and decisive expression while 
she listened, and a relaxation into fuller 
redness and mobility when speaking; her 
exquisitely formed, white, dimpled, small 
hands, with rosy palms, and plumply com- 
mencing fingers, that tapered into tips as 
slender and delicate as those in a Vandyke 
portrait.—CLARKE, MARy CowDgEn, 1878, 
Recollections of Writers. 

A spirit akin to that of Greek tragedy 
informs the double story of mother and 
daughter. Mary Godwin inherited her 
fate. The peculiar reverence in which she 
must necessarily have held the mother who 
had died to give her life, the implicit con- 
fidence with which she must have received 
that mother’s doctrines, and set forth in 
her life and preserved in her books, —this 
was the strongest determining influence in 
the life of the girl, Mary Godwin. When, 
at the age of seventeen, she unhesitatingly 
plighted her faith to a man already bound 
by the laws of society to another, there is 
significance in the fact that their hands 
were clasped over her mother’s grave—the 
spot which a woman of opposite traditions 
must have shunned with shame at such a 
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moment. That sacred place seemed fittest 
for the strange betrothal of Mary Godwin, 
who had no doubt that the mother who 
there slept would have smiled upon the 
lovers. Censure of this step has properly 
no place in a sketch of Mary Godwin 
Shelley; the entire responsibility rests 
with Shelley and her parents; her action 
was simply an inevitable result.—Cong, 
HELEN GRAY, AND GILDER, JEANNETTE L.., 
1887, Pen-Portraits of Literary Women, 
vol. I, p. 109. 

From the time of her union with him 
[Shelley] Mary had been his consoler, his 
cherished love, all the dearer to him for 
the thought that she was dependent on him 
and only on him for comfort and support, 
and enlightenment of mind; but yet she 
was a child, —a clever child, —sedate and 
thoughtful beyond her years, and full of 
true womanly devotion,—but still one 
whose first and only acquaintance with the 
world had been made by coming violently 
into collision with it, a dangerous experi- 
ence, and hardening, especially if pro- 
longed. From the time of her marriage 
a maturer, mellower tone is perceptible 
throughout her letters and writings, as 
though, the unnatural strain removed, and, 
above all, intercourse with her father 
restored, she glided naturally and imper- 
ceptibly into the place Nature intended 
her to fill, as responsible woman and wife, 
with social as well as domestic duties to 
fulfill.—MARSHALL, Mrs. JULIAN, 1889, 
The Life and Letters of Mary Wollstone- 
craft Shelley, vol. 1, p. 184. 

Who, in truth, can remember without 
profound sympathy, I had almost said, 
without tears, that sorrowful letter which 
Mary Shelley, the desolate widow, wrote 
on the 15th of August, 1822, to Mrs. 
Gisborne telling the story of those days of 
agony? The terrible drama of which those 
two women, Mrs. Shelley, and Mrs. Wil- 
liams foresaw the end,is narrated with so 
true, so natural a crescendo of horror and 
of pathos as might move even the author 
of ‘‘The Real Shelley,’’ if certain critics 
condescended to possess hearts. If no 
more were known of Shelley’s beloved com- 
panion, this letter would be enough to 
prove how worthy she was to be invoked as 
“‘Mine own heart’s home,”’ as he calls 
her in the dedication of the ‘‘Revolt of 
Islam,’’ in which he says: ‘‘Through 
thine eyes, even in thy soul I see, a lamp 
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of vestal fire burning internally.”’ ‘‘The 
days pass,’’ she writes after the ter- 
rible event, ‘‘pass one after another, 
and we still live. ‘Adonais’ is not Keats’ 
elegy but his very own.’’ Who knows 
how often she read, and re-read it in those 
twenty-nine long years during which she 
outlived him, widowed vestal of her one 
and only love? The proof is found ina 
copy of the Pisan edition of this poem, 
that she possessed, where after her death 
a tiny silken sack was found among the 
pages, containing ashes, taken by her from 
his funeral urn.—BraGi, Guipo, 1891-98, 
The Last Days of Percy Bysshe Shelley, 
p. 2. 


It was Mary Wollstonecraft Godwin who 
awoke in Shelley such a burst of song that 
men yet listen to its cadence. It was she 
who gave his soul wings: her gentle spirit 
blending with his made music that has 
enriched the world. Without her he was 
fast beating out his life against the bars 
of unkind condition, but together they 
worked and sang. All of his best lines 
were recited to her, all were weighed in 
the critical balances of her woman’s judg- 
ment. She it was who first wrote it out, 
and then gaveitback. Together they re- 
vised; and after he had passed on, she it 
was who collected the scattered leaves, 
added the final word,and gave us the book 
we call ‘‘Shelley’s Poems.’’—HUBBARD, 
ELBERT, 1897, Little Journeys to Homes 
of Famous Women, p. 401. 


FRANKENSTEIN 
1818 

When we have thus admitted that 
‘‘Frankenstein” has passages which appall 
the mind and make the flesh creep, we have 
given it all the praise (if praise it can be 
called) which we dare to bestow. Our 
taste and our judgment alike revolt at this 
kind of writing, and the greater the ability 
with which it may be executed the worse 
it is.—Scort, Sir WALTER, 1818, Frank- 
enstein, Quarterly Review, vol. 18, p. 385. 


How changed is the taste of verse, 
prose, and painting, since le bon vieux 
temps, dear madam! Nothing attracts us 
but what terrifies, and is within—¢@f within 
—a hair’s breadth of positive disgust. 
Some of the strange things they write re- 
mind me of Squoire Richard’s visit to the 
Tower Menagerie, when he says: ‘‘Odd, 
they are pure grim devils,’’—particularly 
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a wild and hideous tale called ‘‘Franken- 
stein.’’—Piozz1, HesTeR LYNCH (THRALB), 
1818, Letter to Mme. D’Arblay, Diary and 
Letters of Mme. D’ Arblay, ed. Woolsey. 

Your talents are truly extraordinary. 
‘Frankenstein’ is universally known, and 
though it can never be a book for vulgar 
reading, is everywhere respected. It is the 
most wonderful work to have been written 
at twenty years of age that I ever heard of. 
You are now five and twenty, and, most 
fortunately, you have pursued a course of 
reading, and cultivated your mind in a 
manner the most admirably adapted to 
make you a great and successful author. 
If you cannot be independent, who should 
be?—GoDWIN, WILLIAM, 1823, Letter to 
Mrs. Shelley, Feb. 18; Life and Letters of 
Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley, ed. Marshall, 
vol. I, p. 68. 

He madesomeamends for his indifference 
to Shelley, by his admiration of Mrs. Shel- 
ley’s ‘‘Frankenstein,’? which he thought 
the most extraordinary realisation of the 
idea of a being out of nature which had 
ever been effected.—TALFOURD, THOMAS 
Noon, 1887, The Life and Letters of 
Charles Lamb, p. 404. 

That a young creature of this age should 
have produced anything at once so horrible 
and so original as the hideous romance of 
“‘Frankenstein,’’ is one of the most ex- 
traordinary accidents in literature; and 
that she should never, having made such 
a beginning, have done anything more, is 
almost equally wonderful. Mary 
Shelley’s individual appearances after- 
wards are only those of a romantically- 
desolate widow, pouring out her grief and 
fondness in sentimental gushes, which look 
somewhat overstrained and ridiculous in 
print, whatever they may have done in 
fact; but to hear her read, with her girlish 
lips, this most extraordinary and terrible 
of imaginations, must have been a sensa- 
tion unparalleled. It is one of the books 
adopted into the universal memory, which 
everybody alludes to, and thousands who 
can never have read it understand the main 
incidents of —whichis a wonderful instance 
of actual fame. That this should be 
merely stated as a fact in the history, 
and no one pause to wonder at it, is another 
odd instance of the insensibility of con- 
temporaries.—OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. 
W., 1882, Literary History of England, 
X VIII-XIX Century, vol. 1, p. 58. 


MARY WOLLSTONECRAFT SHELLEY 


Her literary productions were few and 
disproportionate to her intellectual force; 
disappointing when viewed side by side 
with her peculiar gift of evoking the most 
artistic literary work in others. 5 
Of Mrs. Shelley’s writings, “Frankenstein” 
is without question the most noteworthy. 
From the day of its first appearance in print 
down to the present, it has had accorded 
to it a position as a unique and remarkable 
production. It is one of the few 
books that can be called suit generis. . . 
The world, by its acknowledgment of the 
coercive quality of ‘‘Frankenstein,’’ has 
given silent acceptance of its genius. The 
other works, novels, critiques, biographies, 
while they have had literary merit, feel- 
ing, even power, have not shown genius. 
‘‘Frankenstein’’? alone was personal, it 
alone reflected Mrs. Shelley’s true self. 
Her other books contain simply what she 
wrote in them: this alone contains what 
was written in her. Being, as she was, 
stronger in her personality than as a liter- 
ary artist, the book that alone partook of 
that personality would alone partake of 
her peculiar genius. This, considered in 
its fullest light, ‘‘Frankenstein’’ does. — 
Moore, HELEN, 1886, Mary Woolstone- 
craft Shelley, pp. 244, 245, 257. 


That a work by a girl of nineteen should 
have held its place in romantic literature 
so long is no small tribute to its merit; 
this work, wrought under the influence of 
Byron and Shelley, and conceived after 
drinking in their enthralling conversation, 
is not unworthy of its origin. A more 
fantastically horrible story could scarcely 
be conceived; in fact, the vivid imagina- 
tion, piling impossible horror upon horror, 
seems to claim for the book a place i in the 
company of a Poe or a Hoffmann. Its 
weakness appears to be that of placing 
suchan idea in the annals of modern life; 
such a process invariably weakens these 
powerful imaginative ideas, and takes away 
from, instead of adding to, the apparent 
truth, and cannot fail to give an affecta- 
tion to the work. ‘True, it might add to 
the difficulty to imagine a different state 
of society, past or future, but this seems a 
sine qué non.—Rossetti, Lucy Mapox, 
1890, Mrs. Shelley (Eminent Women 


Series), p. 101. 
GENERAL 


Mrs. Shelley has published, besides a 
‘‘Prankenstein,’? a romance entitled 
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‘‘Valperga,” which is less known than the 
former, but is of high merit. She exhibits 
in her hero,a brave and successful warrior, 
arriving at the height of his ambition, 
endowed with uncommon beauty and 
strength, and with many good qualities, 
yet causes him to excite emotions of rep- 
robation and pity, because he is cruel and 
a tyrant, and because in the truth of things 
he is unhappy. This is doing a good work, 
taking the false glory from the eyes and 
showing things as they are. There are 
two female characters of wonderful power 
and beauty. The heroine is a lovely and 
noble creation. The work taken as a 
whole, if below ‘‘Frankenstein’’ in genius, 
is yet worthy of its author and of her high 
rank in the aristocracy of genius, as the 
daughter of Godwin and Mary Wollstone- 
craft, and the widow of Shelley.— Horns, 
RICHARD HENGIST, 1844, A New Spirit of 
the Age, p. 321. 

Mrs. Shelley found Italy for the first 
time,real Italy,at Sorrento, she says. Oh 
that book—does one wake or sleep? ‘The 
‘Mary dear” with the brown eyes, and God- 
win’s daughter and Shelley’s wife,and who 
surely was something better once upon a 
time—and to go through Rome and Flor- 
ence and the rest,after what I suppose to 
be Lady Londonderry’s fashion : the intrep- 
idity of the commonplace quite astounds 
me.—BROWNING, Ropert, 1845, To Hliz- 
abeth Browning, Sept. 11; Letters of Rob- 
ert Browning and Elizabeth Barrett Barrett, 
vol. I, p. 196. 

Her command of history and her imagi- 
native power are shown in such books as 
“‘Valperga’’ and ‘‘Castruccio;’’ but the 
daring originality of her mind comes out 
most distinctly in her earliest published 
work, ‘‘Frankenstein.’’—HuntT, THORN- 
TON, 1863, Shelley Atlantic Monthly, vol. 11, 


Dp. 198. 


It [‘‘Lodore’’] differs from the others 
in being a novel of society, and has been 
stigmatised, rather unjustly, as weak and 
colourless, although at the time of its pub- 
lication it had a great success. It is 
written in a style which is now out of date, 
and undoubtedly fails to fulfill the promise 
of power held out by ‘‘Frankenstein’’ and 
to some extent by ‘‘Valperga,’’ but it 
bears on every page the impress of the 
refinement and sensibility of the author, 
and has, moreover, a special interest of 
its own, due to the fact that some of 
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the incidents are taken from actual occur- 
rences in her early life, and some of the 
characters sketched from people she had 
known.—MARSHALL, Mrs. JULIAN, 1889, 
The Life and Letters of Mary Wollstone- 
craft Shelley, vol. u, p. 264. 


Mary undoubtedly received more than 
she gave. Nothing but an absolute mag- 
netising of her brain by Shelley’s can ac- 
count for her having risen so far above 
her usual self as in ‘‘Frankenstein.’’ The 
phenomenon might have been repeated but 
for the crushing blow of the death of her 
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boy William in 1819.—GARNETT, RICH- 
ARD, 1897, Dictionary of e National Biog- 
raphy, vol. LU, p. 29. 

In spite of much descriptive and analytic 
talent she shared the inaptitude for his- 
tory which marked the Godwinian and 
Radcliffian schools alike. ‘‘The Last Man’’ 
5 has a pathetic significance as shad- 
owing her own tragic loneliness, —the 
“Loneliness of Crusoe”’—as she herself 
long afterwards declared it to have been. 
—HERFORD,C.H., 1897, The Age of Words- 
worth, p. 98. 


David Macbeth Moir 
1798-1851 


Born at Musselburgh, 1798; died 1851; a modern poet and prose writer, who was 
educated for and practiced the medical profession. He made his first appearance as 
an author in 1812, by publishing a small volume of poems. He next wrote for some 
local magazines and journals, and at the commencement of ‘‘Blackwood’s Magazine,”’ 
he became a contributor to its pages and remained so until his death. For the same 
magazine he also wrote the ‘‘ Autobiography of Mansie Wauch.’’ In 1831 he published 
the ‘‘Outlines of the Ancient History of Medicine,’’ and, in the same year, exerted 
himself energetically while the cholera raged in Musselburgh, where he practiced his 
profession, and subsequently he published a pamphlet entitled ‘‘Practical Observations 
on Malignant Cholera.’? In 1851 he delivered a course of lectures upon the ‘‘ Poetical 
Literature of the Past Half Century,’’ at the Edinburgh Philosophical Institution. 


As a poet, he was tender and pathetic rather than forcible and original. 
works were collected in 1852 and to them was prefixed his life. 


His poetic 
Dr. Moir was a grace- 


ful essayist,and competent man of science,and was moreover a kind and excellent man. 
—BEETON, SAMUEL ORCHART, 1862, Dictionary of Universal Biography. 


PERSONAL 

Although we never met him in private, 
we can testify with perfect certainty, that 
a better man, or a lovelier specimen of the 
literary character, did not exist: he had 
many of its merits, and none of its defects ; 
he used literature as a ‘‘staff, not a crutch’’ 
—it was the elegant evening pastime of 
one vigorously occupied through the day 
in the work of soothing human anguish, 
and going about doing good. Hence he 
preserved to the last his child-like love of 
letters; hence he died without a single 
enemy; hence his personal friends—and 
they were the elite of Scotland—admired 
and loved him with emulous enthusiasm. — 
GILFILLAN, GEORGE, 1851, A Third Gal- 
lery of Portraits, p. 217. 

Professional reputation is a desirable 
thing, and literary honor is not to be de- 
spised; but all distinctions fade away as 
comparatively cheap to those who had 
the privilege of knowing Mr. Moir in 
the ‘‘mild majesty of private life.’’ 


Constituted and composed of so many har- 
monious excellencies, the Christian gentle- 
man, in the bosom of his beautiful family, 
was the consummation of them all.— 
AIRD, THOMAS, 1852, ed., The Poetical 
Works of David Macbeth Moir, Memoir. 


In person Moir was tal], well-formed and 
erect, of sanguine complexion and with 
hair tending to the ‘‘sandy’’ hue, his keen 
sense of humour, during friendly inter- 
course, being particularly manifest in his 
countenance. In private life, he was 
amiable and exemplary, and much beloved 
by many friends.—Douc.as, Sir GEORGE, 
1897, The Blackwood Group (Famous 
Scots Series), p. 104. 


GENERAL 


I consider him the most monotonous and 
the least original of all poets, barring his 
harmony of numbers, which is delightful. 
—Hoae, JAMES, 1817, Letter to Black- 
wood, William Blackwood and his Sons, 
ed. Oliphant, vol. 1, p. 356. 


MOIR—MOORE 


Of Moir, our own ‘‘delightful Delta,’’ 
as we love to call him—and the epithet 
now by right appertains to his name—we 
shall now say simply this, that he has pro- 
duced many original pieces which will 
possess a permanent place in the poetry 
of Scotland. Delicacy and grace charac- 
terize his happiest compositions; some of 
_ them are beautiful in a cheerful spirit 
that has only to look on nature to be 
happy; and others breathe the simplest 
and purest pathos. His scenery, whether 
sea-coast or inland, is always truly Scot- 
tish; and at times his pen drops touches 
of light on minute objects, that till then 
had slumbered in the shade, but now ‘‘shine 
well where they stand”’ or lie, as com- 
ponent and characteristic parts of our 
lowland landscapes. Let others labour 
away at long poems, and for their pains 
get neglect or oblivion; Moir is seen as 
he is in many short ones, which the Scottish 
Muses may ‘‘not willingly let die.”’— 
WILSgN, JOHN, 1831-42, An Hour’s Talk 
about Poetry, Recreations of Christopher 
North. 


His book [‘‘ Poetical Literature’’] is not 
only worthy of his reputation, but is really 
one of the heartiest, sincerest, and most 
delightful works of criticism we have read 
for many a long year. — GILFILLAN, 
GrorGE, 1851, A Third Gallery of Por- 
traits, p. 216. 


In Delta’s earlier strains there are 
general fancy, and feeling, and musical 
rhythm, but not much thought. His love 
of poetry, however, never suffered abate- 
ment, and as ‘‘amaker,’’ he was improving 
to the very last. Tounfaded freshness of 
heart he was adding riper thought; such 
was one of the prime blessings of his pure 
nature and life. Reserve and patience 
were what he wanted, in order to be a 
greater name in song than he is.—AIRD, 
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THOMAS, 1852, ed., The Poetical Works 
of David Macbeth Moir, Memoir. 


In 1851, he delivered a course of ‘‘Six 
Lectures at the Edinburgh Philosophical 
Institution on the Poetical Literature of 
the Past Half Century,’’ which were soon 
after published. It would be difficult to 
speak of these in terms of too high praise, 
for I know not where, in so small a com- 
pass, may be found so much sound criticism 
and judicious reflections upon the Poets of 
Great Britain of the Nineteenth Century. 
— CLEVELAND, CHARLES D., 18538, Eng- 
lish Literature of the Nineteenth Century, 
p. 553. 

A gentle melancholy is the ruling spirit 
of his works; but from his novel of 
“Mansie Wauch,” a mellow Scottish humor 
shines softly out.—CoLLIER, WILLIAM 
FRANCIS, 1861, A History of English Lit- 
erature, p. 501. 

The eulogies of ‘‘Delta’’ by the ‘‘Black- 
wood’’ coterie will probably not be ac- 
cepted by present-day critics. His verse 
will be commended for its study of nature 
and its pleasant rhythm. His humorous 
pieces, though sprightly, have, for the most 
part,a solely contemporary interest. His 
reputation now rests on his novel, ‘‘ Mansie 
Wauch,’’written in the manner of Galt.— 
SmitH, G. Grecory, 1894, Dictionary of 
National Biography, vol. xxxviu, p. 114. 

It is as an elegiac poet—if as a poet at 
all—that the author is now remembered, 
and one of these elegies—called by the 
self-conferred name of one of the babes, 
“‘Casa Wappy’’—has enjoyed great popu- 
larity and is still included in anthologies, 
though in my own opinion a less meritori- 
ous composition than the second of the 
three poems on the same subject, entitled 
“‘Casa’s Dirge.’’—DouGLas, SIR GEORGE, 
1897, The Blackwood Group (Famous Scots 
Series), p. 100. 


Thomas Moore 
1779-1852 


Born, in Dublin, 28 May 1779. Atschool in Dublin. Contrib. verses to ‘‘Anthologia 
Hibernica,’’ 1793. To Trin. Coll., Dublin, 1794; B. A., 1798 [or 17997]. Student 
at Middle Temple, 1799. Admirality Registrar at Bermuda, Aug. 1803. Left deputy 
in office and removed to New York, 1804; travelled in U.S. A. Returned to London, 
Nov. 1804. Contrib. to ‘‘Edinburgh Rev.’’ from 1806. Married Bessie Dyke, 25 
March 1811. Settled near Ashbourne. Friendship with Byron begun, 1811. Visit 
to Paris, 1817. His deputy at Bermuda proved defaulter for £6,000, 1818. In Paris 
and Italy,1819-22. Returned to England, April 1822; debt to Admiralty reduced to 
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£1,000, and paid by Lord Landsdowne’s help. Settled in Wiltshire again, Nov. 1822. 
Literary Fund Pension, 1835; Civil List Pension, 1850. Died, 25 Feb. 1852. Buried 
at Bromham. Works: ‘‘The Poetical Works of the late Thomas Little’’ (pseud.), 
1801; ‘‘Epistles, Odes, and other poems,’’ 1806; ‘‘Irish Melodies’’ (10 nos.), 1807-34; 
“‘Corruption and Intolerance’’(anon.), 1808; ‘‘The Sceptic’’ (anon.), 1809; ‘‘Letter to 
the Roman Catholics of Dublin,”1810(2nd edn. same year) ; “M. P.,” 1811; “Intercepted 
Letters; or,the Twopenny Post-Bag’’ (under pseud. ‘‘Thomas Brown the Younger’), 
1813 (11th edn. same year) ; ‘‘National Airs,’’? 1815; ‘‘Lines on the Death of fies 
Sheridan’’], (anon.), 1816; ‘‘The World at Westminster’’ (anon.), 1816; “‘Sacred 
Songs,’’ 1816; ‘‘Lalla Rookh,’’ 1817 (6th edn. same year); ‘‘The Fudge Family in 
Paris’’ (by ‘‘Thomas Brown the Younger’’), 1818 (8th edn. same year); ‘‘Tom Crib’s 
Memorial’’ (anon.), 1819 (4th edn. same year); ‘‘Rhymes on the Road’’ (by ‘“Thomas 
Brown the Younger’’), 1823; ‘‘The Loves of the Angels,’’ 1823 (5th edn. same year) ; 
“‘Pables for the Holy Alliance’’ (by ‘‘Thomas Brown the Younger’’), 1823; ‘‘Hvenings 
in Greece’’ [1825?]; ‘‘The Fudges in England’’ (by ‘‘Thomas Brown the Younger’’), 
1825; ‘‘Memoirs of Captain Rock’’ (anon.), 1824; ‘‘Memoirs of the Life of Sheridan, ”’ 
1825 (8rd edn. same year); ‘‘The Epicurean,’’ 1827 (with addition of “‘Alciphron,’”” 
1839); ‘‘Rhymes of the Times’’ (anon.), 1827; ‘‘Odes upon Cash, Corn, Catholics and 
other matters’’ (anon.), 1828; ‘‘Legendary Ballads’’ [1830?]; ‘‘The Life and Death 
of Lord Edward Fitzgerald’’ (2 vols.), 1831; ‘‘The Summer Féte’’ [1831]; ‘‘Travels 
of an Irish Gentleman in Search of a Religion’? (anon.), 1833; ‘‘History of Ireland’’ 
(in Lardner’s ‘‘Cabinet Cyclopzedia,’’ 4 vols.), 1885-46; ‘‘Poetical Works,’’ 1840; 
“‘Songs, Ballads and Sacred Songs,’? 1809. Posthumous: ‘‘Memoirs, Journals and Cor- 
respondence,’’ ed. by Earl Russell (8 vols.), 1853-56. He translated: ‘‘Odes of Anac- 
reon,’’ 1800; and edited: Byron’s ‘‘Letters and. Journals,’’ 1880; Sheridan’s Works, 
1833; Byron’s Works, 1885.—SHARP, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of Eng- 
lish Authors, p. 201. 
PERSONAL 
When Anacreon would fight, as the poets 


pedant. A little—very littleman. Less, 


have said, 

A reverse he display’d in his vapour, 

For while all his poems were loaded with 
lead, 

His pistols were loaded with paper. 

For excuses, Anacreon old custom may 
thank, 

Such a salvo he should not abuse, 

For the cartridge, by rule, is always made 
blank, 

That is fired away at Reviews. 

—Hook, THEODORE HEpwarp, 1806, On 
Moore’s Duel with Lord Jeffrey. 

Moore has a peculiarity of talent, or 
rather talents, —poetry, music, voice, all 
his own; and an expression in each which 
never was, nor will be, possessed by 
another. There is nothing Moore 
may not do, if he will but seriously set about 
it. In society, heis gentlemanly, gentle, and 
altogether more pleasing than any in- 
dividual with whom I am acquainted.— 
—Byron, Lorp, 1818, Journals, Nov. 22. 


I saw Moore (for the first time I may 
say) this season. We had indeed met in 
public twenty years ago. There is a 
manly frankness, with perfect ease and 
good breeding about him which is delight- 
ful. Not the least touch of the poet or 


I think, than Lewis, and something like him 
in person; God knows not in conversation, 
for Matt, though a clever fellow, was a 
bore of the first description. Moreover, 
he always looked like a schoolboy. Now 
Moore has none of this insignificance. 
His countenance is plain, but the expres- 
sion so animated, especially in speaking or 
singing, that it is far more interesting than 
the finest features could have rendered it. 
—ScorTt, Sir WATER, 1825, Journal, 
Nov. 22; Life by Lockhart, ch. xv. 

His forehead is bony and full of char- 
acter, with ‘‘bumps’’ of wit, large and 
radiant enough to transport a phrenolo- 
gist. His eyes are as dark and fine, as 
you would wish to see under a set of vine- 
leaves; his mouth generous and good- 
humored, with dimples; his nose sensual, 
prominent and at the same time the reverse 
of acquiline. There is a very peculiar 
character in it, as if it were looking for- 
ward, and scenting a feast or an orchard. 
The face, upon the whole, is Irish, not un- 
ruffled with care and passion, but festivity 
is the prominent expression. — Hunt, 
LEIGH, 1828, Lord Byron and some of his 
Contemporaries, vol. 1, p. 282. 

“I never spent an hour with Moore,’’ 


THOMAS MOORE 


said Byron, ‘‘without being ready to apply 
to him the expression attributed to Aris- 
tophanes, ‘You have spoken roses;’ his 
thoughts and expressions have all the 
beauty and freshness of those flowers, but 
the piquancy of his wit, and the readiness 
of his repartees, prevent one’s ear being 
cloyed by too much sweets, and one can- 
not ‘die of a rose in aromatic pain’ with 
Moore; though he does speak roses, there 
is such an endless variety in his conversa- 
tion. Moore is the only poet I know,’’ 
continued Byron, ‘‘whose conversation 
equals his writings; he comes into society 
with a mind as fresh and buoyant as if he 
had not expended sucha multiplicity of 
thoughts on paper; and leaves behind him 
an impression that he possesses an inex- 
haustible mine equaily brilliant as the 
specimens he has givenus. . Moore 
is a delightful companion,’’ continued 
Byron, ‘‘gay without being boisterous, 
witty without effort, comic without coarse- 
ness, and sentimental without being lachry- 
mose. . My téte-d-téte suppers with 
Moore are among the most agreeable im- 
pressions I retain of the hours passed in 
London. I have known a dull man 
live on a bon mot of Moore’s for a week.”’ 
—BLESSINGTON, COUNTESS, 1832, Conver- 
sations with Lord Byron, ch. x. 


To see him only at table, you would 
think him not a smallman. His principal 
length is in his body, and his head and 
shoulders are those of a much larger 
person. Consqeuently he sits tall,and with 
the peculiar erectness of head and neck, his 
diminutiveness disappears. . . . Moore’s 
head is distinctly before me while I write, 
but I shall find it difficult to describe. 
His hair, which curled once over it in long 
tendrils, unlike anybody else’s in the world, 
and which probably suggested his sobriquet 
of ‘‘Bacchus,’’ is diminished now to a few 
curls sprinkled with grey, and scattered in 
a singlering abovehisears. His forehead 
is wrinkled, with the exception of a most 
prominent development of the organ of 
gaiety, which, singularly enough, shines 
with the lustre and smooth polish of a 
pearl,and is surrounded by a semicircle of 
lines drawn close about it, like entrench- 
ments against Time. His eyes still 
sparkle like a champagne bubble, though 
the invader had drawn his pencillings 
about the corners; and there is a kind of 
wintry red, of the tinge of an October 
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leaf, that seems enamelled on his cheek, 
the eloquent record of the claret his wit 
has brightened. His mouth is the most 
characteristic feature of all. The lips 
are delicately cut, slight and changeable 
as an aspen; but there is a set-up look 
about the lower lip,a determination of the 
muscle to a particular expression,and you 
fancy that you can almost see wit astride 
upon it. It is written legibly with the 
imprint of habitual success. It is arch, 
confident, and half diffident, as if he were 
disguising his pleasure at applause, while 
another bright gleam of fancy was break- 
ing onhim. Theslightly tossed nose con- 
firms the fun of the expression, and 
altogether it,is a face that sparkles, beams, 
radiates, —everything but feels. Fascinat- 
ing beyond all men as he is, Moore looks 
like a worldling.—WILLIS, NATHANIEL 
PARKER, 1834, Pencillings by the Way. 

We saw Tom Moore in all his glory, 
looking, as Barclay said, ‘‘like a little 
Cupid with a quizzing-glass in constant 
motion.’? He seemed as gay and happy 
as a lark, and it was pleasant to spend a 
whole evening in his immediate presence. 
—Fox, CAROLINE, 1836, Memories of Old 
Friends, ed. Pym, Journal, Aug. 22, p. 5. 

It is Sloperton cottage which hereafter 
will be regarded with the chief interest 
as the residence of the poet. It stands 
in the midst of a delightful country, and 
though itself buried,as it were,in an ordi- 
nary thickly wooded lane, branching off to 
the left from the high-road, about two 
miles from Devizes, on the way to Chippen- 
ham, yet from its upper windows, as well 
as from its garden, enjoys peeps through 
the trees into lovely scenes. Down south- 
ward from the far end of the house opens 
the broad and noble vale toward Trow- 
bridge; in front to the right, across a 
little valley, stands on a fine mount, amid 
nobly grown trees, the village of Bromham, 
with a gentleman’s house standing, boldly 
backed and flanked by the masses of wood, 
and the church spire peering above it. 
More to the left, in front, you look across 
some miles of country,and see the histor- 
ical foreland of Roundaway hill, the ter- 
mination of the chalk-hills of the White- 
house-vale, proudly overlooking Devizes. 
—Howirt, WILLIAM, 1847, Homes and 
Haunts of the Most Eminent British Poets, 
vol. I, p. 458. 


Poor Mr. Moore! I knew him well, and, 
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rating him as a poet much lower than you 
do, delighted in him as a companion and 
wit—the most perfectly graceful, genial, 
and kindly of all wits. Asa family man, he 
was, I believe, more than usually amiable. 
My acquaintance with him was in town, 
but a dear friend of mine was his near 
neighbor and Mrs. Moore’s intimate friend 
at Sloperton and she says that she never 
knew a more exemplary husband and 
father.—MitTForD, MAry RuSSBLL, 1852, 
Letters to Mr. Starkey, March 16; The 
Friendships of Mary Russell Mitford, ed. 
LT’ Estrange. 

But let us linger not, my soul beside 

The poet’s bier, or his neglected grave; 

Nor burn to think of those to whom he gave 
A portion of his immortal fame, 

Who, when the last sad moment came— 
The hour that claimed the funeral rite august 
For the poor portion of him that had died— 
Sullenly shunned the poet’s sacred dust, 
Heedless of what was due to generous lays, 
And all the friendly fire of former days. 


—McCartuy, DENIS FLORENCE, 1852, A 
Lament for Thomas Moore, Dublin Uni- 
versity Magazine, vol. 39, p. 495. 

With a keen sense of enjoyment, he 
loved music and poety, the world and the 
playhouse, the large circle of society, and 
the narrow precincts of his home. His 
heart was thrilled by deep feelings of de- 
votion, and his mind expatiated over the 
wide field of philosophy. In all that he 
did. and wrote, and spoke, there was a 
freedom and a frankness which alarmed 
and delighted:—frightened old men of 
the world, and charmed young men and 
young women who were something better 
than the world. . . . Mrs. Moore brought 
him no fortune; indeed it was intended 
that she should earn her living by the 
stage,and Moore, afraid that so unworldly 
a match might displease his parents, at 
first concealed from them the fact of his 
marriage. But the excellence of his 
wife’s moral character; her energy and 
courage; her abhorrence of all meanness; 
her disinterested abstinence from amuse- 
ment; her persevering economy; made 
her a better, and even a richer partner to 
Moore, than an heiress of ten thousand a 
year would have been with less devotion 
to her duty, and less steadiness of con- 
duct.—RvuSSELL, LORD JOHN, 1858, ed., 
Memoirs, Journal and Correspondence of 
Thomas Moore, Preface, vol. V1, pp. V, Xviii. 

I was very much struck by his conversa- 
tion. It was brilliant and sparkling in the 
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highest degree, abounding in those Eastern 
images and poetical thoughts which appear 
with such lustre in his ‘‘ Lalla Rookh’’ and 
“Trish Melodies,’’ mingled with the quick 
repartee and rapid interchange of ideas ac- 
quired in the highest and most intellectual 
London society. It was easy to see that 
he was thoroughly a poet; perhapsa little 
spoilt by the adulation he had met with 
from the most intoxicating of all quarters, 
that of elegant young women of fashion. 
Delightful and sociable, when he con- 
tinued,as he generally was, the idol of the 
circle, he was apt to be pettish if another 
shared its attention, and in an especial 
manner to be jealous of the admiration of 
young ladies.—ALISON, SiR ARCHIBALD, 
1867?-83, Some Account of My Life and 
Writings, an Autobiography, ed. Lady 
Alison, vol. 1, p. 198. 

Moore’s democracy did not prevent his 
being remarkably fond of the society of 
aristocrats. In his journal, he duly 
chronicles with what untiring persever- 
ance he went to the mansions of noble 
lords and lovely or fashionable ladies; and 
how constantly he was inventing excuses 
for going to London, that he might mingle 
in their society, —they, to do justice to 
both, being as happy to receive him as he 
was tovisit them. The compliment, in his 
case, was as much bestowed as received, if 
he only would have thought so. It was 
mean for Byron to say of Moore, as re- 
ported by Leigh Hunt on his return from 
Italy, ‘“Tommy dearly loves a lord;’’ but 
it was meaner still, besides being spiteful, 
for Hunt to repeat it. Nevertheless, it 
was true. Moore was, I will not say 
happiest, —for he was a domestic man in 
his way,—but very happy, in the society 
of the peerage. —MACKENZIE, R. SHELTON, 
1871, Sir Walter Scott: The Story of His 
Life, p. 874. 

His ‘‘Journals’’ curiously indicate what 
I repeatedly witnessed in my own house 
and elsewhere, his morbid sensitiveness 
when singing his Irish Ballads, to the effect 
they produced on those around him. In 
the most touching passages his eye was 
wandering around the room scrutinising 
jealously the influence of his song.—HoL- 
LAND, Str Henry, 1871, Recollections of 
Past Life, p. 208. ‘ 

He was a very little round-faced man, 
and had an easily worn but not unpleasant 
assurance. His estimates of persons 
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seemed to depend much on their position 
or rank; he did not trouble himself to 
discuss persons who had no rank at all.— 
PROCTER, BRYAN WALLER (BARRY CoRN- 
WALL), 1874? Recollections of Men of Let- 
ters, p. 152. 

Thomas Moore (or Tom Moore,as he was 
usually called) was small in stature and 
almost girlish in appearance when he came 
to the United States in 1804. He had 
been a ‘‘show child’’—attractive and note- 
worthy almost from babyhood. He wasa 
clever rhymer at the age of fourteen 
years, and at twenty he had earned fame 
as a poet, and was ‘‘patronized’’ and flat- 
tered by the Prince of Wales, afterward 
King George the Fourth. His face was 
small and intellectual in expression, sweet 
and gentle. His eyes were dark and bril- 
liant; his mouth was delicately cut and 
full-lipped ; his nose was slightly upturned, 
giving an expression of fun to his face; his 
complexion was fair and somewhat ruddy ; 
his hair was a rich dark brown, and curled 
all over his head; his forehead was broad 
and strongly marked; and his voice, not 
powerful, was exquisitely sweet, especially 
when he was singing. Such is a descrip- 
tion of Moore’s personal appearance at the 
time of his visit here, which was given me 
by Mrs. M—r, an elderly lady at Fredericks- 
burg, Virginia,almost thirty years ago.— 
LossING, Benson J., 1877, Tom Moore in 
America, Harper’s Magazine, vol. 55, 
p. 537. 

Moore clung to Ireland with an intense 
and unchanging affection, which is testified 
by every act of his life and every page of 
his writings; and all who, now or here- 
after, may cherish true attachment to her, 
’ whatever may be their honest varieties of 
sentiment, will find in him—when they 
have eliminated all they can disapprove in 
his dealings with temporary struggles and 
the passions they aroused—an Irishman 
with whose love for Ireland and constant 
desire to promote her welfare they can 
have cordialsympathy. According to his 
conception of her interests and his own 
duty, he was staunch to her, in periods of 
the worst discouragement as in those of 
the highest hope; and he refused for her 
sake, to falsify his convictions, when he 
might have gained place and power by 
giving even silent countenance to public 
action of which he disapproved. For these 
things, he should command the respect of 


709 


men of every creed and party.—O’ HAGan, 
LorD, 1879, Address at Moore’s Cente- 
nary, Dublin, May 28; Life of Moore by 
Symington, p. 238. 

I recall him at this moment—his small 
form and intellectual face rich in expres- 
sion,and that expression the sweetest, the 
most gentle, and the kindliest. He had 
still in age the same bright and clear eye, 
the same gracious smile, the same suave 
and winning manner I had noticed as the 
attributes of what might in comparison be 
styled his youth (I have stated I knew him 
as long ago as 1821), a forehead not re- 
markably broad or high, but singularly im- 
pressive, firm and full, with the organs of 
music and gayety large, and those of be- 
nevolence and veneration greatly prepon- 
dering. The nose, as observed in all his por- 
traits, was somewhat upturned. Standing, 
or sitting, his head was invariably up- 
raised, owing, perhaps, mainly to his short- 
ness of stature. He had so much bodily 
activity as to give him the attribute of 
restlessness, and no doubt that usual ac- 
companiment of genius was eminently a 
characteristic of his. His hair was, at 
the time I speak of, thin and very gray, 
and he wore his hat with the jaunty air 
that has been often remarked as a peculiar- 
ity of the Irish. In dress, although far 
from slovenly, he was by no means precise. 
He had but little voice, yet he sang with a 
depth of sweetness that charmed all hear- 
ers; it was true melody,and told upon the 
heart as wellas the ear. No doubt much 
of this charm was derived from associa- 
tion, for it was only his own melodies 
he sang, I repeat I never knew 
a better man than Moore in all the 
relations of life; the best of God’s creat- 
ures may take him as a model with- 
out going wrong; and those who adopt 
literature as a profession can accept him 
as an example, in proof that genius may 
pass unscathed through seductions so 
perilous as to seem irresistible. —HALL, 
SAMUEL CARTER, 18838, Retrospect of a 
Long Life, pp. 358, 354. 

“*Anacreon Moore,’’ ‘‘The Bard of 
Erin,’’ ‘‘Jove’s Poet,’’ ‘‘The Lansdowne 
Laureate,’’ ““The Pander of Venus,” ‘‘That 
Piperly Poet of Green Erin,’’ ‘‘Poor 
Little,’’ ‘‘Sweet, Melodious Bard,’’‘‘Trum- 
pet Moore,’”’ ‘‘The Young Catullus of His 
Day.’’—F REY, ALBERT R., 1888, Sobri- 
quets and Nicknames, p. 442. 
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That Moore suffered no serious de- 
terioration under the blandishments of 
society was very much owing to the influ- 
ence of his high-minded wife. We get 
glimpses of this admirable woman in tne 
fact that Rogers, who knew her well, was 
aware that he could give her no more 
acceptable present than five or ten sover- 
eigns for her sick poor. She was once 
met at some festive gathering, when the 
hostess remarked, ‘‘ You may be quite sure 
there is no one desperately ill or dying in 
the neighborhood, or we should not see 
Mrs. Moore here.’’ We must remember 
that there was no professional nurses in 
those days, and the aid of this kind, capable 
lady was often needed at the Hall as well 
as in the cottage.—Crossz, Mrs. AN- 
DREW, 1894, Poet, Parson and Pamphlet- 
eer, Temple Bar, vol. 108, p. 42. 


ODES OF ANACREON 
1800 

Oh! mourn not for Anacreon dead, 

Oh! wéep not for Anacreon fled; 

The lyre still breathes he touch’d before, 

For we have one Anacreon Moore. 
—ERSKINE, THOMAS LorRD, 1800, On 
Moore’s Translation from Anacreon. 


Moore’s early fancy luxuriated among 
the classics, and his elegant, spirited, and 
congenial translation—say rather para- 
phrase—of Anacreon was the first-fruits. 
—Mor, D. M., 1851-52, Sketches of the 
Poetical Literature of the Past Half-Century. 


If we open a collection of his poems 
now, and read his ‘‘Odes of Anacreon,’’ to 
which the Prince of Wales and other not- 
abilities of rank subscribed, we desist 
after a time with something of the disgust 
we should feel at a profuse display of 
pretty,sham jewelry. Theample, brimming 
bowls and goblets of wine, the wreaths and 
garlands of roses, the rich perfumes, the 
sparkling eyes, and the golden tresses, and 
the snowy necks, are well enough in mod- 
eration, but some eighty odes of such mate- 
rials pall for lack of variety. Any variety 
that there is lies within the narrowest 
limits: now it is a bowl_and now it isa 
goblet, now we drink and now we quaff, now 
it is a bud and now it isa full-blown rose, 
now a garland and now a cluster, now ring- 
lets and now tresses; but itis always wine 
and flower, with little variation of phrase. 
Weare soon surfeited with such sentiment, 
and disposed to laugh at its artificiality. 
Moore’s prettinesses, always expressed in 
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soft and melodious verse, were probably a 
pleasant surprise to a generation weary of 
didactic poems; but if we have a liking 
for such things now, we can find more 
genuine articles of the same kind, com- 
pounded with much higher art, in the 
poetry of the seventeenth century, the 
volumes of Queen Henrietta’s poets, Love- 
lace, and Carew, and Suckling, and above 
all, Herrick.—Mint0, WILLIAM, 1894, The 
Literature of the Georgian Era, ed. Knight. 


IRISH MELODIES 
1807-1834 

Now, of all the song-writers that ever 
warbled, or chanted, or sung, the best, in 
our estimation, is verily none other than 
Thomas Moore.— WILSON, JOHN, 1831, An 
Hour’s Talk About Poetry, Recreations of 
Christopher North, Blackwood’s Magazine, 
vol. 80, p. 477. 

There is aliquid ease,a dance of words, 
and a lyrical grace and brevity in them all ; 
but there is, likewise, an epigrammatic 
point ana smartness, a courtly and a know- 
ing air,so to speak, alien to the simplicity 
of the music and to the nature of song. 

. . Inone word,there is not a little 
affectation in them, put-on graces, and 
artificial raptures. These faults are nearly 
balanced by beauties. — CUNNINGHAM, 
ALLAN, 1838, Biographical and Critical 
History of the Literature of the Last Fifty 
Years. 

By these his name will be known, so long 
as there are voices to sing and hearts to 
feel.—CuHoRLEY, HENRY F., 1838, Authors 
of England, p. 54. 

The ‘‘Irish Melodies,’’ as songs, have 
never been surpassed in their particular 
kind. The versification is so exquisite, and 
executed with such delicacy of rhythm, 
that, on hearing them well read, we in- 
voluntarily and certainly conceive the 
tune, even though we may never have || 
heard it.—SHaw, THomAs B., 1847, Out- 
lines of English Literature, p. 346. 

His Irish and national melodies will 
be immortal: and they will be so for this 
reason,—that they express the feelings 
which spring up in the breast of every 
successive generation at the most im- 
portant and imaginative period of life. 
They have the delicacy of refined life with- 
out its fastidiousness, the warmth of 
natural feeling without its rudeness.— 
ALISON, StR ARCHIBALD, 1853-59, His- 
tory of Hurope, 1815-52, ch. v. 
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In one only of his writings Moore at- 
tained a positive perfection of style. 
Those homely and sentimental lyrics which 
have endeared themselves to thousands of 
hearts under the name of the ‘‘Irish Mel- 
odies,’’ form a part and parcel of our 
literature, the extinction of which would 
leave a sad blank behind it.—Gossz, Ep- 
MUND, 1880, The English Poets, ed. Ward, 
vol. IV, p. 3811. 

It provided him with a solid basis for 
his reputation of making him the national 
lyrist of Ireland, a character which, not- 
withstanding the numerous charges which 
may justly be brought against his ‘‘Irish 
Melodies,’’ on the ground both of false 
poetry and false patriotism, he must retain 
until some one arises to deprive him of it. 
Better isolated pieces have no doubt been 
written by some of his successors, but he, 
and he alone, has produced an imposing 
body of national song; nor have his fancy, 
melody, and pathos, on the whole, been yet 
equalled by any competitor.—GARNETT, 
RICHARD, 1894, Dictionary of National 
Biography, vol. XXxvul, p. 381. 

No such distinguished success was ever 
before, or has ever since, been achieved in 
the not very distinguished art of ‘‘writing 
up to’”’ music. The ‘‘Irish Melodies,’’ it 
is true,show many marks of their conven- 
tional origin; they are in a certain sense 
artificial products, altogether wanting in 
the freshness and naiveté, the epic force 
and simplicity of the genuine folksong; 
but they were the work of a man in whom 
the melancholy charm of his country and 
of his country’s music inspired a feeling 
so genuine and, indeed, so intense as con- 
tinually to lift,if it could not consistently 

- maintain, his expression above the level of 
the commonplace. It is the lack of this 
emotional sincerity which leaves his more 
ambitious efforts comparatively cold and 
lifeless, and has consigned ‘‘Lalla Rookh’’ 
to an oblivion which the ‘‘Irish Melodies’’ 
and a few other lyrics of Moore’s heve 
escaped. —TRAILL, Henry Durr, 1896, 
Social England, vol. v, p. 587. 

The chief characteristic of Moore’s Irish 
melodies, that is to say the lyrics, is their 
lack of Irish characteristics. To be can- 
did, though here and there an Irish town, 
or vale,or waterfall,or lake is mentioned, 
all the Irish songs are absolutely English 
in form, metre and sentiment. Erin comes 
in nowhere; and Hibernia is only scantily 
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and half shamefully referred to as a sort 
of apology for the music which is so 
essentially Irish. Again the words are 
not always wedded to the music, they are 
only joined to it, fitted and fixed to it— 
the music plays the second part and not 
the first. Though Thomas Moore, ‘‘who 
dearly loved a lord,’’ as his friend Lord 
Byron said, was a poet of Ireland, he was 
in nowise an Irish poet in sentiment, 
sympathy or sensibility. Still we are not 
ungrateful to him for his labour in saving 
to us these classic pieces. —FITZ-GERALD, 
S. J. ADAIR, 1897, Stories of Famous 
Songs, p. 151. 
LALLA ROOKH 
1817 

Ihave read two pages of ‘‘Lalla Rookh,”’ 
or whatever itis called. Merciful Heaven! 
I dare read no more, that I may be able to 
answer at once to any questions, “‘I have 
but just looked at the work.’’ O Robin- 
son! if I could, or if I dared,act and feel 
as Moore and his set do, what havoc could 
I not make amongst their crockery-ware! 
Why, there are not three lines together 
without some adulteration of common 
English, and the ever-recurring blunder of 
using the possessive case, “compassion’s 
tears,’’ &c., for the preposition ‘‘of,’’—a 
blunder of which I have found no instances 
earlier than Dryden’s slovenly verses 
written for the trade.—CoLERIDGE, SAM- 
UEL TAYLOR, 1817, Letter to H. C. Robin- 
son, June; Robinson’s Diary, Reminiscen- 
ces and Correspondence, ed. Sadler, vol. 1, 
p. 368, 

There is something very extraordinary, 
we think, in the work before us—and some- 
thing which indicates in the author, not 
only a great exuberance of talent, but a 
very singular constitution of genius. 
While it is more splendid in imagery— 
(and for the most part in very good taste) 
—more rich in sparkling thoughts and 
original conceptions,and more full indeed 
of exquisite pictures, both of all sorts of 
beauties and virtues, and all sorts of suffer- 
ings and crimes, than any other poem that 
has yet come before us; we rather think 
we speak the sense of most readers when 
we add, that the effect of the whole is to 
mingle acertain feeling of disappointment 
with that of admiration! to excite admira- 
tion rather than any warmer sentiment of 
delight —to dazzle, more than to enchant— 
and,in the end, more frequently to startle 
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the fancy, and fatigue the attention, by the 
constant succession of glittering images 
and high-strained emotions, than to main- 
tain a rising interest, or win a growing 
sympathy, by a less profuse or more 
systematic display of attractions. The 
style is, on the whole, rather diffuse, and 
too unvaried in its character. But its 
greatest fault, in our eyes, isthe uniformity 
of its brilliancy—the want of plainness, 
simplicity and repose.—JEFFREY, FRAN- 
cis Lorp, 1817-44, Moore’s Lalla Rookh, 
Contributions to the Edinburgh Review, vol. 
I, p. 200. 

Mr. Moore ought not to have written 
‘‘Lalla Rookh,’’ even for three thousand 
guineas. His fame is worth more than 
that. He should have minded the advice 
of Fadladeen. It is not, however, a fail- 
ure, so much as an evasion and a conse- 
quent disappointment of public expecta- 
tion. He should have left it to others to 
break conventions with nations, and faith 
with the world. He should, at any rate, 
have kept his with the public. ‘‘Lalla 
Rookh’’ is not what people wanted to see 
whether Mr. Moore could do—namely, 
whether he could write a long epic poem. 
It is four tales. The interest, however, is 
often high wrought and tragic, but the ex- 
ecution still turns to the effeminate and 
voluptuous side. — Hazuitt, WILLIAM, 
1818, Lectures on the English Poets, Lec- 
ture viii. 

Moore is but a sort of refined Mahom- 
etan, and (with immense deference) I think 
that his character in a late ‘‘Kdinburgh 
Review’’ is somewhat too high. His im- 
agination seldom quits material, even 
sexual objects—he describes them admira- 
bly,—and intermingles here and there 
some beautiful traits of natural pathos; 
but he seems to have failed (excepting 
partially in the Fire-Worshippers) in his 
attempts to portray the fierce or lofty 
features of human character. Mokannah 
in particular, insensible to pain or pity or 
any earthly feeling, might as well,at least 
for all practical purposes, have been made 
of clockwork as of flesh and blood. I grieve 
to say that the catastrophe excited 
laughter rather than horror. The poisoned 
believers sitting round the table, with 
their black swollen jobber-nowls reclining 
on their breasts, and saucy-eyes fixed upon 
the ill-favoured prophet—appeared so like 
the concluding scene of an election-dinner, 
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when all are dead-drunk but the Provost, 
aman of five bottles, with a carbuncled 
face and an amorphous nose, that I was 
forced to exclaim, Du sublime au ridicule 
il ny a qwun pas.—CARLYLE, THOMAS, 
1818, To R. Mitchell, May 25; Early Let- 
ters, ed. Norton, p.'73. 

He has shewn in the poetry selected 
for the ‘‘Irish Melodies,’? and more so 
in his celebrated ‘‘Lalla Rookh,’’ how 
beautifully the feelings of a delicate pas- 
sion can be conveyed in language of the 
most brilliant and powerful description. 
—Dippin, THOMAS FROGNALL, 1824, The 
Library Companion, p. 741, note. 

When Moore is termed ‘‘a fanciful 
poet,’’ the epithet is applied with pre- 
cision. Hevs. He is fanciful in ‘‘Lalla 
Rookh,” and had he written the ‘‘Inferno,’’ 
in the ‘‘Inferno”’ he would have contrived 
to be still fanciful and nothing beyond.— 
Por, EpGAR ALLAN, 1849, A Chapter of 
Suggestions, Works, ed. Stedman and Wood- 
berry, vol. VIII, p. 344. 

Its great charm consists in the romance 
of its situations and characters, the splen- 
dour of its diction and style, and the pro- 
digal copiousness of itsimagery. Indeed, 
its principal fault is want of repose: it is 
overloaded with ornament; you cannot see 
the green turf for roses; you cannot see 
the blue heavens for stars; and the narra- 
tive is thus clogged, while its interest is 
marred.—Moir, D. M., 1851-52, Sketches 
of the Poetical Literature of the Past Half- 
Century. 

It is still possible to read ‘‘Lalla Rookh’’ 
with pleasure, and even with a sort of in- 
dulgent enthusiasm. Rococo prettiness 
could hardly reach a higher point of ac- 
complishment, and the sham-oriental is 
perhaps not more hopelessly antiquated 
than our own sham-medizval will be sixty 
years hence. The brilliance of Moore’s 
voluptuous scenes has faded; he gilded 
them too much with the gold of Mrs. 
Tighe’s ‘‘Psyche,’’ a preparation that was 
expressly made to tarnish. But under- 
neath the smooth and faded surface lie 
much tenderness and pathos in the story 
of the Peri, much genuine patriotism in 
the fate of the Fire Worshippers, much 
tropical sweetness in the adventures of 
the ‘‘Light of the Haram.”’ These narra- 
tives possess more worth, for instance, than 
aJl but the very best of Byron’s tales,and 
would be read with more pleasure than 
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those were they not overburdened by a 
sensuous richness of style. This quality, 
which Moore considered his chief claim to 
immortality, was in point of fact a great 
snare to him.—Gossr, EpMuND, 1880, The 
English Poets, ed. Ward, vol. Iv, p. 310. 


A dainty confection of Hastern romance. 
—Mor ey, Henry, 1881, Of English Lit- 
erature in the Reign of Victoria with a 
Glance at the Past, p. 201. 


It still seems to me a very respectable 
poem indeed of the second rank. Of 
course it is artificial. The parade of 
second, or third or twentieth-hand learn- 
ing in the notes makes one smile, and the 
whole reminds one (as I dare say, it has 
reminded many others before) of a harp of 
the period with the gilt a little tarnished, 
the ribbons more than a little faded, and the 
silk stool on which the young woman in 
ringlets used to sit much worn. All this 
is easy metaphorical criticism, if it is criti- 
cism at all. For I am not sure that, when 
the last age has got a little further off 
from our descendants, they will see any- 
thing more ludicrous in such a harp than 
we see in the faded spinnets of a genera- 
tion earlier still. But much remains to 
Lalla if not to Feramorz. The prose in- 
terludes have lost none of their airy 
grace. Even Mr. Bernard has not been 
able to make Mokanna ridiculous, nor have 
the recent accounts of the actual waste of 
desert and felt huts banished at least the 
poetical beauty of ‘‘ Merou’s bright palaces 
and groves.’’ — SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 
1888, Thomas Moore, Macmillan’s Maga- 
zine, vol. 57, p. 3438. 


‘*Lalla Rookh’’ may be little read now- 
’ adays; but not many years have passed 
since this poem and others of the author’s 
used to get into the finest of bindings, and 
have great currency for bridal and birth- 
day gifts. Indeed, there is a witching 
melody in Moore’s Eastern tales,and a de- 
lightful shimmer and glitter of language, 
which none but the most cunning of our 
present craftmasters in verse could reach. 
—MITCHELL, DoNALD G., 1897, English 
Lands Letters and Kings, The Later 
Georges to Victoria, p. 153. 
LIFE OF LORD BYRON 
1830 

Moore will have a ticklish task to per- 
form all through, and if he brings me in, 
which he can hardly help doing, I may, 


perhaps, make him cry O, if he does not 
take care of his p’s and q’s.—SOuTHEY, 
RoBErt, 1828, The Correspondence of Rob- 
ert Southey with Caroline Bowles, p. 140. 

We have read this book with the great- 
est pleasure. Considered merely as a com- 
position, it deserves to be classed among 
the best specimens of English prose which 
our age has produced. It contains, indeed, 
no single passage equal to two or three 
which we could select from the ‘‘Life of 
Sheridan’’; but,as a whole, it is immeasur- 
ably superior to that work. The style is 
agreeable, clear, and manly; and when it 
rises into eloquence, rises without effort or 
ostentation. Nor is the matter inferior 
to the manner. It would be difficult to 
name a book which exhibits more kind- 
ness, fairness, and modesty. It has evi- 
dently been written, not for the purpose of 
showing, what, however, it often shows, 
how well its author can write; but for the 
purpose of vindicating,as far as truth will 
permit, the memory of a celebrated man. 
—MACAULAY, THOMAS BABINGTON, 18380, 
Moore’s Life of Lord Byron, Edinburgh Re- 
view, Critical and Miscellaneous Essays. 

The poet could not forecast that Moore 
would get the money and not publish the 
book; that his bibliopolist’s compilation 
—all puff and laudation to sell his stock 
—would be substituted—a lifeless life, 
giving no notion of the author, nothing 
told as Byron told it, and, excepting the 
letters it contains, unreadable and unread. 
Byron could not escape the poet’s fate— 
his true life suppressed, and a bookish, 
elaborate eulogy of his poetry to sell his 
works substituted. —TRELAWNY, EDWARD 
JOHN, 1858-78, Records of Shelley, Byron 
and the Author, p. 38. 

Moore’s vice is cautious, soft, seductive, 
slippery, and covered at times with a thin, 
tremulous veil of religious sentimentalism. 
In regard to Byron, he was an unscrupu- 
lous, committed partisan: he was as much 
bewitched by him as ever man has been by 
woman; and therefore to him, at last, the 
task of editing Byron’s Memoirs was given. 
This Byron, whom they all knew to be 
obscene beyond what even their most 
drunken tolerance could at first endure; 
this man, whose foul license spoke out 
what most men conceal from mere respect 
to the decent instincts of humanity ; whose 
“honor was lost,’’—was submitted to this 
careful manipulator, to be turned out a 
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perfected idol for a world longing for one, 
as the Israelites longed for the calf in 
Horeb.—Stowk, HArrinT BEECHER, 1870, 
Lady Byron Vindicated, p. 99. 


Murray eventually gave £4,200 for one 
of the most delightful and entertaining 
biographies in our literature —a companion 
volume, in every way, to Boswell’s ‘‘John- 
son’’ and Lockhart’s ‘‘Scott.’’—-CURWEN, 
HENRY, 1873, A History of Booksellers, 
p. 187. 


It was exactly the biography which that 
age required: by no means complete or 
entirely authentic, nor claiming to be so, 
but presenting Byron in the light in which 
contemporaries desired to regard him,and 
in every respect a model of tact and pro- 
priety. The fearless criticism and the 
deep insight which are certainly missing 
were not at that time required, and until 
they are supplied elsewhere the work will 
rank as a classic, even though its interest 
be less due to the efforts of Moore’s own 
pen than to the charm of the letters which 
he was the first to give to the world.— 
GARNETT, RICHARD, 1894, Dictionary of 
National Biography, vol. XxXvil, p. 3838. 


HISTORY OF IRELAND 
1835-46 

See also the first volume of Moore’s 
‘‘History of Ireland,’’ where the claims 
of his country are stated favourably and 
with much learning and industry, but not 
with extravagant partiality.—HALLAM, 
Henry, 1887-89, Introduction to the Lit- 
erature of Hurope, vol. 1, ch. i, par. 7, 
note. 


Moore wasted much time on uncongenial 
tasks, such as his ‘‘History of Ireland.’’ 
He bestowed great pains upon it, but there- 
sult proved that he had spent his strength 
in vain. His great and lasting achieve- 
ment is to have set forth and lamented in 
exquisite verse the sorrows and wrongs of 
his native land. Moore’s admirers can 
forgive his shortcomings as the historian 
of Erin when they regard him as its bard. 
—Rag, W. FRasER, 1885, “The Bard of 
Erin,” Temple Bar, vol. 75, p. 45. 


The last years of his life were spent in 
writing a ‘‘History of Ireland,’’ now 
quite unknown. He persisted in this 
work, and this gives us a higher idea of 
his character. With all his apparent 
affectation he was a genuine patriot, an 
industrious worker, and a most exemplary 
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son and husband, and there is no doubt that 
it was these qualities that helped to make 
him the darling of the London drawing- 
rooms.—MinT0, WILLIAM, 1894, The Lit- 
erature of the Georgian Hra, ed. Knight, 
p. 234. 
GENERAL 

Moore’s poems and his translations will, 
I think, have more influence on the female 
society of this kingdom, than the stage has 
had in its worst pertod,the reign of Charles 
II. Ladies are not ashamed of having the 
delectable Mr. Little on their toilet, which 
is a pretty good proof that his voluptuous- 
ness is considered as quite veiled by the 
sentimental garbin which itis clad. But 
voluptuousness is not the less dangerous 
for having some slight resemblance of the 
veil of modesty. On the contrary, her 
fascinations are infinitely more powerful 
in this retiring habit than when she boldly 
protrudes herself on the gazer’s eye, and 
openly solicits his attention. The broad 
indecency of Wycherley, and his contem- 
poraries, was not half so dangerous as this 
insinuating and half-covered mock-delicacy, 
which makes use of the blush of modesty 
in order to heighten the charms of vice. 
—Wuitsr, HENRY KIRKE, 1806, Letter to 
P. Thompson, April 8; Remains, ed. 
Southey, vol. 1, p. 237. 


He . . . may boast, if the boast can 
please him, of being the most licentious of 
modern versifiers,and the most poetical of 
those who, in our times, have devoted their 
talents to the propagation of immorality. 
We regard his book, indeed, as a public 
nuisance, and would willingly trample it 
down by one short movement of contempt 
and indignation, had we not reason to ap- 
prehend that it was abetted by patrons 
who are entitled to a more respectful re- 
monstrance and by admirers who may re- 
quire a more extended exposition of their 
dangers. It seems to be his aim 
to impose corruption upon his readers by 
concealing it under the mask of refine- 
ment; to reconcile them imperceptibly to 
the most vile and vulgar sensuality by 
blending its language with that of exalted 
feeling and tender emotion; and to steal 
impurity into their hearts, by gently per- 
verting the most simple and generous of 
their affections. In the execution of this 
unworthy task he labours with a perse- 
verance at once ludicrous and detestable. 

A publication which we would 
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wish to see consigned to universal repro- 

bation.—JEFFREY, FRANCIS LorD, 1806, 

Moore’s Poems, Edinburgh Review, vol. 8, 

pp. 456, 457, 465. 

Who in soft guise, surrounded by a choir, 

Of virgins melting, not to Vesta’s fire, 

With sparkling eyes, and cheek by passion 
flush’d, 

Strikes his wild lyre, while listening dames 
are hush’d? 

Tis Little! young Catullus of his day, 

As sweet, but as immortal, in his lay! 

See to condemn, the muse must still be 
just, 

Nor spare melodious advocates of lust. 

Pure is the flame which o’er her altar burns; 

From grosser incense with disgust she turns: 

Yet kind to youth, this expiation o’er, 

She bids thee ‘‘mend thy line and sin no 
more.”’ 

—Byron, LorD, 1809, English Bards and 

Scotch Reviewers. 

Mr. Moore’s Muse is another Ariel, as 
light, as tricksy, as indefatigable, and as 
humane a spirit. His fancy is forever on 
the wing, flutters in the gale, glitters in 
the sun. Every thing lives, moves, and 
sparkles in his poetry, while over all love 
waves his purple light. . . . The fault of 
Mr. Moore is an exuberance of involuntary 
power. His facility of production lessens 
the effect of, and hangs as a dead weight 
upon, what he produces. His levity at 
last oppresses. The infinite delight he 
takes in suchan infinite number of things, 
Creates indifference in minds less suscept- 
ible of pleasure than his own. He ex- 
hausts attention by being inexhaustible. 
His variety cloys; his rapidity dazzles and 
distracts the sight. The graceful ease 
with which he lends himself to every sub- 
ject, the genial spirit with which he in- 
dulges in every sentiment, prevents him 
from giving their full force to the masses 
of things, from connecting them into a 
whole. Hewants intensity, strength, and 
grandeur. His mind does not brood over 
the great and permanent: it glances over 
the surfaces, the firstimpressions of things, 
instead of grappling with the deep-rooted 
prejudices of the mind, its inveterate 
habits, and that ‘‘ perilous stuff that weighs 
upon the heart.’’ His pen, as it is rapid 
and fanciful, wants momentum and passion. 
It requires the same principle to make us 
thoroughly like poetry, that makes us like 
ourselves so well,the feeling of continued 
identity. —Hazuitt, WILLIAM, 1818, Lec- 
tures on the English Poets, Lecture viii. 
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To whom the lyre and laurels have been 
given, 

With all the trophies of triumphant song— 

He won them well, and may he wear them 
long! 

—Byron, Lorp, 1819, Don Juan, Canto, i, 

st. Civ. 

From her wilds Irene sent 

The sweetest lyrist of her saddest wrong, 

And love taught grief to fall like music 

from his tongue. 

—SHELLEY, Percy ByssHE, 1821, 

Adonais; An Elegy on the Death of John 

KECtS Shae KK 

Come, fill high for Tom Moore! would this 
bumper could gain us 

A truce with the sweet little Pander of Venus. 

’Tis diamond cut diamond when he and we 
quarrel, 

But we value his wrath as the dregs of that 
barrel. 

Then Tommy, agra! if you fall out with 
Blackwood, 

For dying luxuriously, purchase a Pack- 
wood— 

Frank Jeffrey, and all that, was nothing for 
certain, 

To us; but that’s all in my eye, Betty Martin. 

Then, here’s to poor Tom, and his verses so 
sunny, 

That made all our maids and young widows 
so funny ; 

Which sent all the spalpeens of Munster dra- 
gooning, 

And sent all the punks in the kingdom saloon- 
ung, 

—WILSON, JOHN, 1822, Noctes Ambrosi- 

ane, July. 

Anacreon Moore, too, has been nearly put 
out by the ascending star of his Lordship’s 
genius; and his sprightly, luxurious levity, 
has yielded to the more energetic force of 
heroic debaucheries. The laughing lyrics 
of the one have given precedence to the 
passionate heroics of the other, seasoned 
as they both were with about the same 
proportion of the salt of sensuality. 
Moore’s epigrammatic license is fast fad- 
ing before the tragic profligacy of Childe 
Harold’s abstraction, aided by the comical 
wickedness of Don Juan, who reduces to 
practice the theory of the Childe. Certain 
it is,that Moore has either degenerated in 
fancy and sprightliness, or the world has 
become tired of the tinkling of his pretty 
little fingers. I think he will scarcely last 
out another fashionable age.—PAULDING, 
J. K., 1822, A Sketch of Old England, by a 
New-England Man, vol. 0, p. 128. 

I take it for granted that you have seen 
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such a string of pearly words so delight- 
fully and so absurdly congregated before? 
—GALT, JOHN, 1823, To the Countess of 
Blessington, Jan. 6; The Literary Life 
and Correspondence of the Countess of Bless- 
ington, ed. Madden, vol. u, p. 327. 

While in the parlour I delayed, 

Till they their persons had array’d, 

A dapper volume caught my eye, 

That on the window chance’d to lie; 

A book’s a friend—I always choose 

To turn its pages and peruse :— 

It prov’d those poems known to fame 

For praising every cyprian dame; 

The bantlings of a dapper youth, 

Renown’d for gratitude and truth; 

A little pest, hight Tommy Moore, 

Who hopp’d and skipp’d our country o’er; 

Who sipp’d our tea and lived on sops, 

Revell’d on syllabubs and slops, 

And when his brain, of cobweb fine, 

Was fuddled with five drops of wine, 

Would all his puny loves rehearse, 

And many a maid debauch—in verse. 
—IRVING, WASHINGTON, 1824, Salama- 
gundt. 

Yes, 1 have read Moore’s ‘‘Sheridan,’’ 
and was deeply interested. But, my dear 
friend, it is more the excuse of an admirer 
than the impartial memoir of a biographer. 
—HAYDON, BENJAMIN ROBERT, 1825, Letter 
to Miss Mitford, Dec. 10; Life, Letters 
and Table Talk of Haydon, ed. Stoddard, 
p. 225. 

In Moore’s style, the ornament con- 
tinually outstrips the sense. —NEWMAN, 
JOHN HENRY, 1829-71, Poetry with Ref- 
erence to Aristotle's Poetics ; Hssays Criti- 
cal and Historical, vol. 1, p. 26. 


“‘The Loves of the Angels’’ is an in- 
valuable gem, which will rank, not with the 
‘‘Elegy in a Country Churchyard,’’ but 
with the ‘‘Rape of the Lock.’’ Sometimes, 
indeed, we cannot help thinking that the 
author might have periwigged his angles 
with advantage. But I beg pardon—it is 
no longer fashionable for young coxcombs 
to wear wigs.—ELLIOTT, EBENEZER, 1838, 
Spirits and Men, Preface, p. 214. 


His radiance, not always as bright as 
some flashes from other pens, is yet a 
radiance of equable glow, whose total 
amount of light exceeds by very much, we 
think, that total amount in the case of any 
cotemporary writer whatsoever. A vivid 
fancy,an epigrammatic spirit, a fine taste, 
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vivacity, dexterity, and a musical ear have 
made him very easily what he is, the most 
popular poet now living, if not the most 
popular that ever lived; and, perhaps, a 
slight modification at birth of that which 
phrenologists have agreed to term tempera- 
ment, might have made him the truest and 
noblest votary of the Muse of any age or 
clime. As it is, we have only casual 
glimpses of that mens divinior which is 
assuredly enshrined within him.—Pog, 
EDGAR ALLAN, 1840, Moore’s ‘‘ Alciphron,” 
Works, ed. Stedman and Woodberry, vol. 
VI, p. 260. 


His notion of Paradise comes from the 
Koran, not the New Testament. His works 
are pictorial representations of Epicurian- 
ism. Pathos, passion, sentiment, fancy, 
wit, are poured melodiously forth in 
seemingly inexhaustible abundance, and 
glitter along his page as though written 
down with sunbeams; but they are still 
more or less referable to sensation, and the 
“trail of the serpent is over them all.’’ 
He is the most superficial and empirical of 
all the prominent poets of his day. With 
all his acknowledged fertility of mind, 
with all his artistical skill and brilliancy, 
with all his popularity, he never makes a 
profound impression on the soul, and few 
ever think of calling him a great poet, 
even in the sense in which Byron is great. 
He is the most magnificent trifler that ever 
versified. Nothing can be finer than his 
sarcasm, nothing more brilliant than his 
fancy, nothing more softly voluptuous than 
his sentiment. But he possesses no depth 
of imagination, no grandeur of thought,no 
clear vision of purity and holiness. He 
has neither loftiness nor comprehension. 
Those who claim for him a place among 
the immortals, are most generally girls who 
thrum pianos, and who are conquered by 
the ‘‘dazzling fence’’ of his rhetoric, and 
the lightning-like rapidity with which he 
scatters fancies one upon another. He 
blinds the eye with diamond dust, and lulls 
the ear with the singing sweetness of his 
versification. Much of his sentiment, 
which fair throats warble so melodiously, 
is merely idealized lust. The pitch of his 
thought and feeling is nothigh. The im- 
pression gained from his works is most 
assuredly that of a man variously gifted 
by nature, adroit, ingenious, subtle, versa- 
tile, “‘forgetive’’—a most remarkable 
man, but not a great poet. Nothing about 
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his works ‘‘wears the aspect of eternity.’’ 
—WHIPPLE, Epwin P., 1845, English 
Poets of the Nineteenth Century, American 
Review, July ; Essays and Reviews. 

Idol of youths and virgins, Moore! 

Thy days, the bright, the calm, are o’er! 

No gentler mortal ever prest 

His parent Earth’s benignant breast. 

What of the powerful can be said 

They did for thee? They edited. 

What of that royal gourd? Thy verse 

Excites our scorn and spares our curse. 

Each truant wife, each trusting maid, 

All loves, all friendships, he betrayed. 

Despised in life by those he fed, 

By his last misstress left ere dead, 

Hearing her only wrench the locks 

Of every latent jewel-box. 

There spouse and husband strove alike, 

Fearing lest Death too soon should strike, 

But fixt no Plunder to forego 

Till the gross spirit sank below. 
—LANDOR, WALTER SAVAGE, 1853, On 
Moore’s Death, The Last Fruit off an Old 
Tree. 

As a poet Moore must always hold a 
high place. Of English lyrical poets he 
is surely the first.—RuUSSELL, LorD JOHN, 
1853, Memoirs, Journal and Correspond- 
ence of Thomas Moore, Preface, vol. 1, 
p. XXxii. 

Moore had in his time many imitators, 
but all his gayety, his brilliant fancy, his 
somewhat feminine graces, and the elabor- 
ate music of his numbers, have not saved 
him from the fate of being imitated no 
more.—BRYANT, WILLIAM CULLEN, 1870, 
A New Inbrary of Poetry and Song, Intro- 
duction, vol. 1, p. 48. 

In this multitude of travellers and his- 
torians, disguised as poets, how shall we 
select? They abound like swarms of in- 
sects hatched on a summer’s day amidst 
the rank of vegetation; they buzz and 
glitter, and the mind is lost in their sparkle 
and hum. Whichshall Iquote? Thomas 
Moore, the gayest and most French of all, 
a witty railer, too graceful and recherché, 
writing descriptive odes on the Bermudas, 
sentimental Irish melodies,a poetic Egyp- 
tian romance, a romantic poem on Persia 
and India. —Taing, H. A., 1871, History 
of English Literature, tr. Van Laun, vol. 
Il, bk. iv, ch. i, p. 250. 

Moore is nothing in my opinion, and 
never would have been anything but for 
the lovely music he is identified with.— 
OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. W., 1872, To 
Mr. Blackwood, Autobiography and Letters. 
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As to the songs and other poems one can 
seldom imagine that they were written in 
the open air, in the woods or fields, or in 
the face of nature. There is (so to speak) 
always a boudoir or indoor air about them: 
the very flowers seem to be artificial. Mr. 
Moore’s verses are also too saccharine: 
they want substance and relief. One may 
be smoothered even with roses; and if the 
roses want their natual dew and freshness, 
the suffocation becomes unpleasant. — 
PROCTER, BRYAN WALLER, 1874? Recol- 
lections of Men of Letters, p. 153. 


In Satire, it must be admitted that 
Moore is entitled to a distinguished place. 
Not, indeed, that he wielded the massive 
and ruthless weapon of the great Roman, 
the cutting lash of Ariosto and Dryden, 
the delicate scalpel of Boileau and Pope, or 
the poisoned dagger of Junius. Theedge 
of his sarcasm seems turned by its wit, 
and the smile of the archer to blunt his 
arrow’s point.—BATES, WILLIAM, 1874- 
98, The Maclise Portrait Gallery, p. 25. 


In the cosmical diapason and august 
orchestra of poetry, Tom Moore’s little 
Pan’s-pipe can at odd moments be heard, 
and interjects an appreciable and rightly- 
combined twiddle or two. To be gratified 
with these at the instant is no more than 
the instrument justifies, and the executant 
claims: to think much about them when 
the organ is pealing or the violin playing 
(with a Shelley performing on the first, or 
a Mrs. Browning on the second) or to be 
on the watch for their recurrences, would 
be equally superfluous and weak-minded. 
—RosseTt1, WILLIAM MICHAEL, 1878, 
Lives of Famous Poets, p. 284. 

He not only produced the most exquisite 
songs in the language, but he concurrently 
composed some of the best satires that 
were ever written. Birth had made Moore 
an advocate for rebellion. Society had 
stripped his advocacy of it of every shadow 
of bitterness. —WALPOLE, SPENCER, 1878, 
A History of England from the Conclusion 
of the Great War in 1815, vol. 1, p. 361. 
The land where the staff of Saint Patrick 

was planted, 

Where the shamrock grows green from the 

cliffs to the shore, 
The land of fair maidens and heroes un- 
daunted, 
Shall wreath her bright harp with the gar- 
lands of Moore! 
—HOLMES, OLIVER WENDELL, 1879, For 
the Moore Centennial Celebration. 
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Perhaps he was not hero born, 

Like those he sung—Heaven only knows; 
He had the rose without the thorn, 

But he deserved the rose! 

For underneath its odorous light 

His heart was warm, his soul was strong; 
He kept his love of country bright, 

And sung her sweetest song! 
—SToDDARD, RICHARD HeEnRy, 1879, 
Thomas Moore, Scribner’s Monthly, vol. 
18, p. 404. 

Ah, ‘Lalla Rookh!’?? O charméd book! 

First love, in manhood slighted! 

Today we rarely turn the page 

In which our youth delighted. 


The centuries roll; but he has left, 
Beside the ceaseless river, 
Some flowers of rhyme untouched by Time, 
And songs that sing forever. 
—TROWBRIDGE) JOHN TOWNSEND, 1879-81. 
Recollections of Lalla Rookh, A Home Idyl 
and other Poems, p. 92. 


No one would goto Moore expecting to 
find the robust vigour, condensed wisdom, 
and epigrammatic point of a Shakspere 
or a Burns; but sentiment, though less 
deep and more diffuse, may still be true and 
touch our hearts. —SYMINGTON, ANDREW 
JAMES, 1880, Thomas Moore, p. 134. 


He shone as a morning star in the 
awakening eye of the nineteenth (cent- 
ury); and though he was apt to disfigure 
his songs by what he meant for a crowning 
ornament—a metaphor artificially set 
forth, and too much like ‘‘the posy of a 
ring,’’—yet in his more genuine poetic 
moods, whether plaintive or festive, or, as 
he could sometimes contrive it, a graceful 
combination of the two, he could not but 
charm an audience who had forgotten the 
songsters of Elizabeth and James, and, so 
far as the poetry of song was concerned, 
had had nothing better to listen to in their 
own times than what was called ‘‘the Della 
Cruscan school,’’ or ‘‘the school of Laura 
Matilda.’’—TayLor, Sir HENRY, 1885, 
Autobtography, vol. 1, p. 155. 


Nearly every line he wrote is pregnant 
with platitude and literary affectations; 
nearly every song he sang is either play- 
fully, or forlornly, or affectedly, genteel ; 
and though he had a musical ear, he was 
deficient in every lofty grace, every word- 
compelling power, of the divine poetic gift. 
Above all, he lacked simplicity—that one 
unmistakable gift of all great national 
poets, form Homer downwards. And the 
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cardinal defect of the verse was the true 
clue to the thoroughly artificial character 
of the man. .. . I have granted the merit 
of Moore’s verses and the amusing nature 
of his personality; but I must protest in 
the name of justice against his acceptance 
as the national poet of Ireland. If Irish- 
men accept him and honour him as such,so 
much the worse for Irishmen, since his 
falsehood of poetic touch must respond to 
something false and unpoetic in their own 
natures.— BUCHANAN, ROBERT, 1886, The 
Trish ‘‘ National’? Poet, A Look Round 
Literature, pp. 205, 206. 

His prose, less known than his poetry, is 
facile, elegant, and, on the whole, correct. 
—SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1886, Specimens 
of English Prose Style, p. 318. 

‘Surely you must have been born with 
a rose in your lips, and a nightingale sing- 
ing on the top of your bed,’’ said Samuel 
Rogers to Moore; and there is much sig- 
nificance in the conceit. Moore’s poems 
are full of colour, while their melody is al- 
most faultless. His verse is sensuous and 
sweet. It seldom reached passion or heroic 
aspiration. There is no profound depth of 
thought, no far insight of human nature 
orcharacter. But it is full of airy fancies 
which are wrought into musical numbers 
characterised by exquisite finish which 
at its best shows no signs of elaboration. 
The flow and modulation of his lines give 
them an immediate affinity to music, and it 
seems but in the natural order of things 
that they should have been sung in a 
tender, sympathetic voice by the poet him- 
self. Moore’s songs still live in popular 
appreciation now that ‘‘Lalla Rookh’’ is 
seldom read, and its splendors—astonish- 
ing as they are—have to a great extent 
ceased to hold the fancy of a younger gener- 
ation. ven his Irish patriotic songs are 
remembered with something of the thrill 
which they have caused when they were 
sung in fashionable drawing-rooms more 
than half a century ago. — ARCHER, 
THOMAS, 1892, The Poets and the Poetry of 
the Century, Southey to Shelley, ed. Miles, 
7s Weitte 

It was a society which loved bric-a-brac, 
and Moore gave it bric-d-brac poetry of 
the best kind. Never was it better done; 
and the verse had a melodious movement, 
as of high-bred and ignorant ladies danc- 
ing on enamelled meadows, which pleased 
the ear and almost seemed to please the 
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eye. Hewas quite,then,in harmony with 
the society for which he wrote, and it 
would be rather surly of us if we judged 
him altogether from our standard of poetry 
and abused him for complying with the 
taste of histime. No one dreams of com- 
paring him with the greater men, or of 
giving his poetry too important a place in 
the history of Englishsong. But theman 
whose work Byron frankly admired; whom 
Scott did not dispraise; who received let- 
ters of thanks and appreciation from read- 
ers in America, Europe, and Asia; who 
fulfilled Mathew Arnold’s somewhat foolish 
criterion of a poet’s greatness by being 
known and accepted on the Continent; 
whom the Italians, French, Germans, 
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Russians, Swedes, and Dutch translated; 
whose ‘‘Lalla Rookh’’ was partly put into 
Persian, and became the companion of 
Persians, on their travels and in the streets 
of Ispahan; to whom publishers like Long- 
mans gave 3,000/. for a poem before they 
had even seen it, ‘‘as a tribute to reputa- 
tion already acquired’’—can scarcely be 
treated with the indifferent contempt 
which some have lavished upon him. He 
pleased, and he pleased a very great num- 
ber. Time has altered that contemporary 
verdict, and rightly—but when it is almost 
universal, not merely the verdict of a 
clique, it counts.—BRooKE, STOPFORD 
A., 1900, A Treasury of Irish Poetry, ed. 
Brooke and Rolleston, p. 36. 


Daniel Webster 
1782-1852 

Born at Salisbury (Franklin), N. H., Jan. 18, 1782: died at Marshfield, Mass., Oct. 
24, 1852. A famous American statesman, orator, and lawyer. He studied at Exeter 
Academy and Boscawen, New Hampshire; graduated at Dartmouth College in 1801; 
was admitted to the bar at Boston in 1805; practised law at Boscawen and Portsmouth; 
was Federalist member of Congress from New Hampshire 1813-1817; and removed to 
Boston in 1816. He acquired a national reputation as a lawyer in the Dartmouth Col- 
lege case in 1818; was member of Congress from Massachusetts 1823-27; was Whig 
United States senator from Massachusetts 1827-41; became famous for his constitu- 
tional speeches in reply to Hayne in 1830, and in opposition to Calhoun in 1883; op- 
posed Jackson on the United States Bank question; received several electoral votes for 
President in 1826; and was an unsuccessful candidate for the Whig nomination in 
later years. In 1839 he visited Europe. He was secretary of State 1841-43; nego- 
tiated the Ashburton treaty with Great Britain 1842; was United States senator from 
Massachusetts 1845-50; opposed the Mexican war and the annexation of Texas; sup- 
ported Clay’s compromise measures in his ‘7th of March speech’’ in 1850; was sec- 
retary of state 1850-52; and was again candidate for the Whig nomination for Presi- 
dent in 1852. His chief public speeches (aside from those made in Congress and at 
the bar) are addresses delivered on the anniversary at Plymouth in 1820,on the laying 
of the corner-stone of Bunker Hill monument in 1825, on the deaths of Jefferson and 
Adams in 1826, on the dedication of Bunker Hill monument in 1843, and on the laying 
of the corner-stone of the addition to the Capitol in 1851.—Smiru, BENJAMIN E., 
1894-97, ed., The Century Cyclopedia of Names, p. 10538. 
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He is a magnificent specimen; you 
might say to all the world, This is your 
Yankee Englishman, such Limbs we make 
in Yankeeland! As a Logic-fencer, Ad- 
vocate, or Parlimentary Hercules, one would 
incline to back him at first sight against 
all the extant world. The tanned com- 
plexion, that amorphous crag-like face ; the 
dull black eyes under their precipice of 
brows, like dull anthracite furnaces, need- 
ing only to be blown; the mastiff-mouth, 
accurately closed:—I have not traced as 
much of silent Berserkir-rage, that I 


remember of,in any other man. ‘‘I guess 
I should not like to be your nigger !’’— 
Webster is not loquacious, but he is perti- 
nent, conclusive; a dignified, perfectly 
bred man, though not English in breeding ; 
aman worthy of the best reception from 
us; and meeting such, I understand.— 
CARLYLE, THOMAS, 1839, To Ralph Waldo 
Emerson, June 24; Correspondence of 
Thomas Carlyle and Ralph Waldo Emer- 
son, ed. Norton, vol. 1, p. 260. 

Now those thirsty eyes, those portrait- 
eating, portrait-painting eyes of thine, 
those fatal perceptions, have fallen full on 
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the great forehead which [ followed about 
all my young days, from court-house to 
senate-chamber, from caucus to street. 
He has his own sins no doubt, is no saint, 
is a prodigal. He has drunk his rum of 
Party too soelong, that his strong head is 
soaked, sometimes even like the soft 
sponges, but the ‘‘man’s a man for a’ 
that.’’ Better, he is a great boy,—as 
wilful, as nonchalant and good-humored. 
But you must hear him speak, not a show 
speech which he never does well, but with 
cause he can strike a stroke like a smith. 
I owe to him a hundred fine hours and two 
or three moments of Eloquence. His voice 
in a great houseis admirable. Iam sorry 
if you decided not to visit him. He loves 
aman, too. Ido not know him, but my 
brother Edward read law with him, and 
loved him, and afterwards in sick and un- 
fortunate days received the steadiest kind- 
ness from him. —EMERSON, RALPH WALDO, 
1839, To Thomas Carlyle, Aug. 8; Corre- 
spondence of Thomas Carlyle with Ralph 
Waldo Emerson, ed. Norton, vol. 1, p. 268. 


Daniel Webster dined with me on his 
own invitation. He was on his way to 
Morristown and to Sussex County to meet 
a gathering of the Whigs. Dr. Condit, of 
Morristown, dined with me. Mr. Collins 
dined here. It wasa very interesting party, 
and Mr. Webster charmed the party. He 
is 57 years old, and looks worn and fur- 
rowed; his belly becomes protuberant, 
and his eyes deep in his head. I sym- 
pathize with his condition. He has been 
too free a liver. He ate but little and 
drank wine freely.—KENT, JAMES, 1840, 
Diary, Aug. 22; Memoirs and Letters, ed. 
Kent, p. 261. 

A column indeed, stately and graceful 
with its Corinthian capital, gives no bad 
idea of Mr. Webster; of his tall and mus- 
cular person, his massive features, noble 
head, and the general expression of placid 
strength by which he is distinguished. 
This is a mere fanciful comparison; but 
Sir Augustus Callcott’s fine figure of 
Columbus has been reckoned very like him ; 
aresemblance that must have been fortui- 
tous, since the picture was painted before 
the artist had even seen the celebrated 
orator. When in England some ten or 
twelve years ago, Mr. Webster’s calm 
manner of speaking excited much admira- 
tion and perhaps a little surprise, as con- 
trasted with the astounding and somewhat 
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rough rapidity of progress which is the 
chief characteristic of his native land. 
And yet that calmness of manner was just 
what might be expected from a country- 
man of Washington, earnest, thoughtful, 
weighty, wise. No visitor to London ever 
left behind him pleasanter recollections, 
and I hope that the good impression was 
reciprocal. Everybody was delighted 
with his geniality and taste; and he could 
hardly fail to like the pecple who so 
heartily liked him.—MITFoRD, Mary Rus- 
SELL, 1851, Recollections of a Literary 
Infe, p. 228. 

Dipped here and there into ‘‘Faust’’ 
(Anna Swanwick’s translation), and am 
admitted more intimately than by Hay- 
ward’s or Anster’s version into the subtle- 
ties of the modern Satan, the world-spirit 
of the nineteenthcentury. Our devil has 
partaken of the cosmopolitan culture; he, 
too, is a scholar anda gentleman, scarcely 
distinguishable in a crowd from any mor- 
tal else, —his complexion sallower by a 
shade, perhaps, and, if surveyed closely, 
some show of hoofs in his boots. ; 
Faust’s dealings with him are infinitely 
suggestive and profitable, and inclusive of 
the whole range of guile. ‘‘The demon 
sat gladly,’’—the portrait is sketched by 
a master, and is exhaustive of the subject. 
Goethe knew too much to paint well any- 
thing else; and this, his masterpiece, re- 
mains as the last likeness, finished up to 
the latest dates. Yet he lived too early 
to sketch this Western democratic shape, 
some fifty or more years later. Apropos 
of him, just now and here in this Western 
hemisphere everybody is putting down the 
dark Webster as the latest and best devil, 
concrete and astir in space perhaps, —cer- 
tainly in these American parts,-—clearly 
responsible for the sins of cities, North 
and South, —a Satan of national type and 
symmetry. ’Tis a great pity that Goethe 
should have come too soon. Head, 
shoulders, all, all of Webster should have 
gone into the picture, and this legal, logi- 
cal, constitutional Mephistopheles of the 
States had justice done him by his master. 
—AL.coTT, A. Bronson, 1851, Diary. 

In his personal appearance Mr. Webster 
was an extraordinary man, and at the age 
of forty was considered the handsomest 
man in Congress. He was above the or- 
dinary size, and stoutly formed, but with 
small hands and feet, hada large head, 
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very high forehead, a dark complexion, 

large black, deeply sunken, and solemn- 
looking eyes, black hair (originally), very 
heavy eyebrows, and fine teeth. To 
strangers his countenance appeared stern, 
but when lighted up by conversation, it 
was bland and agreeable. He was slow 
and stately in his movements, and his dress 
was invariably neat and elegant ; his favor- 
ite suit for many years having been a 
blue or brown coat, a buff vest, and black 
pantaloons. His manner of speaking, both 
in conversation and debate, was slow and 
methodical, and his voice generally low and 
musical, but when excited, it rang like a 
clarion.—LANMAN, CHARLES, 1852, The 
Private Life of Daniel Webster, p. 179. 


We called him giant, for in every part 
He seemed colossal; in his port and speech, 
Tn his large brain and in his larger heart. 
- And when his name upon the roll we saw 
Of those who govern, then we felt secure, 
Because we knew his reverence for the law. 
So the young master of the Roman realm 
Discreetly thought, we cannot wander far 
Brom ie true course, with Ulpian at the 
elm. 


We have no high cathedral for his rest, 
Dim with proud banners and the dust of 
years ; 
All we can give him is New England’s breast 

To lay his head on—and his country’s tears. 
—PARSONS, THOMAS WILLIAM, 1852, On 
the Death of Daniel Webster, Poems, pp. 
62, 64. 

Consider that from the day he went upon 
the Committee of Foreign Relations, in 
1812, in time of war, and more and more, 
the longer he lived and the higher he rose, 
he was a man whose great talents and de- 

. votion to public duty placed and kept him 
in a position of associated or sole com- 
mand; command in the political connexion 
to which he belonged, command in opposi- 
tion, command in power; and appreciate 
the responsibilities which that implies, 
what care, what prudence, what mastery 
of the whole ground—exacting for the 
conduct of a party,as Gibbon says of Fox, 
abilities and civil discretion equal to the 
conduct of anempire. Consider the work 
he did in that life of forty years—the 
range of subjects investigated and dis- 
cussed; composing the whole theory and 
practice of our organic and administrative 
politics, foreign and domestic. 

How much then, when rising to the measure 
of a true, and difficult, and rare greatness, 
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remembering that he had a country to save 
as well as a local constituency to gratify, 
laying all the wealth, all the hopes, of an 
illustrious life on the altar of a hazardous 
patriotism, he sought and won the more 
exceeding glory which nowattends—which 
in the next age shall more conspicuously 
attend—his name who composes an agi- 
tated and savesa sinking land—recall this 
series of conduct and influences, study 
them carefully in their facts and results— 
the reading of years—and you attain toa 
true appreciation of this aspect of his 
greatness—his public character and life. 
—CHOATE, RuFUuS, 1853, Address on Daniel 
Webster before Dartmouth College. 

No gloom that stately shape can hide, 

No change uncrown his brow; behold! 

Dark, calm, large-fronted, lightning-eyed, 

Earth has no double from its mould. 
—HOLMES, OLIVER WENDELL, 1856, Birth- 
day of Daniel Webster, Jan. 18. 


I have looked on many mighty men,— 
King George, the ‘‘first gentleman in Eng- 
land;’’ Sir Astley Cooper, the Apollo of 
his generation; Peel, O’Connell, Palmers- 
ton, Lyndhurst,—all nature’s noblemen; 
I have seen Cuvier, Guizot, Arago, Lamar- 
tine, marked in their persons by the genius 
which has carried their names over the 
world; I have seen Clay, and Calhoun and 
Pinckney, and King, and Dwight, and Dag- 
gett, who stand as high examples of per- 
sonal endowment in our annals; and yet not 
one of these approached Mr. Webster in 
the commanding power of their personal 
presence. There was a grandeur in his 
form, an intelligence in his deep, dark eye, 
a loftiness in his expansive brow, a signifi- 
cance in his arched lip, altogether beyond 
those of any other human being I ever saw. 
—GOODRICH, SAMUEL GRISWOLD, 1856, 
Recollections of a Lifetime, Letter lv. 


Accordingly, at noon on Friday, the 29th 
day of October, 1852, the gates of his late 
residence were thrown wide, that all who 
wished might come to look for the last 
time upon that majesticform. The coffin 
was placed upon the lawn, in front of the 
mansion-house, and a righ autumn sun 
poured down upon it the full light of day. 
A concourse of more than ten thousand 
filled the grounds, and passed slowly 
around the bier, each one pausing for an 
instant,to take the last look of that gra- 
cious figure, which was arrayed for burial 
in the same well-known dress that he had 
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always worn. The great multitude 
present represented or comprehended all 
classes, all ages, all stations, the rich and 
the poor, the educated and the uneducated, 
from far and near. But, in that crowd, 
there came one unknown man, in a plain 
and rustic garb, who truly and fitly, be- 
cause in homeliest words, interpreted the 
thoughts that silently oppressed them all, 
when, looking down upon the face of the 
dead, he said, as if for himself alone: 
“‘Daniel Webster, the world, without you, 
will seem lonesome.’’—CURTIS, GEORGE 
Ticknor, 1870, Life of Daniel Webster, 
vol. I, p. 703. 

I was intimate and in frequent corre- 
spondence with another American of still 
higher eminence, Daniel Webster ; a man 
whom Sydney Smith aptly described as a 
““steam-engine in trousers.’’ His massive 
forehead indeed strikingly betokened the 
massive intellect that lay within. He be- 
longed to the higher and earlier class of 
American Statesmen; though falling upon 
times when political partisanship and elec- 
tion trading had usurped so largely on the 
original institutions of the Republic, that 
he, as well as his contemporaries Clay 
and Calhoun, were excluded from its high- 
est office because they signally deserved it. 
I am half inclined to believe that the civil 
war might have been averted, had Web- 
ster’s genius and masculine eloquence, as 
they at one time existed, placed him in 
a position where they could be of national 
avail.—HOoLLAND, Sir Henry, 1871, Rec- 
ollections of Past Life, p. 189. 

He did not ‘‘let himself out,’’ and dis- 
play his lighter, frolicsome, and humorous 
moods, except in presence of those whom 
he had known long and well, and between 
whom and himself there existed strong 
mutual attachment. Those who did know 
him as he was, however, were aware that 
not only was he simple in manners, and 
often boyish in spirits; not only was he 
hearty, hospitable, and affectionate, stead- 
fast in his love of his family and his at- 
tachment to his friends, kind of heart to- 
wards men and towards animals, courteous 
to his adversaries, courageous, benevo- 
lent,—but that he was also fond of fun, 
and had avery keen zest for, and sense 
of, the humorous. —HARVEY, PETER, 1877, 
Reminiscences and Anecdotes of Daniel 
Webster, p. 316. 

I was very fond of Mr. Webster, with 
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his sweet and tender smile, his very white 


teeth, and his dark complexion and heavy 
brows. Hewas fond of children, aad was 
very kind to me.—OAKEY, S. W., 1881, 
Recollections of American Society, Scrib- 
ner’s Monthly, vol. 21, p. 417. 

He was the ‘‘godlike Daniel’’ to his 
countrymen in general, who thus called 
him by a phrase which, with a certain 
semi-conscious humor in it racy of the 
national character, redeemed its own ex- 
cess of veneration by a corrective dash of 
associated familiarity. But no less the 


educated men among his fellows were ac- | 


customed to employ in their own more 
scholarly way a similar language. To 


them he was ‘‘Jove,’’ a‘‘descended god,’’ | 
If he 


a ‘‘demi-god,’’ ‘‘the Olympian.’’ 
went abroad, some Englishmen said he 
“‘looked like a cathedral,’’ or Sydney 


Smith, with irreverent homage to his | 


Titan might, said he ‘‘was a steam-engine 
in breeches.’? This imposing effect of 
Webster’s personal presence was partly 


due to the remarkable physical mold in | 


which he was cast. 
in proportions, was not even greatly 
above the medium height; but somehow 
the beholder took from him an instantane- 
ous and overwhelming impression of im- 
mense mass, weight, momentum,—in one 
word, of power. He was always one of 
the sights of Boston, where his presence 


He was not gigantic | 


in the streets made the neighboring build- | 


ingslook smaller. Men from the country, 


that did not know who it was, would stand | 


to gaze at him.—WILKINSON, WILLIAM 
CLEAVER, 1882, Daniel Webster, Century, 
vol. 23, p. 538. 


A congenial marriage seems to be es- | 


sential to the best development of a man 


of genius, and this blessing rested upon | 


that household. It was like organ-music 
to hear Webster speak to or of the being 
upon whom his affections reposed, and 
whom, alas! he was so soon to lose. 


his perfect symmetry. Whatever evil- 


speakers might choose to say about the — 


subsequent career of Daniel Webster, he 


was at that time [1826], ‘‘whole as the | 
He was | 


marble, founded as the rock.”’ 
on the happiest terms with the world, 
which had crowned him with its choicest 
blessing, and stood forth inall respects as 


Iam | 
sure that those who knew the man only | 
when this tenderest relation had been ter- | 
minated by death, never knew him in | 
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anexampleandaheroamongmen. .. . 
Without asking the reason, men once sub- 
jected to his spell were compelled to love, 
to honor, and (so some cynics would wish 
to add) to forgivehim. No man of mark 
ever satisfied the imagination so com- 
pletely. The young men of to-day who go 
to Washington find acity of luxurious ap- 
pointments and noble buildings, very diff- 
erent from the capital of muddy streets 
and scattered houses with which I was 
familiar. But where is the living figure, 
cast in heroic mould, to represent the ideal 
of Americanmanhood? Can the capital of 
to-day show anything so majestic and in- 
spiring as was Daniel Webster in the 
Washington of 1826?—QuINcy, JOSIAH, 
1883, Figures of the Past from the Leaves 
of Old Journals, pp. 256, 267. 

When Mr. Webster failed it was a moral 
failure. His moral character was not 
equal to his intellectual force. All the 
errors he ever committed, whether in 
public or in private life, in political action 
or in regard to money obligations, came 
from moral weakness. He was deficient 
in that intensity of conviction which car- 
ries men beyond and above all triumphs of 
statesmanship, and makes them the em- 
bodiment of the great moral forces which 
move the world. If Mr. Webster’s moral 
power had equalled his intellectual great- 
ness, he would have had no rival in our 
history. He stands to-day as 
the pre-eminent champion and exponent of 
nationality. He said once, ‘‘there are no 
Alleghanies in my politics,’’ and he spoke 
the exact truth. Mr. Webster was thor- 
oughly national. There is no taint of 
sechionalism or narrow local prejudice 
about him. He towers upasan American, 
a citizen of the United States in the full- 
est sense of the word. He did not invent 
the Union, or discover the doctrine of 
nationality. But he found the great fact 
and the great principle ready to his hand, 
and he lifted them up, and preached the 
gospel of nationality throughout the 
length and breadth of the Jand. In his 
fidelity to this cause he never wavered nor 
faltered.—Lopcr, HENRY Casot, 1888, 
Daniel Webster (American Statesmen), pp. 
860, 361. 

Huge and solemn as were his eyeballs, 
vast and capacious as was his skull, mas- 
sive as were his shoulders, and sonorous 
as was his voice, there was yet occasionally 
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something deprecating in his manners and 
apologetic in his discourse. These de- 
ficiencies for championship were due to 
the influence of Puritanism, which had 
done its work upon him in his youth.— 
KEYES, GEN. E. D., 1884, Fifty Years’ 
Observations, p. 148. 

As an infant he is described as a crying 
baby who worried his parents considerably. 
He grew up to boyhood pale, weak, and 
sickly ; as he himself often told me, he was 
the slimest in the family. And yet, by 
doing a boy’s work on his father’s farm, 
by indulging a propensity for outdoor 
sports, by leading a temperate and frugal 
life, he succeeded in building up a robust 
constitution. On arriving at manhood he 
had a physical frame which seemed made 
to last a hundred years. It was an iron 
frame, large and stately, with a great 
mountain of a headupon it. When Thor- 
waldsen,the Danish sculptor, saw his head 
in Powers’s studio in Rome, he exclaimed: 
“‘Ah! a design for Jupiter, I see.”’ He 
would not believe that it was a living 
American. Parker describes him as ‘‘a 
man of large mold, a great body, and a 
great brain. Since Socrates 
there has seldom been a head so massive, 
huge. Its cubic capacity surpassed all 
former measurements of mind. A large 
man, decorous in dress, dignified in deport- 
ment, he walked as if he felt himself a 
king. Men from the country who knew 
him not stared at him as he passed through 
our streets. The coal-heavers and porters 
of London looked on him as one of the 
great forces of the globe. They recog- 
nized in him a native king.’’ Carlyle 
called him ‘‘a magnificent specimen whom, 
as a logic fencer or parliamentary Her- 
cules, one would incline to back at sight 
against all the world.’’ And Sydney 
Smith said he was ‘‘a living lie, because 
no man on earth could be as great as 
he looked.’?—ALLEN, STEPHEN M., 1885, 
Reminiscences of Daniel Webster, The Cen- 
tury, vol. 29, p. 724. 

The fame of Whitfield rests entirely on 
his oratorical genius; his published ser- 
mons show a mind below mediocrity. But 
Webster’s speeches read with a clearness, 
an argumentative force, a grasp of 
thought, a magnificence of style, that in- 
dicate unusual intellectual powers. In 
his time Webster stood at the head of the 
American Bar; as a lawyer he was the 
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peer of Jeremiah Mason. The cases he 
argued and won are among the most re- 
markable of the century. In his legal 
arguments he exhibited a power to deal 
with details, and to search out and win on 
the essential points of a case, while dis- 
playing great fairness in considering both 
sides of the argument. His fame was 
secure both as an orator and a lawyer 
when Destiny summoned him to display 
yet another phase of his many-sided genius 
in the councils of the nation. We have 
had many orators, many great lawyers and 
jurists, but very few statesmen of the 
first order, or for that matter of any de- 
gree of merit; politicians in abundance, 
but rarely statesmen. Among those char- 
acters who have achieved that high emi- 
nence, Daniel Webster occupies no second 
place. —BENJAMIN, 8S. G. W., 1887, Daniel 
Webster, Magazine of American History, 
vol. 18, p. 324. 

There is hardly a scrap of self-applause 
to be found in Webster’s career,—not 
even in the Boswellian ‘‘Reminiscences’’ 
of Peter Harvey. Of course Webster 
knew that all the world never estimated 
him at any less than the equal of the 
greatest men of his day, whether at the 
Bar or in the Senate, but he seems to have 
been absolutely clear of all vanity.—Mor- 
RILL, JUSTIN S., 1887, Self-Conscious- 
ness of Noted Persons, p. 31. 

Mr. Webster was the only man I ever 
knew or heard of who united in himself the 
highest qualities of an advocate, orator 
and debater. He has never been excelled, 
if equalled, in making difficult and intri- 
cate questions intelligible to jurors. See- 
ing clearly the real points at issue, and 
using language that anybody could under- 
stand, his statements of the points at issue 
were arguments. He never permitted the 
minds of jurors to be diverted from the 
real question upon which a case turned. 
Brushing aside everything that was not 
essential, the strong points only were pre- 
sented by him, and those with exceeding 
clearness. —McCuLLocH, Hucu, 1888, 
Men and Measures of half a Century, 
p. 18. 

A friend of mine once gave the proprie- 
tor of the Astor House, for courtesies 
extended to him, a dozen of his finest 
Maderia. He had the curiosity years after 
to ask his host of the Astor what became 
of this wine. He replied, ‘‘ Daniel Webster 
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came to my house, and I opened a bot- 


tle of it for him, and he remained in | 


the house until he had drunk up every 
drop of it.’? This was the famous ‘“But- 
ler 16.’,— McALLISTER, WARD, 1890, 
Society as I have Found it, p. 270. 


Looking back upon the time in which he 
lived, it [we] beholds the statuesque form 
towering with strange grandeur among its 
contemporaries, huge in his strength, and 
huge also in its weakness and faults; not 
indeed an originator of policies or meas- 


ures, but a marvelous expounder of princi- } 
ples, laws, and facts, who illumined every | 
topic of public concern he touched, with | 


the light of a sovereign intelligence and 
vast knowledge; who, by overpowering 


argument, riveted around the Union un- | 
breakable bonds of constitutional doctrine ; . 


who awakened to new life and animated 


with invincible vigor and national spirit; | 


who left to his countrymen and to the | 


world invaluable lessons of statesmanship, 


right, and patriotism, in language of grand _ 


simplicity and prodigiously forceful clear- 


ness; and who might stand as its greatest ! 
“mind in the political history of America, 
had he been a master character as he was | 


a master mind.—ScHURZ, CARL, 1897, 


Library of the World's Best Literature, ed. 


Warner, vol. Xxvu, p. 15735. 


He of all men next to Napoleon deserved 
the title of magnetic. His powerful face, 
so often described, so characterized by 


Carlyle, Macaulay, and Sydney Smith, was | 


capable of the most lustrous and winning 
and beautiful smile canremember. Had 
Mr. Webster been, like Charles James Fox, 
a professional lady-killer, he would have 
won every womanin theland. But Inever 
heard that he went into the business of 
flirtation at all.—SHERwoop, M. E. W., 
1897, An Epistle to Posterity, p. 20. 


ORATIONS 


It is the effort of a great mind, richly 


stored with every species of information. 
If there be an American who can read it 
without tears, I am not that American. 
Mr. Burke is no longer entitled to the 
praise—the most consummate orator of 
modern times. What canI say of what 


regards myself? To my humble name | 
“Hixegistt monumentum ere perennius.” | 


The oration ought to be read at the end of 
every century.—ADAms JOHN, 1820, On 
the “First Settlement of New England.” 
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Considered merely as literary produc- 
tions, we think the three volumes of 
“*Speeches and Forensic Arguments,’’ 
quoted at the head of this article, take 
the highest rank among the best produc- 
tions of the American intellect.—Wuir- 
PLE, EDWIN P., 1844, Daniel Webster, 
North American Review, July ; Essays and 
Reviews. 

I admire your style of address. It is 
stringent and terse, simple and strong. 
It is the severe simplicity and strength of 
Demosthenes, and not the art and elegance 
and Copia verborum of Cicero. The latter 
was the characteristic of the speeches 
and writings of our friend Story. But 
yours is the better model for a great 
political speaker.—KENT, JAMES, 1845, 
Letter to Daniel Webster, Nov. 11; Pri- 
vate Correspondence of Daniel Webster, vol. 
ll, p. 212. 

Notwithstanding our admiration of Mr. 
Webster’s talents, we do not precisely 
place him at the head of the list of Ameri- 
can orators. He wants the pathos of 
Preston, the electric rapidity of Calhoun, 
and the versatile graces and manifold ex- 
cellences of Clay. But in massive volume 
of thought, in depth and closeness of 
reasoning,and in the eloquence of the head, 
he is scarcely equalled, certainly not sur- 
passed, by any. This is his forte, and it 
manifests itself on all occasions, whether 
he is called on to defend the Union and 
the Constitution, or to vindicate his own 
State of Massachusetts. With him the 
flowers of rhetoric and appeals to feeling 
are but secondary things; he uses them 
with considerable effect, when they come 
in his way, but he would not move one step 
‘from his path to cull all the flowers of a 
whole parteere.— SPALDING, MARTIN JOHN, 
1855, Miscellanea. 

The best speeches of Webster are among 
the very best that I am acquainted with in 
the wide range of oratory, ancient or 
modern. They have always appeared to 
me to belong to that simple and manly 
class which may be properly headed by 
the name of Demosthenes. Webster’s 
speeches sometimes brings before my mind 
the image of the Cyclopean walls, —stone 
upon stone, compact, firm, and grand. 
After I had perused, and aloud, too, the 
last speech which you sent me, I was de- 
sirous of testing my own appreciation, and 
took down Demosthenes, reading him aloud 
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too. It did not lessen my appreciation of 
Webster’s speech. You know that I in- 
sist upon the necessity of entire countries 
for high, modern citizenship; and all my 
intercourse with Webster made me feel 
that the same idea or feeling lived in him, 
although he never expressed it. Webster 
had a big heart, —and for that very reason 
was a poor party leader in our modern 
sense. Everything in Webster was capa- 
cious, large; he was a statesman of Chat- 
ham’s type, I think. I believe he thought 
he was strong in political economy, but I 
think this was his weak point. I do not 
recollect that he was ever profound in 
that branch of statesmanship; and he may 
have become occasionally in this branch a 
special pleader, which he never was on other 
questions, and which many others have 
almost always been in their public career. 
—LIEBER, FRANCIS, 1860, Letter to S. 
Austin Allibone, Jan. 16; Critical Dic- 
tionary of English Literature, vol. WI, 
p. 2624, 

He was the Chatham of the New World. 
—CHAMBERS, ROBERT, 1876, Cyclopedia 
of English Literature, ed. Carruthers. 

In debate Webster was quick at retort. 
If it was a personal insult that aroused the 
slumbering lion, his roar of rage was ap- 
palling,and the spring and death blow that 
followed, were like lightning in their sud- 
denness. But it was on momentous oc- 
casions, when great public interests were 
at stake, that the full might of his intellect 
was visible. When feeble men, awed by 
the darkness of the political sky, fled for 
shelter from the tempest, he rushed forth 
exultingly to the elemental war, with all 
his faculties stimulated to their utmost. 
When the thunders of Nullification mut- 
tered in the distance, he coolly watched 
the coming storm; and when they burst, 
he bared his head to the bolts, like the 
mammoth of tradition, shaking them off as 
they fell. No man ever spoke, in whose 
utterances, even the simplest, the power 
of great personality was more deeply felt. 
—MatHEws, WILLIAM, 1878, Oratory and 
Orators, p. 327. 

In the Senate and in occasional speeches 
he was at his best, and above any other 
American of whom we have sufficient 
means of judging. Webster has 
passed into history as one of the handful 
of men whom the world acknowledges as 
the great masters of eloquence.—LopDGcE, 
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Henry Casot, 1884, Studies in History, 
pp. 312, 318. 


Upon the exterior of the Sanders Theatre 
of Harvard University—the oratorical 
centre of the oldest American college— 
are seven sculptured heads of the greatest 
orators of the world, who, according to 
this selection, are Demosthenes the Greek, 
Cicero the Roman, St. Chrysostom the 
Syrian, Bossuet the Frenchman, Chatham 
and Burke the Englishmen, and Daniel 
Webster the American. The choice isa 
fit one. Whatever the claims of other 
leading American orators, Webster, all in 
all, is their chief. So he was regarded 
during his lifetime, and the years since his 
death have not diminished their renown. 
Indeed, now that Webster’s intense am- 
bitions and bitter disappointments have 
been quenched in ashes, the solidity of his 
renown asan orator has become more 
apparent. — RICHARDSON, CHARLES F., 
1885, American Literature, 1607-1885, 
vol. I, p. 221. 

He trod no deck; he rode no horse; he bore 

No truncheon and no sword. He only sate 

A simple Senator within the gate; 

But when he spoke, men listened: from every 
door. 

Surged round him like a sea without a shore— 

This man of the majestic mien who, late 

On his own shoulders had borne up the State; 

Hearts beat, eyes glistened. He would speak 
once more. 

The thunders gathered on his awful brow: 

He spoke, We know the story. He who shone 

On all the summits of occasion, now 

Shone upon this; and made the day his own: 

He did but speak within the Senate Hall 

Some pregnant hours, yet in that time saved 
all 


—BLoop, Henry AmEs, 1886, Webster, 
1830-1886. 


Americans claim for Daniel Webster the 
highest placeamong modernorators. The 


verifications of such a claim would be a‘ 


complicated process. But there can be no 
doubt that Webster was a magnificent 
speaker, or that his speeches, like those 
of Bright and unlike those of Clay, have 
a literary value of the highest and most 
lasting kind. In political oratory it would 
be hard to find anything superior to the 
reply to Hayne; in forensic oratory it 
would be hard to find anything superior 
to the speech on the murder of White; 
among show speeches it would be hard to 
find anything superior to the Plymouth 
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oration. The economical and financial | 
speeches have also the highest merits of | 
speeches of thatclass. . . . Webster 
had not much imagination, and he seldom 
appealed to feeling. He reasons with 
irresistible force and in language plain 
but well-chosen, terse, and thoroughly 
effective. His sentences have been com- 
pared to the strokes of a trip hammer. 
Like the strokes of a trip hammer they 
are in sureness of aim and in the force 
with which they shatter the arguments on 
the other side, but not in monotony, for | 
their construction and connection are 
sufficiently varied. — SMITH, GOLDWIN, 
1888, American Statesman, The Nineteenth 
Century, vol. 24, p. 262. 
Great as the Plymouth Oration was ac- | 
knowledged by all to be, the Bunker Hill | 
Address was a distinct advance upon it, | 
both in the scope of the ideas and in the | 
skill with which they are wrought into an | 
organic whole. It ismore compact, more | 
picturesque, more vigorous, more finished. | 
In this field of oratory he probably has 
never had any equal in the English-speak- | 
ing world. . . . Probably no speech | 
in history has had so many readers as the } 
Reply to Hayne.—GrorcE, ANDREW J., 
1892, ed., Select Speeches of Daniel Webster, | 
pp. 875, 381. ; 
I have said that Webster was called on | 
to make this speech [Reply to Hayne], at | 
short notice. A single night was, if I | 
remember right, all that he had for im- } 
mediate preparation for the first day’s } 
effort, and one other night for that of the } 
second day. He could have made but few / 
notes, and the Brief which has been pub- - 
lished—a very short one—may have been | 
all that he committed to writing. Before } 
going to the Senate Chamber on the morn- ; 
ing of the first day he told Mr. Everett ; 
that as to the defence of the Constitution | 
he had no misgivings, that he was always ; 
ready for that; and that his only anxiety } 
was in regard to the personal and sectional | 
parts of Colonel Hayne’s attack. As he) 
entered the Senate Chamber, John M. | 
Clayton, the senator from Delaware, said | 
to him, ‘‘Webster, are you primed and| 
loaded?’’ ‘Seven fingers,’’ was his only) 
reply, with a gesture as if pointing to a: 
gunbarrel. He spoke under great excite-; 
ment, and with almost an air of inspira-- 
tion. Of his emotions he said himself, not! 
long afterward, ‘‘I felt as if everything I! 
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had ever seen or read or heard was floating 
before me in one grand panorama, and I 
had little else to do than to reach up and 
cull a thunderbolt and hurl it at him.’’— 
WINTHROP, ROBERT C., 1894, Webster’s 
Reply to Hayne, Scribner’s Magazine, vol. 
Xv, p. 120. 

The greatest of American forensic ora- 
tors, if, indeed, he be not the greatest of all 
orators who have used the English tongue. 
Webster’s speeches are of the kind that 
have power to move after the voice of the 
speaker is still. The thought and the 
passion in them lay hold on feelings of 
patriotism more lasting than the issues of 
the moment.—Brprs, Henry A., 1895, 
The Hra of National Expansion, Initial 
Studies in American Letters, p. 89. 

Webster’s very cravat, blue coat, and 
buff waistcoat seemed invested with an in- 
tellectual majesty. Even now, it is only 
needful to read over one of his grand 
speeches, as the second reply to Hayne, 
accounted his masterpiece, equally wonder- 
ful for its steady tramp of arguments and 
tremendous floods of feeling, to realize 
that overwhelming power. Webster’s 
earnestness and force of mind impressed 
themselves like sheer weight. Much as 
his regal presence and organ-range of 
voice enhanced the first effect of his ora- 
tory,it remains in print colossal eloquence. 
—BATES, KATHARINE LEE, 1897, Ameri- 
can Literature, p. 255. 

James Lowell and I were very angry 
with Webster for staying in old Tyler’s 
cabinet, and as he was to speak in Faneuil 
Hall on the evening of the 30th of Septem- 
ber, 1842, we determined to go in and 
hoot at him and to show him that he had 
incurred our displeasure. There were 
three thousand people there, and we felt 
sure they would hoot with us, young as we 
were. But we reckoned without our host. 
Mr. Webster, beautifully dressed, stepped 
calmly forward. His great eyes looked, 
as | shall always think, straight at me. I 
pulled off my hat; James pulled off his. 
We both became cold as ice and respect- 
ful as Indian coolies. I saw James turn 
pale; he said I was livid. And when the 
great creature began that most beautiful 
exordium our scorn turned to deepest ad- 
miration, from abject contempt to belief 
and approbation.—STory, WILLIAM WET- 
MORE, 1897, M. EB. W. Sherwood’s Epistle 
to Posterity, p. 47. 
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GENERAL 


Earnestness, solidity of judgment, eleva- 
tion of sentiment, broad and generous 
views of national policy, and a massive 
strength of expression, characterize all his 
works. We feel,in reading them,that he 
is aman of principles, not a man of ex- 
pedients; that he never adopts opinions 
without subjecting them to stern tests; 
and that he recedes from them only at the 
bidding of reason and experience. He 
never seems to be playing a part, but 
always acting a life. . . . His pa- 
triotism has become part of his being. 
Deny him that, and you deny the author- 
ship of his works. It has prompted the 
most majestic flights of his eloquence. It 
has given intensity to his purposes, and 
lent the richest glow to his genius. It 
has made his eloquence a language of the 
heart, felt and understood over every por- 
tion of the land it consecrates.—WHIP- 
PLE, EDWIN P., 1844, Daniel Webster, 
North American Review, July ; Essays and 
Reviews. 

Whoever, in after-times, shall write the 
history of the United States for the last 
forty years, will write the life of Daniel 
Webster; and whoever writes the life of 
Daniel Webster, as it ought to be written, 
will write the history of the Union from 
the time he took a leading part in its 
concerns. — EVERETT, EDWARD, 1852, 
Speech in Fanueil Hall, Oct. 27. 


His style is remarkable for great clear- 
ness of statement. It is singularly em- 
phatic. Clearness of statement, vigor of 
reasoning, and a faculty of making a ques- 
tion plain to the understanding by the 
mere terms in which it is presented, are 
the traits which uniformly distinguish his 
writings, evident alike in a diplomatic 
note, a legislative debate, and an histor- 
ical discourse. His dignity of expression, 
breadth of view, and force of thought, 
realize the ideal of a republican states- 
man, in regard, at least, to natural en- 
dowments; and his presence and manner, 
in the prime of his life were analogous. — 
TUCKERMAN, HENRY T., 1852, A Sketch 
of American Literature. 

He found his fertile nourishment in the 
books of the Bible, the simple energy of 
Homer, and the vivid grandeur of Milton. 
He has left traces of these studies on 
manyapage. There wasabout Webstera 
constant air of nobility of soul. Whatever 
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subject he touched lost nothing of its 
dignity with him. The occasion rose 
in his hand, as he connected it with in- 
terests beyond those of the present mo- 
ment or the passing object.—DUYCKINCK, 
Evert A. AND GEORGE L., 1855-65-75, 
Cyclopedia of American Literature, ed. 
Simons, vol. 1, p. 720. 

And he put his own crown-stamp on al- 
most everything he uttered. There was 
no mistaking one of Webster’s great 
efforts. There is no mistaking them now. 
They will be distinguished, in all time to 
come, like pieces of old gold or silver 
plate, by an unmistakable mint-mark. He 
knew, like the casters or forgers of yonder 
Statue, not only how to pour forth burning 
words and blazing thoughts, but so to 
blend and fuse and weld together his facts 
and figures, his illustrations and argu- 
ments, his metaphors and subject matter, 
as to bring them all out at last into one 
massive and enduring image of his own 
great mind!— WINTHROP, ROBERT C., 
1876, Oration at the Unveiling of the 
Statue of Daniel Webster, Central Park, 
New York, Nov. 25. 

In the sphere of literature to be held as 
one of the greatest authors and writers of 
our mother tongue that America has pro- 
duced. We all recognize the great dis- 
tinction in this regard of Burke and of 
Macaulay. In the flow of their eloquence 
as writers, and in the splendors of their 
diction, Mr. Webster did not approach 
them, nor would he have desired to imitate 
them. But I propose to the most com- 
petent critics of the Nation, that they can 
find nowhere six octavo volumes of printed 
literary production of an American, that 
contains as much noble and as much beauti- 
ful imagery, as much warmth of rhetoric, 
and of magnetic impression upon the 
reader, as are to be found in the collected 
writings and speeches of Daniel Webster. 
—KEvarts, WILLIAM M., 1876, Oration at 
the Unveiling of the Statue of Daniel Web- 
ster, Central Park, New York, Nov. 25. 

It is more than twenty years since we 
stood in the presence of Daniel Webster. 
We may now look at the great American 
with a steady gaze, and see him in his 
true proportions. He stands out against 
the sky of the past like Mont Blanc among 
the Alps. Not comprehended, not ap- 
preciated by the country in his time, we 
can observe him now through the serene 


DANIEL WEBSTER 


light of intervening years, and study the 
elements that constituted his greatness. 
His fame will never be less than it is to- 
day. It must-endure as long as the govern- 
ment which he upheld while he lived.— 
HILLIARD, HENRY W., 1877, Webster and 
the Constitution, Harper's Magazine, vol. 
54, p. 595. 


To the Memory 
f 


O 
DANIEL WEBSTER, 
Our greatest Orator, Statesman, Author, the 
Saver of 
our National Union, the Crown and Con- 
sumation of 
American Intellect and Manhood, this 
edition 
of his fovourite Poet is. with rev- 
erential 
affection, inscribed by the 
Editor. 
—Hupson, Henry N., 1880, Complete 
Works of William Shakespeare, Harvard 
ed., Dedication, vol. 1. 


I have dwelt on the career of the grand- 
est post-Revolution figure of the New 
World, because his work is less known in 
England than that of any other great 
American. In a country whose intellec- 
tual forte is oratory he surpasses all other 
orators. 

“Quantum lenta solent inter viburna cupres- 
si.”’ 
More than this, his place among English- 
speaking orators is in the front rank. 
True, his style has traces of the exaggera- 
tion characteristic of almost all young 
countries, and the haste, to which we have 
referred as one of the attributes of his 
own. It superabounds in classical allu- 
sions (a fashion common to the closing 
years of the last and early years of this 
century in Great Britain, France, and 
Germany); its imagery is profuse, here 
and there florid. In Webster’s pages, as 
in those of most orators, we have plati- 
tudes side by side with passages of real 
power, and we are made alive to his want 
of true humour by his lack of reticence. 
But beneath all the verbiage there is con- 
stantly present to us a man of realities, 
of pith and power and catholic sympathies 
enough to make us forget the cavils of 


superfine critics, with no more energy | 


than mantlepiece ornaments, whose one 
idea is to make pedestals to themselves by 
smoothing sentences. Under the ‘‘bar- 
baric pear] and gold’’ there i8 a buff jerkin; 
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the flowers make summer over a block of 
Puritan granite. Webster, fed on strong 
meat—the Bible, Homer and Milton—is 
always strong, alwaysclear. His six vol- 
umes can be read with little fatigue, and 
relished for instruction as well as heat; 
though superfluent, he never brings in 
bombast to plaster lack of knowledge or 
impotence of thought.—NicHOL, JOHN, 
1880-85, American Literature, p. 127. 


We watch the feats of some superb 
athlete, and all that he does is impossible 
to us, far beyond our reach; but we un- 
derstand how everything is done, and what 
muscles areneeded. We observe the per- 
formances of an Eastern juggler; we see 
the results, we appreciate the skill, but 
the secret of the trick escapes us. This 
is true also of mental operations; it isthe 
difference between the mind of Shakes- 
peare and that of Pitt, a difference, not of 
degree, but of kind. Webster belongs to 
the athletes.— LopcE, HENRY CABOT, 
1882-84, Daniel Webster, Studies in His- 
tory, p. 327. 


A careful study of his speeches cannot 
fail to be of interest and benefit to the 
student of English prose literature and 
English style-—BALDWIN, JAMES, 1883, 
English Literature and Literary Criticism, 
Prose, p. 402. 


‘ He understood the character and genius 
of the American people, and the principles 
upon which. their national organization 
was founded. Noone more fully appreci- 
ated the importance of abiding consistently 
by those great principles, as their success- 
ful operation in this country was of vast 

_importance in the progress of humanity, 
in bringing it to a proper understanding of 
individual responsibility and governmental 
authority. — WHITMAN, C. M., 1888, 
American Orators and Oratory, p. 1138. 


We can not imagine a time nor a con- 
dition of society when Webster’s morning 
drum-beat passage will lose its charm. 
His description of a superior human intel- 
lect in his eulogy on Adams and Jefferson 
is so true, so graphic, and so grand, that 
it must always command the admiration of 
the reader. Without exaggeration he has 
painted the scene of the murder of Captain 
White, and given voice to the thoughts 
and sentiments of the assassin, in manner 
and form so truthful and attractive that 
his words must find a place in the living 
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literature of future times.—BOUTWELL, 
GEORGE 8., 1887, The Lawyer, the States- 
man, and the Soldier, p. 62. 

Daniel Webster is not likely to be for- 
gotten, nor will his words cease to be 
read. For he wasted no time on party 
politics, or on small questions, or on issues 
now dead; but always in the courts, or in 
the Senate, or before the people, applied 
his matchless powers to subjects of great 
moment and popular interest, sure to re- 
main vital, and, like the seasons, ever re- 
turning. In these respects he standsalone 
among the statesmen of his day; and 
therefore, if they would, the people can 
never forget him. Nor can statesmen, 
jurists, or scholars; because, about gov- 
ernment, laws, and public policy he said 
the most authoritative word, save John 
Marshall’s, and said it in a way not easily 
bettered.—CHAMBERLAIN, MELLEN, 1898, 
A Glance at Daniel Webster, The Century, 
vol. 46, p. T09. 

As the master of a pure and vigorous 
English prose style, Webster has had few 
equals. His best orations may be studied 
as models of correct diction and rhetorical 
finish. His style may be characterized as 
majestic. It abounds in sonorous and 
elaborate word pictures. He was a clear 
thinker, and his sentences are as clear as 
his thought. His combinations are ac- 
curate and logical, and his illustrations 
are forceful. The orations of Clay and 
Calhoun seem dull and spiritless as we 
read them now; the magnetism of the 
orator, the tones of his voice, the flash of 
his eye, and the thrill of the occasion gave 
the words a life and power which vanished 
as soon as they passed into print. But 
Webster’s orations lose nothing with time. 
They are full of their original force and 
fire. They hold the reader as the orator 
held his audience, and we feel the thrill 
and excitement of the original occasion. 
It ig this that brings the work of Webster 
into the realm of pure literature. —Par- 
TEE, FRED LEWIS, 1896, A History of 
American Literature, p. 187. 

Of the generation of American states- 
men that followed those of the Revolu- 
tionary period, few will live aslong in the 
memory of the people, and none as Jong in 
the literature of the country, as Daniel 
Webster.—ScHurz, CARL, 1897, Library 
of the World’s Best Literature, ed. Warner, 
vol. XXVI, p. 15725. 
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Henry Clay 
1777-1852 
Born in Hanover County, near Richmond, Va., April 12, 1777: died at Washing- 


ton, D. C., June 29, 1852. A celebrated American statesman and orator. 


He was 


United States senator from Kentucky 1806-07 and 1810-11; was member of Congress 
from Kentucky 1811-21 and 1823-25 (serving as speaker 1811-14, 1815-20, and 1823- 
25); was peace commissioner at Ghent in 1814; was candidate for the Presidency in 
1824; was secretary of state 1825-29; was United States senator 1831-42 and 1849- 
52; was Whig candidate for the Presidency in 1832 and 1844; was the chief designer 
of the ‘‘Missouri Compromise’”’ of 1820, and of the compromise of 1850; and was the 
author of the compromise tariff of 1833. Complete works, with biography, edited by 
Colton (1857).—Smitu, BENJAMIN E., ed., 1894-97, The Century Cyclopedia of Names, 


p. 257. 
PERSONAL 


The object of his exertions was, at once, 
worthy of his power,and adapted to their 
noblest manifestations. He has been de- 
servedly called “The great commoner.” It 
is in the defence of popular rights,and the 
indignant denunciation of aristocratical 
tyranny, that his eloquence has been most 
frequently exerted.—PRENTICE, GEORGE 
DENISON; 1881, Life of Henry Clay, p. 23. 

Mr. Clay is particularly remarkable, as 
a politician, for a large and comprehensive 
scope of mind. He looks at his subject 
from an elevated point,—takes in at one 
view all the various considerations that 
bear upon it, and is thus enabled to give 
to each its proper relative importance. 
This faculty is in him the more com- 
mendable, inasmuch as it is not the natural 
result of the professional pursuits to which 
a large part of his life has been devoted. 
—EVERETT, ALEXANDER HILL, 1831, Lafe 
of Henry Clay, North American Review, 
vol. 33, p. 395. 

Whatever may be Mr. Clay’s defects, we 
are happy tobe able to state, that they do 
not grow out of principle, but they are ref- 
erable to the sanguineous nature of his 
constitution, rendering him easily excit- 
able and irritable; in other words, his 
errors are those of feeling,and venial ones, 
if any are. Our surprise is, not that he 
occasionally suffered its impetuous tide to 
control his judgment, momentarily, but our 
astonishment, on the other hand, is, that 
this was not borne entirely away by it, and 
stranded among the quicksands of folly 
and violence, set upon, as he was, at every 
stage of his career, by political harpies 
and vampyres, and bayed by the furious 
mastiffs of unprincipled and licentious 
faction, as if he had been a beast of prey, 
prowling through the land to devour its 


substance. Fatigued, exhausted, and lac- 
erated, with such a temperament as he 
possessed, it must have required, if possi- 
ble, more than the ‘‘patience of Job,’’ to 
bear in silence the most painful inflictions 
which the ingenuity of his legion of tor- 
mentors could devise. —MALLORY, DANIEL, 
1844, Life of Henry Clay, vol. 1, p. 1938. 
Mr. Clay is now (1848) in his seventy- 
first-year, and, notwithstanding his varied 
and arduous labors, tasking his mental and 
physical powers to an extraordinary de- 
gree, and the several periods of dangerous 
illness to which he has been subject, he 
bears in his personal appearance the 
promise of a vigorous, healthful, and pro- 
tracted old age. In stature, he is tall, 
sinewy, erect, and commanding, with finely- 
formed limbs, and a frame capable of much 
endurance. From his features, you might 
at first infer that he was a hardy back- 
woodsman, who had been accustomed 
rather to the privations and trials of a 
frontier life, than to the arena of debate 
and the diplomatic table. But when you 
meet his full, clear gray eye, you see in 
its flashes the conscious power of a well- 
trained and panoplied intellect, as well as 
the glance of an intrepidsoul. Its lustre 
gives animation to the whole countenance, 
and its varying expression faithfully in- 
terprets the emotions and sentiments of the 
orator. Much of the charm in his speak- 
ing lies in his clear,rotund,and indescrib- 
ably melodious voice, which is of wide 
compass, and as distinct in its low as in 
its high tones.—SARGENT, EpEs, 1848- 
52, Lafe of Henry Clay, ed. Greeley, p.315. 
He was indeed eloquent—all the world 
knows that. He held the keys to the 
hearts of his countrymen, and he turned 
the wards within them with a skill attained 
by no other master. But eloquence was 
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nevertheless only an instrument, and one 
of many that he used. His conversation, 
his gestures, his very look, was magis- 
terial, persuasive, seductive, irresistible. 
And his appliance of all these was courte- 
ous, patient, and indefatigable. Defeat 
only inspired him with new resolution. He 
divided opposition by his assiduity of ad- 
dress, while he rallied and strengthened 
his own bands of supporters by the confi- 
dence of success which, feeling himself, 
he easily inspired among his followers. 
His affections were high, and pure, and 
generous, and the chiefest among them 
was that one which the great Italian poet 
designated as the charity of native land. 
In him that charity was an enduring and 
overpowering enthusiasm, and it influenced 
all his sentiments and conduct, rendering 
him more impartial between conflicting in- 
terests and sections, than any other states- 
man who has lived since the Revolution. 
—SEWARD, WILLIAM H., 1852, Remarks 
on the Death of Mr. Clay, United States 
Senate. 

Mr. Clay, born in poverty and obscurity, 
had not even a common-school education, 
and had only a few months’ clerkship in a 
store, with a somewhat longer training in 
a lawyer’s office, as preparation for his 
great career. Tall in person, though 
plain in features, graceful in manner, and 
at once dignified and affable in bearing, I 
think his fervid patriotism and thrilling 
eloquence combined with decided natural 
abilities and a wide and varied experience 
to render him the American more fitted to 
win and enjoy popularity than any other 
who has lived. . The careless 
reader of our history in future centuries 

‘will scarcely realize the force of his per- 
sonal magnetism, nor conceive how mil- 
lions of hearts glowed with sanguine hopes 
of his election to the Presidency, and bit- 
terly lamented his and their discomfiture. 
—GREELEY, HorRACcE, 1868, Recollections 
of a Busy Life, p. 168. 

Mr. Clay’s complexion was very fair; 
so fair, indeed, that I had supposed that 
his hair, when a young man, must have 
been of a sandy or yellowish tint; and on 
expressing that opinion to Mrs. Clay 
several years after his death,I was greatly 
surprised by her prompt reply, ‘‘ You were 
never more mistaken ; he had when a young 
man the whitest head of hair lever saw.”’ 
His eyes were gray,and when excited were 
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full of fire; his forehead high and capa- 
cious, With a tendency to baldness ; his nose 
prominent, very slightly arched, and finely 
formed. His mouth was unusually large 
without being disfiguring. It, however, 
was so large as to attract immediate 
notice ; so large, indeed, that, as he said, “‘he 
never learned how to spit,” he had learned 
to snuff and smoke tobacco, and but for his 
unmanageable mouth he would have learned 
to chew also. His chief physical pecul- 
iarity, however, was in the structure of 
his nervous system; it was so delicately 
strung that a word, a touch, a memory 
would set it in motion. But though his 
nervous system was thus sensitive, yet 
his emotions, however greatly excited, were 
of themselves never strong enough to dis- 
turb the self-poise of his deliberate judg- 
ment.—HARRISON, J. O., 1886, Henry 
Clay, Century Magazine, vol. 33, p. 179. 

“‘The Apostle of Liberty,’’ ‘‘The Gal- 
lant Harry of the West,’’ ‘‘The Great Com- 
moner,’’ ‘‘The Great Pacificator,’’ ‘‘Harry 
of the West,’’ ‘‘The Judas of the West,’’ 
“‘The Mill-Boy of the Slashes,’’ ‘‘Old 
Chief,’’ ‘‘The Savior of His Country.’’— 
Frey, ALBERT R., 1888, Sobriquets and 
Nicknames, p. 392. 

I am fully conscious that critical read- 
ers, who are familiar with our parlia- 
mentary literature but never heard Clay 
speak,areready toask: ‘‘If Henry Clay’s 
speeches were so very wonderful and cap- 
tivating, why is it that nobody ever reads 
any of them now?’’ The answer to that 
question is that Henry Clay’s speeches de- 
rived their irresistible power from his ir- 
resistible personality. It was that—his 
personality which took people captive. 
He spoke to an audience very much as an 
ardent lover speaks to his sweetheart 
when pleading for her hand. Everybody 
knows that the more successful a lover’s 
speech is on such an occasion, the less 
readable it is when it gets into cold print. 
The lover speaks for the purpose of carry- 
ing his point and winning his cause just 
then and there, and is content with im- 
mediate success. It was the same with 
Henry Clay. He spoke to win his cause 
right there and then and gain a favorable 
verdict onthe spot; and no lover was ever 
more ardent, more vehement, more impas- 
sioned, or more successful in his appeal 
than Clay; and he was content with his 
immediate success.—DYER, OLIVER, 1889, 
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Great Senators of the United States Forty 
Years Ago, p. 230. 


About this time, Henry Clay, the great 
Kentucky orator, paid a visit to Rochester. 
I went to hear him speak at the Court 
House, the only place of public meeting, 
besides the church, Rochester could boast 
of inthose days. Such oratory I had never 
heard before; nor haveI met anything to 
equal it since. His voice had the pecul- 
iarly musical tone, at once sweet and sono- 
rous, which proved so effective in the 
large assembly room in which we were 
gathered to hear him. That speech of 
Henry Clay affected me to a singular ex- 
tent. It may sound a strange statement, 
but I don’t think I should be talking ex- 
travagantly, if I declare that the orator 
Clay was the direct cause of my taking to 
the composition of descriptive songs. Cer- 
tainly, it was his speech . that first 
put the ideaintomy head. While reading 
in my room, at the ‘‘HKagle’’ Hotel that 
night, I. asked myself: Why, if Henry 
Clay could create such an impression by 
his distinct enunciation of every word, 
should it not be possible for me to make 
music the vehicle of grand thoughts and 
noble sentiments, to speak to the world 
through the power of poetry and song! 
Theidea gained uponme. I became more 
and more fascinated with the thought, not 
only of trying my fortune as a vocalist, 
but also of composing my own songs. 
With me at that time to devise was to 
act. I commenced there and then to set 


to music Mackay’s beautiful poem,‘‘Wind . 


of the Winter Night, Whence comest 
Thou?’ Allthe night through I paced up 
and down my room arranging the music 
for the poem, and I remember that the 
notion uppermost in my mind was to in- 
fuse into my music, as it were, the subtle 
charm of the voice of Henry Clay. It 
was a quaint idea, but it took entire pos- 
session of my mind,and I hope my readers 
will not laugh at me for saying that I 
believe it inspired me. A few days later 
I had my musical rendering of Mackay’s 
fine verses all ready, and I took the first 
opportunity of playing it over to some 
friends. They applauded it, and their 
praise was emphatic enough to be sincere. 
This success decided me. From that day, 
song composing became the serious object 
of my life.— RUSSELL, HENRY, 1895, 
Cheer ! Boys, Cheer! p. 60. 
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ORATORY 


In the entire roll of distinguished 
orators, British and American, there is 
hardly one whose printed speeches give so 
inadequate an idea of his powers as do 
those of Henry Clay. His eloquence was 
generally of a warm and popular rather 
than of a strictly argumentative cast, and 
abound in just those excellencies which 
lose their interest when divorced from the 
orator’s manner and from the occasion 
that produced them, and in those faults 
that escape censure, only when it can be 
pleaded for them that they are the inevi- 
table overflow of a mind too vividly at work 
to restrain the abundance of its current. 
, . Probably no orator ever lived 
who, when speaking on a great occasion, 
was more completely absorbed in his 
theme.—MATHEWS, WILLIAM, 1878, Ora- 
tory and Orators, pp. 315, 319. 


Clay was perhaps the first consummate 
party leader of the Congressional and plat- 
form type, Jefferson having worked, not on 
the platform, but in the closet and through 
the press. He was a paragon of the per- 
sonal fascination now styled magnetism. 
Magnetic, indeed, his manner and voice 
must have been if they could make the 
speeches that he has left us pass for the 
most cogent reasoning and the highest 
eloquence. Yet multitudes came from 
distances, in those days immense, to hear 
him. Acynical critic said that Clay could 
get more people to listen to him and fewer 
people to vote for him than any other man 
in the Union. He however did get many 
votes though never quite enough. His 
power of winning the hearts of men was 
unique. Whenatlast he missed his prize 
by losing the election for the Presidency 
his partisans wept like children; one of 
them is said to have died of grief. He 
was as ardently patriotic, after the war- 
hawk fashion, but the Presidency was al- 
ways in his thoughts and its attraction 
accounts for the perturbations of his 
political orbit. He said that he would 
rather be right than be President; but it 
has been too truly remarked that even at 
the moment of that memorable utterance 
he was thinking more of being President 
thanof beingright. His policy and senti- 
ments were intensely American, and by the 
cosmopolitans would now be designated as 
jingo. He was a protectionist on what he 
deemed patriotic grounds, and the chief 
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author of a system to which Hamilton had 
only moderately inclined.—Smity, GoLpD- 
WIN, 1898, The United States, An Outline 
of Political History, 1492-1871, p. 179. 

His honest convictions underlay his best 
eloquence. To express these was always 
the purpose of his speaking. Grand as 
was his utterance the thought behind it 
was broader and deeper than his expres- 
sion of it, and his sincerity added weight 
to both. Bold and frank in his nature he 
had no inclination to palter in a double 
sense, and no wavering in his opinions and 
purposes. He could not be eloquent off 
the line of his strong convictions. On 
that line he was ardent, fearless and 
full of hope, with the rare power of in- 
spiring others with his own sentiments 
and hisownexpectations And those who 
could not be swayed from their personal 
beliefs and interests paid tribute to the 
honesty and sincerity of his straightfor- 
ward words. He was an eloquent 
man in an age of eloquence and a states- 
man in an age of statesmanship. If he 
had not been more than a mere orator he 
would not have been an eminent one in such 
an age. If he had not had éthos which the 
ancients counted so highly, a devotion to 
that which is right and honorable; ina 
word if he had not been a greater man he 
could not in the judgment of his own time 
have been so great an orator.—SEARS, 
LORENZO, 1896, The History of Oratory. 

GENERAL 

In the speeches of Henry Clay there 

is a chivalric freshness which readily 
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explains his great popularity as a man; not 
so profound as Webster, he is far more 
rhetorical and equally patriotic.—Tuck- 
ERMAN, HENRY T., 1852, A Sketch of 
American Literature. 


His speeches are sincere and impas- 
sioned, qualities which distinguished the 
man,and which are among the chief causes 
of the great personal popularity which he 
enjoyed. Full, flowing,sensuous, his style 
of oratory was modulated by a voice of 
sustained power and sweetness, and a heart 
of chivalrous courtesy. — DUYCKINCK, 
EVERT A. AND GEORGE L., 1855-65-75, 
Cyclopedia of American Literature, ed. 
Simons, vol. 1, p. 682. 

The rare brightness of his intellect and 
his fertile fancy served, indeed, to make 
himself and others forget his lack of ac- 
curate knowledge and studious thought; 
but these brilliant qualities could not 
compensate for his deficiency in that pru- 
dence and forecast which are required for 
the successful direction of political forces. 
His impulses were vehement and his mind 
not well fitted for the patient analysis of 
complicted problems and of difficult polit- 
ical situations. His imagination fre- 
quently ran away with his understanding. 
His statesmanship had occasionally some- 
thing of the oratorical character. Now 
and then he appeared to consider it as 
important whether a conception or a 
measure would sound well, as whether, if 
put into practice, it would work well.— 
ScHuRZ, CARL, 1887, Life of Henry Clay 
(American Statesmen), vol. 11, p. 409. 


Sara Coleridge 
1802-1852 

The only daughter of the poet, was born at Keswick, and lived for many years with her 
uncle, Robert Southey. In 1829 she married her cousin, Henry Nelson Coleridge, 
who was the chief editor of the poet’s ‘‘Table Talk’’ and ‘‘Literary Remains’’ (1836). 
She herself gave much assistance to this task, and was sole editor of the ‘‘Aids to 
Reflection.’’ In 1837 she published her only original work, ‘‘Phantasmion,’’ a long, 
romantic fairy story, that met with little appreciation at the time, but has since (in 
1847) been re-issued by Lord Coleridge.—SanprErs, LLoyp C., ed., 1887, Celebrities 
of the Century, p. 272. 

PERSONAL 

Last of the Three, though eldest-born, 
Reveal thyself, like pensive morn, 
Touched by the skylark’s earliest note, 
Ere humbler gladness be afloat. 


To be descried through shady groves. 
Tenderest bloom is on her cheek; 
Wish not for a richer streak; 

Nor dread the depth of meditative eye; 
But let thy love upon that azure field 
Of thoughtfulness and beauty, yield 
Its homage, offered up in purity. 

— WoRDSWORTH, WILLIAM, 1828, The 
Triad. 


Her brow hath opened on me—see it there, 
Brightening the umbrage of her hair; 
So gleams the crescent moon, that loves 
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She was one of those whose thoughts 
are growing while they are in the act of 
speaking, and who never speak to surprise. 
Her intellectual fervour was not that 
which runs over in excitement ; a quietude 
belonged to it, and it was ever modulated 
by a womanly instinct of reserve and 
dignity. She never thought for effect, as 
many do. She never found it difficult to 
conceive how others should differ from her 
in their conclusions. She was more a 
woman than those who had not a tenth 
part of her intellectual energy. The 
seriousness and softness of her nature 
raised her far above vanity, its coldness 
and its contortions. Her mind could 
move at once and be at rest.—DE VERE, 
AUBREY, 1873, Letters, Recollections, p.198. 


Of his [Hartley] sister Sara, it has been 
said that ‘‘her father looked down into 
her eyes, and left in them the light of his 
own.’’ Her beauty and grace were as 
remarkable as her talents, her learning, 
and her accomplishments; but her chief 
characteristic was‘‘the radiant spirituality 
of her intellectual and imaginative being.” 
This, with other rare qualities of mind and 
spirit, is indicated in Wordsworth’s affec- 
tionate appreciation in ‘‘The Triad,’’ and 
conspicuous in her fairy-tale ‘‘Phantas- 
mion,’’ and in the letters which com- 
pose the bulk of her ‘‘Memoirs.’’—Camp- 
BELL, JAMES DYKES, 1894, Samuel Taylor 
Coleridge, p. 288. 

GENERAL 

Sterling remarked that she shows the 
limited nature of a woman’s mind in her 
‘‘Phantasmion ;’’ she does not make Ariel 
an element, but the whole thing is Ariel, 
and therefore very wearisome and unsub- 
stantial.—Fox, CAROLINE, 1848, Memo- 
ries of Old Friends, ed. Pym, Journal, 
Oct. 30, p. 204. 

With an imagination like a prism shed- 
ding rainbow changes on her thoughts, 
she shows study without the affectation of 
it, and a Greek-like closeness of expres- 
sion.—BETHUNE, GEORGE WASHINGTON, 
1848, The British Female Poets, p. 480. 


Sara Coleridge’s chief claim to remem- 
brance in connection with literature lies 
in the essays and notes, mainly on con- 
troverted topics of theology and meta- 
physics, with which she illustrated the 
editions of her father’s works that she 
superintended. They display learning 
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rare in a woman,as well as a considerable 
power of speculation and of skill in deal- 
ing with the terms and propositions of 
metaphysics. But she had inherited from 
her father the tendency to over-refinement 
and subtlety rather than clearness of 
thought, and she had adopted from him 
his mode of speculation, in which baseless 
assumptions are often made to do the 
duty of sound arguments, and to serve as 
substructure for the most lofty but unsub- 
stantial edifices of fancy. . The 
chief impression left by the letters is that 
Sara Coleridge’s existence was far too 
much intellectualized. The sweet feminine 
soul was starved by the claims of the 
restless and dissatisfied intelligence. Her 
letters,even those to her husband, take the 
form of essays; they want the grace of 
easy friendly communication. She is al- 
ways a little conscious of being seated in 
a lecturer’s chair, and what she has to 
say must,to our regret, turn out at times, 
if not tedious, at least commonplace.— 
NORTON, CHARLES ELIOT, 1873, Sara Cole- 
ridge, The Nation, vol. 17, p. 426. 

Great and various as were your mother’s 
talents, it was not from them that she de- 
rived what was special to her. It was 
from the degree in which she had inherited 
the feminine portion of genius. She had 
a keener appreciation of what was highest 
and most original in thought than of sub- 
jects nearer the range of ordinary intel- 
lects. She moved with the lightest step 
when she moved over the loftiest ground. 
Her ‘‘feet were beautiful on the mountain 
tops” of ideal thought. . . . Inthisrespect, 
I should suppose she must have differed 
from almost all women whom we associate 
with literature. I remember hearing her 
say that she hardly considered herself to 
be a woman “‘of letters.’’ She felt herself 
more at ease when musing on the mysteries 
of the soul, or discussing the most arduous 
speculations of philosophy and theology, 
than when dealing with the humbler topics 
of literature.—DEVERE, AUBREY, 1878, 
Memoirs and Letters of Sara Coleridge, ed. 
her Daughter, p. 65. 


The helpful, loving, and unselfish spirit 
which made her a willing and affectionate 
partner in her husband’s labors, after his 
death took a more commanding form, and 
led her to dedicate the whole of her intel- 
lectual existence to the great object of 
carrying out a husband’s wishes, of doing 
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justice to afather’sname. In the fulfill- 
ment of thissacred trust she found occasion 
to illustrate and adorn the works which 
fell under her editorship with several 
compositions of no inconsiderable extent, 
and displaying powers of critical analysis, 
and of doctrinal, political, and historical 
research and discussion, of no common 
order.—ConantT, 8S. 8., 1873, The Last 
of the Three, Harper’s Magazize, vol. 47, 
p. 898. 

Sara Coleridge had not less genius than 
her brother Hartley, but she had nothing 
like the same gift of expression. She 
resembled her famous father in her ten- 
dency to lyric music, while Hartley’s 
genius was distinctly inclined to express 
itself in more monumental forms.—SHARP, 
WILLIAM, 1886, Sonnets of this Century, 
p. 284, note. 

After George Eliot’s, we should pro- 
nounce Sara Coleridge’s the most power- 
ful female mind which has yet addressed 
itself to English literature. While de- 
ficient in no feminine grace, she is intellect- 
ually distinguished by a quality for which 
we can find no better name than manliness. 
She displays the strongest, massiest com- 
mon sense, goes direct to the root of a 
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matter, sweeps antagonism from her path 
in a twinkling, and exhibits a refreshing 
liberality, despite a burden of hereditary 
and conventional prejudice. Circum- 
stances forced her learning and her reason- 
ing faculty into prominence, her pious 
labours as her father’s editor and annota- 
tor leaving her but little opportunity for 
the exercise of the imaginative gift which 
she had equally inherited from him. 
“*“Phantasmion,’’ though too unsubstantial 
a work to create a permanent impression, 
shows that she possessed this endowment 
in rich measure, and the little lyrics scat- 
tered through its pages confer upon her a 
secure though a modest place among Eng- 
lish poetesses. —GARNETT, RICHARD, 1892, 
The Poets and the Poetry of the Century, 
Joanna Baillie to Mathilde Blind, ed. 
Miles, p. 127. 

His sister Sara likewise inherited intel- 
lectual and imaginative gifts probably 
little if at all inferior to his; but circum- 
stances prevented her from making a great 
name. . . . Her only book is ‘‘Phantas- 
mion,’’ a fairy tale, whose lyric snatches 
prove her worthy of remembrance among 
English poetesses. —W ALKER, HuGH, 1897, 
The Age of Tennyson, p. 61. 


John Howard Payne 
1792-1852 
Born at New York, June 9, 1792: died at Tunis, April 10, 1852. An American 


dramatist, actor, and song-writer. 


He first appeared on the stage at New York in 1809, 


and fulfilled a number of engagements in other cities as ‘‘The American Juvenile Won- 


der,’’ etc. 


He played also in England and Ireland, part of the time with Miss O’ Neill. 


He retired from the stage in 1832, and was in Tunis as American consul 1843-45 and 
1851-52. He is famous as the author of ‘‘Home, Sweet Home”’ (originally in the opera 
of ‘‘Clari’’), and was author and translator and adapter of more than 60 plays.— 
Situ, BENJAMIN E., ed., 1894-97, The Century Cyclopedia of Names, p. 788. 


PERSONAL 


(Paris). Mary Lamb has begged me to 
give her aday ortwo. She comes to Paris 
this evening, and staysherea week. Her 
only male friend is a Mr. Payne, whom she 
praises exceedingly for his kindness and at- 
tentions to Charles. He is the author of 
“<Brutus,’’ and has a good face.—RoBIN- 
Son, HENRY CRABBE, 1822, Diary, Aug. 
20; Diary, Reminiscences and Correspond- 
ence, ed. Sadler, vol. 1, p. 477. 

I hope it will bring youhere. I should 
be most glad of that. I have a room for 
you, and you shall order your own dinner 
three days in the week. I must retain my 
own authority for the rest. — Lams, 


CHARLES, 1822, Letter to Payne, Nov; Let- 
ters, ed. Ainger, vol. I, p, 49. 

My Deer Sir:—It affords me great 
pleasure to comply with your request for 
the words of ‘‘Home, Sweet Home.’’ 
Surely there is something strange in the 
factthatit should have been my lot to cause 
so many people in the world to boast of the 
delights of my home, when I never had a 
home of my own, and never expect to have 
one, now—especially since those here at 
Washington who possess the power, seem 
so reluctant to allow me the means of 
earning one!—PAYNE, JOHN HowaArD, 
1851, Letter to C. HB. Clark. 

I. became acquainted with him as the 


736 


editor of the Thespian Mirror, when he 
was about thirteen years of age. A more 
engaging youth could not be imagined ; he 
won all hearts by the beauty of his person 
and his captivating address, the premature 
richness of his mind and his chaste and 
flowing utterance. — FRANCIS, JOHN W., 
1857, Old New York, p. 2138. 


The banishment was overlong, 
But it will soon be past; 
The man who wrote home’s sweetest song 
Shall have a home at last! 
And he shall rest where laurels wave 
And fragrant grasses twine; 
His sweetly kept and honored grave 
Shall be a sacred shrine. 
And pilgrims with glad eyes grown dim 
Will fondly bend above 
The man who sung the triumph hymn 
Of earth’s divinest love. 
—CARLETON, WILL, 1888, Coming Home 
at Last,* Harper’s Weekly, Feb. 10. 


How much of Payne’s success on the 
stage was due to his absolute merits as an 
actor, and how much to the curiosity he 
excited as a precocious lad, doing or at- 
tempting to do, work that only the most 
finished and mature tragedians had ever 
undertaken before in America, it is, of 
course, difficult now to determine. He 
certainly was associated, and in equal 
parts, with some of the most distinguished 
men and women in his profession, and with 
them he shared the honors and the ap- 
plause. It must be confessed, however, 
that he did not grow in popularity as he 
grew in years, and that his later engage- 
ments were less successful, in a pecuniary 
way, than those of his youth. He seems 
to have become careless and indifferent, 
to have devoted less time to study and 
preparation, and it is believed that he was 
dissatisfied with the profession, and with 
his position in it, even before he went 
abroad in 1818.—HuTTon, LAWRENCE, 
1883, John Howard Payne the Actor, 
Magazine of American History, vol. 9, 
p. 33. 


And here, for the benefit of those who 
can appreciate an incident which seems 
almost unique in its pathos, I submit the 
following: One winter night in London, 
Payne was without money or credit, had not 
where to lay his head. He tried to quiet 
the pangs of hunger and homelessness by 
looking in at the windows, and from the 


*On the proposed removal of the remains of John 
Howard Payne to this country. 
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areas scenting goodcheer. It was Christ- 


mas eve, the snow fell fast, the wind was | 


sharp and keen. At one luxurious house 
the hungry man stopped and watched the 
lighting of the Christmas tree. Its candles 
streamed brightly on the pavement, and 
among the evergreens he could see the red 
berries of holly,the toysand garlands, and 
the pretty heads of children. They danced 
and clapped their hands while the presents 
were being distributed and the air rang 
with shouts of laughter and screams of 
delight. 
itself a little, one young girl went to the 
piano and warbled ‘‘Sweet Home,”’ while 
the family joined in the rousing chorus. 
And what a story! John Howard Payne— 
“Home, Sweet Home’’—not a penny in the 
world—a lonely grave overlooking the 
ruins of Carthage—a death journey of 
several thousand miles—and a monument 
in the metropolis of his native land.— 
LANMAN, CHARLES, 1885, Haphazard Per- 
sonalities, p. 236. 

To write the life of such aman as John 
Howard Payne is a task that requires 
much forbearance and a good judgment 
of human character. His varied talents, 
and his constantly changing disposition to 
follow this object and the other, causes 
the writer some difficulty in finding a 
climax to any of the many vocations which 
Mr. Payne attempted throughout his life. 
Yet with all the perplexities of his kaleido- 
scopic sort of mind, that at the least touch 
or turn of thought would, lead him off to 
another form as unlasting as the one that 
had gone before, we cannot fail to see 
something to admire, and to make his life 
highly interesting to the reader.—HARRI- 
SON, GABRIEL, 1885, Life and Writings 
of John Howard Payne, p. 11. 

GENERAL 

Thirty-six consecutive performances of 
‘*Brutus,’’ each attended by crowded and 
brilliant audiences, may be cited as a proof 
of the deep impression created by Kean in 
the character of the Roman patriot. The 
tragedy, or rather compilation, of “Brutus” 
exhibits no particular originality or skill 
on the part of Howard Payne, but when 
efficiently acted it is highly effective, and 
will never go in want of an intellectual and 
appreciative audience. Hawkins, F. W., 
1869, The Life of Edmund Kean, vol. u, 


p. 66. 
“Brutus, or the Fall of Tarquin,’’ a 


When the merriment had spent | 


| 
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historical tragedy, by John Howard Payne. 
There is no originality or genius displayed 
in this drama, but, when well acted, it is 
highly effective on the stage. CHAMBERS, 
ROBERT, 1876, Cyclopedia of English Lit- 
erature, ed. Carruthers. 

The acknowledged difficulty of writing 
a really great song brings to mind the 
fact that of all the songs endeared to us 
by early and familiar association there 
is not one that Americans can claim ex- 
clusively except this. Tender old ballads 
by the score we borrow from the Irish, 
Scotch, English and German, but of our 
own there is but one. The wonderful in- 
fluence of ‘‘Home, Sweet Home’’ is not 
easily explained. Its spell is one of feel- 
ing,subtle as a perfume, which eludes the 
scalpel of the critic and defies analysis. 
Simple as the utterance of a child, it has 
the pathos of a strong man’s yearning. 
It touches the heart by its suggestion of 
sympathy with all other hearts, and its soft 
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tones bring to the dullest ear some echo 
of what Wordsworth calls 

“The still, sad music of humanity.’’ 
—Faust, A. J., 18838, John Howard 
Payne, Catholic World, vol. 37, p. 90. 


Payne seems to have been a little in- 
clined to the hearsay that the world owed 
him a living. The success of the beautiful 
music which has floated his commonplace 
words across the sea of time seems to have 
deceived him into the idea that he was an 
unappreciated genius, which was hardly 
true. We are told that it made him sad 
to hear the music boxes of foreign cities 
pour forth his immortal song when he had 
not a shilling in his pocket or a place to 
lay his head. But it was not his song 
which the hand-organs played; it was the 
unknown Italian’s glorious melody ; and if 
there are statues to be raised today, that 
unknown should have as high as the best 
of them. — CARPENTER, FRANK D. Y., 
1883, The Literary World, vol. 14, p. 198. 


Frederick William Robertson 
1816-1853 
Born in London, 3d February 1816, the son of an artillery captain, and was educated 


for the army at Beverley,Tours, and Kdinburgh Academy and University. 


Resolving, 


however, to take orders, he studied at Brasenose, Oxford, 1837-40, and for nearly a year 


held a curacy at Winchester. 


Continent cured it,and at Geneva he married. 


His health broke down; but a walking tour on the 


In 1842 he became the curate of Christ 


Church,Cheltenham. His faith in Evangelicalism was shaken by the intolerance of its 
partisans. After holding fora time the curacy in Oxford, in 1847 he became incumbent 
of Trinity Chapel, Brighton, where his earnestness, originality, and wide sympathy 
arrested public attention. But the comprehensiveness of his Christian ideal exposed 
him to not a little odium—he was suspected alike by Evangelicals and High Churchmen. 
During his last years he suffered from disease of the brain. He resigned in June 1853 
because his vicar had refused to confirm his nomination of a curate, and died 15th 
August 1853. He published but one sermon—the four series (1855, 1857, 1859-63) so 
well known over the English-speaking world are really recollections, sometimes dictated 
and sometimes writtenout. Yet another volume,‘‘The Human Race, &c.,’’ was issued 
in 1880. Other works are ‘‘Expository Lectures on St. Paul’s Epistles to the Corin- 
thians’’ (1859), ‘‘Lectures and Addresses (1858), ‘‘An Analysis of ‘In Memoriam’ ’’ 
(1862), and ‘‘Notes on Genesis’’ (1877). See his ‘‘Life and Letters,’’ by the Rev. 
Stopford A. Brooke (1865).—PATRICK AND GROOME, ed., 1897, Chambers’s Biograph- 
ical Dictionary, p. T94. 


PERSONAL Christ. To daring speculation he united 


So lived and so died, leaving behind him 
a great legacy of thought,a noble gertle- 
man,a Christian minister. To the tender- 
ness of a true woman he joined the strong 
will and the undaunted courage of a true 
man. With an intellect at home inall the 
intricacies of modern thought, he combined 
the simple spirit of a faithful follower of 


severe and practical labour among men. 
Living above the world, he did his work in 
the world. Ardently pursuing after liberty 
of thought he never forgot the wise ret- 
icence of English conservatism. He pre- 
served, amid a fashionable town, the old 
virtues of chivalry. In a very lonely and 
much-tried life he was never false or 
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fearful. Dowered with great gifts of in- 
tellect,he was alwayshumble ; dowered with 
those gifts of the heart which are pecul- 
iarly perilous to their possessor, he never 
became their slave. Helived troubled on 
every side, yet not distressed; perplexed, 
but-not in despair ; persecuted, but not for- 
saken; cast down, but not destroyed; al- 
ways bearing about in the body the dying 
of the Lord Jesus, that the life also of 
Jesus might be made manifest in his body. 
He died, giving up his spirit with his last 
words, in faith and resignation to his 
Father. He lies in a hollow of the Downs 
he loved so well. The sound of the waves 
may be heard there in the distance; and 
standing by his grave, it seems a fair and 
fitting requiem; for if the inquietude of 
the sea was the image of his outward life, 
its central calm is the image of his deep 
peace of activity in God.—Brookg, StTop- 
FoRD A., 1865-66, ed., Lifeand Letters of 
Frederick W. Robertson, vol. u, p. 238. 

We cannot think, and few besides his 
own friends will think, that he had laid his 
hand with so sure an accuracy and with so 
much promise upon the clue which others 
had lost or bungled over. But there is 
much to learn in his thoughts and words, 
and there is not less to learn from his life. 
It is the life of a man who did not spare 
himself in fulfilling what he received as 
his task, who sacrificed much in order to 
speak his message, as he thought, more 
worthily and to do his office more effectu- 
ally,and whose career touches us the more 
from the shadow of suffering and early 
death that hangs over its aspirations and 
activity.—CuurcH, R. W., 1865-97, Life 
of Frederick Robertson, Occasional Papers, 
vol. I, p. 205. 

The incidents in Robertson’s life are few 
and unimportant; its dramatic interest 
lies in the inward conflict, which was 
incessantly renewed. However keenly 
wounded in his deepest affections, he made 
no sign of suffering; his soul was too 
proud, too noble to betray its secret 
anguish. His sermons give scarcely any 
indication of the conflicts within; few 
could guess how deeply agitated was the 
soul that could express itself with such 
quiet strength. Yet every word was per- 
fectly sincere; the calmness was no mere 
mask, it was a manlyself-conguest. He was 
like the young Spartan who kept a quiet 
face while the wild beast was gnawing 
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at his vitals, and would have deemed it 
dishonour to betray hisagony. The publi- 
cation of Robertson’s life was, therefore,a 
revelation to the readers of his sermons. 
It showed how much every sermon had cost 
him.—PRESSENSE, E. DE, 1880, Contem- 
porary Portraits, p. 346. 


I have been greatly impressed by the 
extraordinary influence which Robertson 
almost unconsciously exercised upon those 
who were brought within the range of his 
personal influence. 1 know many persons 
who have been brought into close personal 
relationship with celebrated men. But 
[have knownno case in which the influence 
has been more profound and Jasting than in 
the case of Robertson. His, indeed, was 
one of the most rare and radiant natures 
that, with all its errors and imperfections, 
has ever adorned humanity. He has left 
hardly anything which he distinctly de- 
signed for publication, but the letters, 
lectures, and sermons which he threw off, 
and which have been mainly preserved 
through the devotion of his friends, make 
up some eight volumes, which increasingly 
invite and repay analysis and criticism. 
But the man himself is infinitely greater 
than his utterances, and affords a study of 
the utmost pathos and interest. — ARNOLD, 
FREDERICK, 1885, Robertson of Brighton, 
Delis 

Robertson, whose character, in all points 
that were comprehended within the region 
of morality, was not only stainless but 
exalted, nevertheless suffered from some 
minor defects disastrous in his public 
position—fiery vehemence, exaggerated 
sensitiveness, and an entire lack of humour. 
He went into fits of passion over his de- 
tractors’ iniquity without any countervail- 
ing perception of their absurdity, and every 
petty annoyance still further impaired the 
nervous energy which, apart from all 
merely external causes, was continually 
preying upon itself.—GARNETT, RICHARD, 
1896, Dictionary of National Biography, 
vol. XLVI, p. 405. 

In the portrait, a water-colour drawing 
executed by Basebé in 1853, . . . 
even casual students of physiognomy may 
read the soul and genius of Robertson. It is 
a superbly intellectual brow and forehead. 
The lines of close and constant thought are 
scored in every lineament of the face. But 
the expression is not merely that of 
a thinker: it is also that of a born leader 
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of men, of one fitted equally for the task 
whether the leadership were moral or 


physical, an attack upon a redoubt, brist- - 


ling with cannon and steel, or a resistance 
to the forces of social and religious cor- 
ruption, banded in a corrupt age against 
gravity and truth. The scorn of the 
mean, of the false, of the low, lighting up 
the whole countenance, is that which so 
often illuminated in pulpit, on platform, 
and in private talk, the features of Arthur 
Penrhyn Stanley. The serenity of soul; 
betokened by the quiet eye, recalls in his 
happiest moments the tranquility that 
Jowett always seemed to have at his com- 
mand.—KEscort, T. H. 8., 1899, Robert- 
son of Brighton, Fortnightly Review, vol. 
72, p. 1002. 
GENERAL 

The publication of Mr. Robertson’s 
‘‘Letters’’ was considered to be of great 
importance. They seemed to add a per- 
sonal interest to his ‘‘Sermons,’’to explain 
fully his mode of thought, to indicate the 
source of progress of many of his views, 
and to supplement his genera] teaching. 
They are full of tender human thought, of 
subtle and delicate feeling, and of much 
tried and suggestive experience. They 
possess also, in common with his ‘‘Ser- 
mons,’’ a peculiar literary interest. This 
interest lies not so much in the originality 
of their ideas as in the mode in which these 
ideas are represented. The choice of words 
in them is remarkable. There is sometimes 
a happy indefiniteness which belongs to 
and which suggests the infinite nature of 
the things discussed. A spirit pervades 
them which influences unconsciously their 
reader, and renders him receptive of their 
truths, by inducing in him a kindred tone 
of heart. Even Robertson’s slight sketches 
of an idea, traced perhaps in a single sen- 
tence, contain the materials for a finished 
composition. If heis not a Creator he is 
eminently a lucid Interpreter of thought. 
It is in this power of apt, logical, and strik- 
ing expression that the chief literary in- 
terest of his writings consists. BROOKE, 
Sroprorp A., 1865, ed., Life and Letters 
of Frederick W. Robertson, vol.1, p. xii. 


I had once seen him, heard him preach, 
but he did not please me,and I did him no 
justice. Now I shall read his sermons 
which, from the impression I took, I had 
abstained from reading, and, very likely, I 
shall make him the subject of a lecture at 
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Oxford.—ARNOLD MATTHEW, 1865, Leé- 
ters, ed. Russell, vol. 1, p. 862. 
Robertson’s ‘‘Sermons’’ have the merit 
of being very thoughtful and suggestive, 
but appear to me, both as to form and sub- 
stance, to have been given to the world 
too much in the state of raw material. 


-Perhaps you see more of the process of 


thought, which is no doubt interesting, but 
you miss the finished results.—THIRL- 
WALL, CONNOP, 1866, Letters to a Friend, 
ed. Stanley, Jan. 5, p. 54. 

Everything with him was done with a 
view to edifying. Wherever he quarried 
he was in search of spiritual ideas. Litera- 
ture, science, history, art, furnished him 
material for sermons. He found moral 
significance in everything. The dryest 
text was juicy to him. He turned stones 
into bread. He was a brave man,too; he 
faced doubt; he did justice to skepticism 
and unbelief and denial; he dealt honestly 
with Romanist and with atheist, with Greek 
and Jew, as well as he could; and the 
ground of this honest dealing was his faith 
that truth was identical with itself under 
all the varieties of its symbolism. He 
poured the old wine into the new bottles 
and the new wine into the old bottles, in 
perfect confidence that no bottle would 
burst under the pressure of fermentation, 
and that no wine would be spilled in the 
hasty decanting from one vessel into 
another. He can find a great truth any- 
where, and he can find an antique vase for 
every truth he discovers. . The 
reader is fascinated by the ingenuity, the 
brilliancy, the beauty, the swift legerde- 
main which shuffles meanings so deftly in 
and out ; the boldness, the candor, the keen- 
ness, the charity, the seeming insight, are 
charming; but before long comes a sense 
of illusion and mystification; thoughtful- 
ness pauses to ask if all this can be true; 
if the candor is quite candid or the fair- 
ness quite fair. The critical mind asks if 
there are then no distinctions; if there is 
not some trick about either the bottles or 
the wine; if everything is true, and every- 
thing is new, and everything is old, and 
where we are to stop in the process of 
legitimizing old credences and myths and 
superstition. Why should we not all be 
Romanists atonce? Nay, for the matter 
of that, why should we not all be pagans? 
The glamour becomes so painfully be- 
wildering to some persons that they lay 
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down the volume in a sort of despair.— 
FROTHINGHAM, O. B., 1869, Robertson’s 
Sermons The Nation, vol. 9, p. 413. 

Men there are with such fullness of the 
higher life in their brains that they over- 
flow procreatively upon their fellows. Of 
this chosen few was Robertson, one of 
those deep, pure, abundant human springs 
that, at far intervals along our track, gush 
up strong and clear, where all may drink 
and be slaked, the laborer and the lord, the 
scholar and the artisan, man and woman. 
The depth and beauty and Jimpidity and, 
I will add, the practicality, of Robertson’s 
teaching all come from its spirituality. 
Few are as intelligent as he; and so 
spiritually-minded I know, in our genera- 
tion, of no man who has been in the public 
eye. He was a many-sided man, morally 
and intellectually. Had he not been what 
he became, —a light such as shone from 
no other pulpit within the British realm, 
—he might have made himself an in- 
fluential parliamentary orator,or a far-eyed 
military leader, foremost in the advance, 
or a brilliant scientific expounder.—CAL- 
VERT, GEORGE H., 1874, Brief Essays and 
Brevities, p. 115. 

The influence of Robertson increases 
every day; he stands acknowledged as one 
of the greatest minds of the age, and as 
the happy exponent of its best aspira- 
tions. His theology is not exempt from 
the imperfections of a transition period. 
It should rather be regarded as represent- 
ing in its noblest phase an era of deep 
religious agitation. —PRESSENSE, EH. DE, 
1880, Contemporary Portraits, p. 318. 

The name of Frederick Robertson is on 
many accounts remarkable. There is 
probably no one of our time whose writings 
have had such an extended influence after 
his death,and who yet was during his life- 
time so little known except to the im- 
mediate circle to whom he ministered. 
His extraordinary merits as a preacher 
were acknowledged in that limited range, 
but beyond this, although from time to 
time his fame reached the outer world, yet 
his manner, his voice, his appearance, were 
entirely unknown. . . . How remarkable 
is the contrast of this obscurity with his 
widespread popularity in after years! It 
is not too much to say that he has become, 
beyond question, the greatest preacher of 
the nineteenth century, the most widely 
admired, and with the most powerful 
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reasons for this wide-spread judgment.— 
STANLEY, ARTHUR PENRHYN, 1882, Fred- 
erick W. Robertson, Century, vol. 23, p. 559. 

It was in all the nobler qualities of 
thought, insight, and feeling that he ex- 
celled; as it is these qualities that still 
live in his sermons and have made them 
such a marvellous power. He was char- 
acteristically a Thinker in the Pulpit. He 
went straight to the heart of every sub- 
ject that he touched,and with a rare com- 
bination of imaginative anddialectic power 
brought out all its meaning. He felta 
truth before he expressed it ; but when once 
he felt it, and by patient study had made 
it its [his] own, he wrought it with the most 
admirable logic—a logic closely linked, 
yet living in every link—into the minds of 
his hearers. This live glowing concaten- 
ated sequence of thought is seen in all his 
greater sermons. It could only have been 
forged in a brain stirred to its depths—on 
fire with the ideas which possessed him for 
the time—yet never mastered by, always 
mastering, his subject. This impress of 
creative force as he proceeded in his 
sermons gives them their wonderful per- 
fection of form amidst all their hurrying 
energy. They aremany of them great as 
literary compositions, with a living move- 
ment rare even in the higher literature. 
The truth is, they were literally the crea- 
tion of moments of inspired utterance. 
We cannot imagine them written in cold 
blood. Their organization shows a heated 
yet controlled enthusiasm. — TULLOCH, 
JOHN, 1885, Movements of Religious 
Thought in Britain During the Nineteenth 
Century, p. 192. 

Robertson was not merely fervent with 
the impassioned energy of youth (he died 
at thirty-seven) and eloquent with the 
earnestness of deep conviction, but he was 
the most quickening and suggestive of 
thinkers. He denied creeds and formulas 
only to affirm more grandly the truths at 
their heart.—PiTMAN, Ropert C., 1888, 
Books that Have Helped Me, The Forum, 
vol. 4, p. 609. 

Robertson had a vein of reflective senti- 
ment, an almost feminine softness, sad- 
ness, and the wistful reflectiveness about 
him, which had a sympathetic attraction 
beyond that of any of his contemporaries. 
— OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. W., 1892, The 
Victorian Age of English Literature, p.339. 

Open the sermons of Robertson where 
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you will, take him on any subject, you will 
find him teaching plain, simple, common 
sense. He is never hampered by tradition, 
yet never violent. He is never daring you 
to follow him. He simply unfolds the 
truth and makes it luminous with the 
choicest words. He treats old faiths with 
the utmost respect. He brings out what 
truths there are in them, and with a magic 
touch transforms them into life and 
beauty. With him the atonement loses 
its harsh and vindictive character, the 
doctrine of the trinity becomes natural 
and plausible, prophecy is changed from 
petty prediction to the grandest statement 
of universal truths, regeneration becomes 
a plain necessity to ever true nature, and 
Christ is the fulfillment of the longing 
desire of imperfect man.—BIsBEE, R. E., 
1896, An Inspired Preacher, The Arena, 
vol. 15, p. 191. 
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Robertson’s preaching is not very easy 
to judge, because the published sermons 
are admittedly not what was actually 
delivered, but after-reminiscences or sum- 
maries, and the judgment is not rendered 
easier by the injudicious and gushing 
laudation of which he has been made the 
subject. He certainly possessed a happy 
gift of phrase now and then, and remark- 
able earnestness.—SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 
1896, A History of Nineteenth Century 
Iaterature, p. 377. 

Owes his position entirely to the 
celebrated sermons which he preached at 
Brighton during the last six years of his 
life. They are not great in scholarship, 
nor even in eloquence, but they exhibit a 
character of many-sided attractiveness 
which was the real secret of Robertson’s 
power.—WALKER, Hucu, 1897, The Age 
of Tennyson, p. 157. 


Amelia Opie 
1769-1853 


Amelia Opie (6. 1769, d. 1853), daughter of Dr. Alderson of Norwich, was well 
known as a writer of tales and novels,and as a leader in the literary and artistic society 


of the first half of this century. 


and it was followed by ‘‘Adeline Mowbray’’ (1804). 
She also published a collection of ‘‘Poems’’ (1802), ‘‘Simple 


and wide popularity. 


Tales’’ (1806), and ‘‘Tales of Real Life’’ (1813). 


Her first story was ‘‘Father and Daughter’’ (1801), 


Both enjoyed high reputation 


Her ‘‘Memorials,’’ containing pas- 


sages from her diaries and letters, edited by Cecilia Brightwell (1854), have consider- 
able historic interest.—SANDERS, LLOYD C., ed., 1887, Celebrities of the Century, p. 798. 


PERSONAL 


Mrs. Opie’s habits are very singular. 
At Norwich she lives in seclusion, attends 
at the Quaker meeting-house, and visits 
nobody. When she comes to town, her 
house is the scene of an eternal levée,and 
who is so busily gay as Mrs. Opie?— 
BowrinGc, Sir JOHN, 1822-77, Autobio- 
graphical Recollections, p. 351. 

I owed Mrs. Opie a grudge for having 
made me in my youth cry my eyes out over 
her stories; but her fair, cheerful face 
forced me to forgetit. She long ago for- 
swore the world and its vanities, and 
adopted the Quaker faith and costume; 
but I fancied that her elaborate simplicity, 
and the fashionable little train to her 
pretty satin gown, indicated how much 
easier it is to adopt a theory than to 
change one’s habits.—SEDGWICK, CATH- 
ERINE, 1841, Letters from Abroad. 

Dined with Amelia Opie; she was in 
great force and really jolly. Exhibited 


her gallery, containing, some fine por- 
traits by her husband, one being of her 
old French master, which she insisted on 
Opie painting before she would accept 
him. She is enthusiastic about Father 
Mathew ; reads Dickens voraciously ; takes 
to Carlyle, but thinks his appearance 
against him; talks much and with great 
spirit of people, but never ill-naturedly.— 
Fox, CAROLINE, 1848, Memories of Old 
Friends, ed. Pym, Journal, Oct. 22, p. 203. 

During Mr. Opie’s life, excitements 
abounded. After his death and when her 
mourning was over, she wrote little novels, 
read them to admiring friends in Norwich, 
who cried their eyes out at the pathetic 
scenes, read in her dramatic manner, and 
then-she carried them to London, got con- 
siderable sums by them, enjoyed the hom- 
age they brought to her feet, sang at 
supper-tables, dressed splendidly, did not 
scruple being present at Lady Cork’s and 
others’ Sunday concerts, and was very 
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nearly marrying a younger brother of Lord 
Bute. Lord Herbert Stewart’s carriage 
appeared, and made a great clatter in the 
narrow streets of Norwich; and the old 
gentleman was watched into Dr. Alder- 
son’s house; and the hours were counted 
which he spent, it was supposed, at Mrs. 
Opie’s feet. But it came to nothing. For 
a while she continued her London visits; 
and her proud father went about reading 
her letters about her honors. But she 
suddenly discovered that all is vanity: she 
took to gray silks and muslin, and the 
“‘thee’’ and ‘‘thou,’’ quoted Habakkuk and 
Micah with gusto,and set her heart upon 
preaching. That, however, was not 
allowed. —MARTINEAU, HARRIET, 1853, 
Biographical Sketches, p. 17. 

I knew her as a Quakeress, and as the 
gayest and pleasantest member of the 
pleasantest and most intelligent society in 
London. Unluckily,as a Norwich woman, 
she was thrown among the Gurneys, and 
took a fancy to Joseph John, who, after 
she had very literally set her Quaker cap 
at him, married a pretty girl of seventeen. 
She had been previously engaged to Lord 
Herbert Stewart—a match which had gone 
off, because in that age, when broughams 
and pages were not,they could not muster 
money enough for such an establishment 
as their wants required in married people, 
so she remained the artist’s widow, yearn- 
ing ever after the Quakerly proselytism 
for her old pleasant society, and certainly 
attending the May meetings that she might 
creep into more parties under their cover. 
—MITFoRD, Mary RUSSELL, 18538, Letter 
to Miss Jephson, Oct. 6; The Friendships 
of Mary Russell Mitford, ed. L’Estrange. 

Her countenance was animated, bright 
and beaming; her eyes soft and expressive, 
yet full of ardour; her hair was abundant 
and beautiful, of auburn hue,and waving in 
long tresses. Her figure was well formed, 
her carriage fine, her hands, arms, and feet 
well shaped—and all around and about her 
was the spirit of youth and joy and love. 
— BRIGHTWELL, CECILIA Lucy, 1854, 
Memorials of the Life of Amelia Opie, p. 35. 

She joined the Society of Friends con- 
scientiously,she adhered to it with perfect 
fidelity, and she never repented. But it 
was the work of the influence of zealous 
friends, and it changed little in her life. 
: It was a sacrifice, no doubt, but 
it was not made in the fervent and 


productive years; hence it never worked 
any of those radical changes which gives so 
much significance to renunciation.—Kav- 
ANAGH, JULIA, 1862, English Women of 
Letters, p. 288. 

When Mrs. Opie became a gay widow, 
we often met her at the house of a mutual 
friend, where her eccentric conductamused 
some, and disgusted others. I have seen 
her astonish a grave circle of elderly 
people by jumping up and dancing a shawl- 
dance then in vogue on the stage, flourish- 
ing away to a tune of her own singing, 
apparently unconscious of the effect she 
was producing. She used to carry about 
with her in all her visits a pretty little 
stringed instrument, in the classic form of 
a lyre, and sing her own songs, with great 
expression, to that accompaniment. She 
said she could always find out the secrets 
of a young girl’s heart, if she could sing 
to her alone. She tried her experiment 
on me and proved right.—FARRAR, MRS. 
JOHN, 1866, Recollections of Seventy Years, 
p. 25. 

A bird-of-paradise suddenly descending 
to pick up crumbs in an English farmyard 
could scarcely have created more astonish- 
ment among Dame Partlet’s brood than did 
this pea-hen among the supberbly dressed 
and jeweled dames of the Parisian salon. 
The good General seemed to know her well, 
rose and greeted her with the grace of 
the days he had so largely helped to spoil 
—when a French gentleman was known to 
be the gentleman par excellence. Dear 
Mrs. Opie: she seemed utterly indifferent 
to the murmurs of inquiry and surprise 
that would have confounded any one less 
self-possessed and turned to us with that 
sweet navieté which was at all periods of 
her life her especial charm. — HALL, 
SAMUEL CARTER, 1888, Retrospect of a 
Long Life, p. 228. 

She had a temperament both excitable 
and indolent, and essentially pleasure- 
loving. Witha sufficient income, absolute 
independence and leisure, many flatterers, 
and no close home ties or duties,she might 
easily have drifted into aimless self-in- 
dulgence in the world ow l’on s’amuse, had 
she been without the restraints of deepened 
religious feeling, and a creed which 
especially enjoined temperance, modera- 
tion and quietness.—MAYER, GERTRUDE 
TOWNSHEND, 1894, Women of Letters, vol. 
, p. 113. 
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GENERAL 


Mrs. Opie has pathetic scenes, but the 
object is not attained; for the distress is 
not made to arise from the unnuptial union 
itself, but from the opinions of the world 
against it; so that it may as well be taken 
to be a satire on our prejudices in favour 
of marriage as on the paradoxes of 
sophists against it.— MACKINTOSH, SIR 
ae, 1805, Life, ed. Mackintosh, vol. 1, 
ch. v. 


We cannot place Mrs. Opie so high in 
the scale of intellect as Miss Edgeworth; 
nor are her Tales, though perfectly unob- 
jectionable on the score of morality, cal- 
culated to do so much good. They are 
too fine for common use, and do not aim 
at the correction of errors, and follies 
of so extensive and fundamental a nature. 
She does not reason so powerfully; and 
she is not sufficiently cheerful: indeed,she 
is too pathetic to be read with much ad- 
vantage to practical morality. Her writ- 
ings, however, are very amiable and very 
beautiful, and exhibit virtuous emotions 
under a very gracefulaspect. They would 
do very well to form a women that a gen- 
tleman should fall in love with, but can be 
of no great use in training ordinary 
mortals to ordinary duties. — JEFFREY, 
FRANCIS LorD, 1806, Mrs. Opie’s Simple 
Tales, Edinburgh Review, vol. 8, p. 470. 


Mrs. Opie’s ‘‘Lays for the Dead’’ is a 
book of truest beauty: and, although the 
perusal of it resembles (from the mourn- 
fulness of its subjects) a visit to a church- 
yard, the effect it produces upon us is of a 
most pleasing character. It hushes all un- 
quiet emotion; bids the cares of earth far 
into the distance; and awakens a calm, 
sweet pensivenessof feeling, which nothing 
could make us wish to change. We seem 
to converse with the Past and the De- 
parted, and to stand on the very shore of 
the great ocean of Eternity.—RowrTon, 
FREDERIC, 1848, The Female Poets of 
Great Britain, p. 283. 


Her stories, ‘‘Father and Daughter,’’ 
“‘Tales of the Heart,’’ ‘‘Temper,’’ etc., as 
their titles show, were tales of real life, 
written witha rather too obvious moral, and 
hardly vigor enough to keep them alive. — 
RICHARDSON, ABBY SAGE, 1881, Familiar 
Talks on English Literature, p. 334. 


It would be impossible to attempt a 
serious critique of Mrs. Opie’s stories. 
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They are artless, graceful, written with an 
innocent good faith which disarms criti- 
cism. That Southey, Sydney Smith, and 
Mackintosh should also have read them 
and praised them may,as I have said, prove 
as much for the personal charm of the 
writer,and her warm sunshine of pleasant 
companionship, as for the books them- 
selves. They seem to have run through 
many editions and to have received no little 
encouragement. Morality and sensation 
alternate in her pages. Monsters abound 
there. They hire young men to act base 
parts, to hold villainous conversations 
which the husbands are intended to over- 
hear. They plot and scheme to ruin the 
fair fame and domestic happiness of the 
charming heroines, but they are justly 
punished, and their plots are defeated.— 
—RITCHIE, ANNE ISABELLA THACKERAY, 
18838, A Book of Sibyls, p. 184. 

As a novelist Mrs. Opie is a woman of 
first-rate genius; all she does flows from 
the heart,and where she depicts the heart 
in its delicate and morbid feelings she has 
scarcely any equal], and never a superior. 
But in painting character in general (ex- 
cept some few admirable instances), in de- 
vising incident, or in weaving the plot of 
a tale, she is very defective, and sins so 
frequently against probability, that one 
wonders how she could manage so badly 
or devise such absurdities. The truth is 
she has nothing of mere cleverness and 
very little tact. All she does well, she 
does exceedingly well; there is no medi- 
ocrity either in her faults or her beauties ; 
such is the force of her genius, that when 
she pours forth her own feelings she takes 
yours by storm, and you can praise her only 
by your emotions and your tears; she 
leaves you no power to discuss her merits. 
—BrAyY, ANNA ELIzA, 1883, Autobiog- 
raphy, ed. Kempe, p. 140. 

Mrs. Opie’s poems still retain some hold 
upon public attention. Judged by our 
own canons of taste,she cannot be refused 
credit for real poetical feeling. —RoBERT- 
son, Eric S., 1888, English Poetesses, 
p. 104. 

It is recorded of Mrs. Inchbald, that on 
making Mrs. Opie’s acquaintance, she (Mrs. 
Inchbald) exclaimed after a short con- 
versation, ‘‘You’re cleverer than your 
books!’? It was most true. Mrs. Opie 
was rapid, careless, often superficial: and, 
if we were to judge her by her novels and 
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tales, we might say that any present read- 
ing of them would leave a poor impression 
of their author’s power. Yet she some- 
times constructed and developed a plot ex- 
tremely well; and there were some social 
points upon which she was really strong. 
She was a good observer ; and her remarks 
on matters of conduct and principle were 
sometimes delivered with wisdom and even 
with weight.—TayLor, Emity, 1884, 
Memories of Some Contemporary Poets, 
p. 87. 


Mrs. Opie’s poems are simple in diction. 
Two or three of them are deservedly found 
in every anthology,and one, ‘‘There seems 
a voice in every gale,’’ is well known as 
ahymn. Her novels, which were among 
the first to treat exclusively of domestic 
life, possess pathos and some gracefulness 
of style, but belong essentially to the 
lachrymose type of fiction, and are all 
written to point a moral.—LeEE, ELIza- 
BETH, 1895, Dictionary of National Biog- 
raphy, vol. XLU, p. 229. 
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Christopher North 
1785-1854 


Born, at Paisley, 18 May 1785. Studied at Glasgow Univ., 1797-1803. Matric. 
Magdalen Coll., Oxford, 26 May 1808; Newdigate Prize Poem, 1806; B. A., 1807; 
M. A., 1810. Student of Lincoln’s Inn, 1806. Settled at Ellerlay, Windermere, 1807. 
Married Jane Penny, 11 May 1811; she died, 1837. Contrib. to ‘‘Annual Register,’’ 
1812. Called to Scottish Bar,1815. In Edinburgh,1815-17. Contrib. to ‘‘Edinburgh 
Monthly Mag.,’’ 1817; to ‘‘Edinburgh Review,’’1817. Literary editor, and contributor 
(under pseud. ‘‘Christopher North’’), to ‘‘Blackwood’s Mag.,’’ Oct. 1817 to Sept. 
1852. Prof.of Moral Philosophy, Edinburgh Univ.,1820-51. Pres.of Edinburgh Phil- 
osophical Institution, 1847-54. Crown Pension, 1851. Died in Edinburgh, 3 April 
1854. Buried in Dean Cemetery, Edinburgh. Works: ‘The Isle of Palms,’’ 1812; 
“‘The Magic Mirror,’’ 1812; ‘‘The City of the Plague,’’ 1816; ‘‘Lights and Shadows 
of Scottish Life’’ (under pseud. ‘‘Arthur Austin’’), 1822; ‘‘The Trials of Margaret 
Lindsay’’ (anon.), 1823; ‘‘The Foresters’’ (anon.), 1825; ‘‘Poetical and Dramatic 
Works’’ (2 vols.), 1825; ‘‘The Land of Burns’’ (with R. Chambers; 2 vols.), 1840; 
“Blind Allan’’ (anon.) [1840?]; ‘‘On the Genius and Character of Burns,’’ 1841; 
‘‘Recreations of Christopher North’’ (from ‘‘Blackwood’’; 3 vols.), 1842; ‘‘Noctes 
Ambrosiane’’(from “Blackwood” ; anon. ), 1848 ; Letter-press to ‘‘Scotland Illustrated, ’’ 
1845 ; ‘‘Specimens of the British Critics’’ (from ‘‘Blackwood’’ ; pubd. in Philadelphia), 
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Collected Works: ed. by Prof. Ferrier (12 vols.), 1855-58. Life: by Mrs. 


Gordon, new edn., 1879.—Swarp, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of English 


Authors, p. 301. 
PERSONAL 


He is an eccentric genius, and has fixed 
himself upon the banks of Windermere, 
but occasionally resides in Edinburgh, 
where he now is. - - He seems an 
excellent, warm-hearted, and enthusiastic 
young man; something too much, perhaps, 
of the latter quality, places him among the 
list of originals.—Scott, Sir WALTER, 
1812, Letter to Joanna Baillie, Jan. 17; 
Lockhart’s Life of Scott, ch. xxiv. 

A very robust, athletic man, broad across 
the back—firm-set upon his limbs—and 
having altogether very much of that sort 
of air which is inseparable from the con- 
sciousness of great bodily energies. I sup- 
pose in leaping, wrestling, or boxing, he 
might easily beat any of the poets, his con- 
temporaries. . . . In complexion, he is 


tne best specimen I have ever seen of the 
genuine or ideal Goth. His hair is of the 
true Sicambrian yellow; his eyes are of 
the lightest, and at the same time of the 
clearest blue. . . . I had never suspected, 
before I saw him, that such extreme fair- 
ness and freshness of complexion could be 
compatible with so much variety and 
tenderness, but, above all, with so much 
depth of expression. . . I have never 
seen a physiognomy which could pass with 
so much rapidity from the serious to the 
most ludicrous of effects. It is more 
eloquent, both in its gravity and in its 
levity, than almost any countenance I am 
acquainted with is in any one cast of ex- 
pression. —LOCKHART, JOHN GIBSON, 1819, 
Peter’s Letters to his Kinsfolk, Letter xii. 
Last night I supped with John Wilson, 
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Professor of Moral Philosophy here, author 
of the “‘Isle of Palms,’’ &c., a man of the 
most fervid temperament, fond of all 
stimulating things, from tragic poetry 
down to whisky punch. He snuffed and 
smoked cigars and drank liquors, and 
talked in the most indescribable style. It 
was at the lodging of one John Gordon, a 
young very good man from Kirkcudbright, 
who sometimes comes here. Daylight 
came on us before we parted; indeed, it 
was towards three o’clock as the Professor 
and I walked home, smoking as we went. 
I had scarcely either eaten or drunk, being 
a privileged person, but merely enjoyed the 
strange volcanic eruptions of our poet’s 
convivial genius. He is a broad sincere 
man of six feet, with long dishevelled flax- 
coloured hair,and two blue eyes keen as an 
eagle’s. Now and then he sank into a 
brown study, and seemed dead in the eye 
of law.—CARLYLE, THOMAS, 1827, Letter 
to John Carlyle; Thomas Carlyle, A His- 
tory of the First Forty Years of his Life, 
ed. Froude, vol. 1. p. 324. 

I went to hear a lecture on ‘‘ Moral Phi- 
losophy’’ from Professor Wilson, the cele- 
brated editor of Blackwood’s Magazine. 
He is what some people would think a fine- 
looking man; but to my eye there appeared 
to be something excessively low and gross 
in his countenance. His lecture was, in 
‘parts, pretty good. His appearance was 
that of a man who had been spending the 
whole night at the shrine of Bacchus, and 
had just got himself gathered together to 
discharge what appeared to him a very 
irksome duty. His papers were all to 
regulate when he came to his chair; and 
four times he had to stop in the lecture 
till he found the right piece of paper, to 
enable him to go on with his remarks.— 
BLAKEY, ROBERT, 1838, Memoirs, p. 118. 

Cock-fighting, wrestling, pugilistic con- 
tests, boat-racing, horse-racing, all enjoyed 
Mr. Wilson’s patronage ; all were occasion- 
ally honored by his personal participation. 
I mention this in no unfriendly spirit 
toward Professor Wilson; on the contrary, 
these propensities grew out of his ardent 
temperament and his constitutional endow- 
ments—his strength, speed, and agility: 
and, being confined to the period of youth 
—for I am speaking of a period removed 
by five-and-twenty—can do him no dis- 
honour amongst the candid and the judi- 
cious. And, though a man of 


745 


prudence cannot altogether approve of 
his throwing himself into the convivial 
society of gipsies, tinkers, potters, strolling 
players, &c., nevertheless it tells altogether 
in favour of Professor Wilson’s generosity 
of mind, that he was ever ready to forego 
his advantage of station and birth, and to 
throw himself fearlessly upon his own 
native powers, as man opposed to man. 
Even at Oxford he fought an aspiring shoe- 
maker repeatedly—which is creditable to 
both sides; for the very prestige of the 
gown is already overpowering to the 
artisan from the beginning, and he is half 
beaten by terror at his own presumption. 
Elsewhere he sought out, or, at least, did 
not avoid the most dreaded of the local 
heroes; and fought his way through his 
‘‘most verdant years,’’ taking or giving 
defiances to the right and to the left in per- 
fect carelessness, as chance or occasion 
offered. No man could well show more 
generosity in these struggles, nor more 
magnanimity in reporting their issue, which 
naturally went many times against him.— 
De Quincey, Tuomas, 1840-89, Lake 
Reminiscences, Works, ed. Masson, vol. u, 
pp. 4382, 483. 

Walking up and down the hall of the 
courts of law was a tall, burly, 
handsome man of eight-and-fifty, with a 
gait like O’Connell’s, the bluest eye you 
can imagine, and long hair—longer than 
mine—falling down in a wild way under 
the broad brim of his hat. He had ona 
surtout coat, a blue checked shirt; the 
collar standing up, and kept in its place 
with a wisp of black neckerchief ; no waist- 
coat; and a large pocket-handkerchief 
thrust into his breast, which was all broad 
and open. At his heels followed a wiry, 
sharp-eyed, shaggy devil of a terrier, dog- 
ging his steps as he went slashing up and 
down, now with one man beside him, now 
with another, and now quite alone, but al+ 
ways at a fast, rolling pace, with his head 
in the air,and his eyes as wide open as he 
could get them. I guessed it was Wilson, 
and it was. A bright, clear-complexioned, 
mountain-looking fellow, he looks as if he 
had just come down from the Highlands, 
and had never in his life taken pen in 
hand.—DIcKENS, CHARLES, 1841, Letter, 
Life by Forster, vol. 1, p. 258. 

The cottage of Wilson at Elleray isa 
simple, but elegant little villa, standing on 
high ground overlooking Windermere, but 
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at the distance of some miles. As you 
approach Ambleside from Kendal, you 
pass, as you begin to descend the hill 
toward Lowood, a gate leading into a 
gentleman’s grounds. The gateway is, 
on either side, hung with masses of the 
Ayrshire rose. There is a poetical look 
about the place; and that place is the 
country retreat of John Wilson. A car- 
riage-road, winding almost in a perfect 
circle, soon introduces you to a fine lawn, 
surrounded by plantations, and before you, 
on a swelling knoll, you discern the cot- 
tage. Itis hung with ivy and Ayrshire 
roses ; and commands a splendid view over 
the lake,and all themountainsround. At 
the back a plantation of larches ascends 
the hill, screening it from the north. At 
the foot of these plantations, and sheltered 
in their friendly bosom, lie the gardens, 
with bees, and the pleasant nooks for read- 
ing or talk.—HowirTt, WiLu1AM, 1847, 
Homes and Haunts of the Most Eminent 
British Poets, vol. , p. 505. 

In the multiform nature of Wilson his 
mastery over the hearts of ingenuous youth 
is one of his finest characteristics. It 
was often won in this peculiar way: An 
essay is submitted to him as professor, 
editor, or friend, by some worthy young 
man. Mr. Wilson does not like it, and 
says so in general terms. The youth is 
not satisfied, and, in the tone of one 
rather injured, begsto know specific faults. 
The generous Aristarch, never dealing 
haughtily with a young worth, instantly 
sits down, and begins by conveying, in the 
most fearless terms of praise, his sense of 
that worth; but, this done, woe be to the 
luckless piece of prose or ‘‘numerous 
verse!’ Down goes the scalpel with the 
most minute savagery of dissection, and 
the whole tissues and ramifications of fault 
are laid bare. The young man is aston- 
ished; but his nature is of the right sort; 
he never forgets the lesson; and with 
bands of filial affection stronger than hooks 
of steel he is knit for life to the man who 
has dealt with him thus.—ArrD, THOMAS, 
1852, Memoir of D. M. Moir. 

On a bright frosty day in December, 
1827, as I was quitting the mathematical 
class in the University of Edinburgh, of 
which I had been a member about two 
months, one of my class fellows said 
suddenly: ‘‘If you want to see Christopher 
North, he’s yonder !’’ A faded, 
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tattered gown, put on carelessly, fluttered 
in the keen wind, and seemed a ludicrous 
appendage to as fine, tall, manly a figure, 
and free, fearless bearing, as I have ever 
looked upon. As he came nearer, his limbs 
and their motions gave the idea of com- 
bined strength, agility, and grace; and 
there was a certain sort of frank, buoyant 
unaffectedness about his demeanour that 
seemed to indicate light-hearted con- 
sciousness of great mental and physical 
endowments. When he came near enough 
for his face to be seen with distinctness, 
in it I forgot everything else about him; 
and I shall never forget the impression it 
produced. . What a magnificent head! 
How finely chiselled his features! What 
compression of the thin but beautifully 
formed lips! What a bright blue flashing 
“Hye, like Mars, to threaten or command!’’ 
Add to all this the fair transparent com- 
plexion, flowing auburn hair, and the erect 
commanding set of his head upon his should- 
ers, and surely no Grecian sculptor could 
have desired anything beyond it. As for 
his eye it lightened on me as he passed, 
and suddenly disappeared. — WARREN, 
SAMUEL, 1854, A Few Personal Recollec- 
tions of Christopher North, Blackwood’s 
Magazine, vol. 76, p. 731. 

Such a presence is rarely seen; and more 
than one person has said that he reminded 
them of the first man, Adam; so full was 
that large frame of vitality, force, and 
sentience. His tread seemed almost to 
shake the streets, his eye almost saw 
through stone walls; and as for his voice, 
there was no heart that could stand before 
it. He swept away all hearts, whitherso- 
ever he would.—MARTINEAU, HARRIET, 
1854, Biographical Sketches, p. 28. 

He was well known in the houses of the 
poor. No humble friend was ever cast 
aside if honest and upright. During the 
summer, an old servant of my mother’s, 
who had formerly lived many years in her 
service, had fallen into bad health,and was 
ordered change of air. She was at once 
invited to Roslin, but the change 
was of little service. That she 
was considerately tended and soothed... 
was only what was to have been expected, 
but it was an infrequent sight to see my 
father, as early dawn streaked the sky, 
sitting by the bedside of the dying woman, 
arranging with gentle but awkward hand 
the pillow beneath her head, or cheering 
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her with encouraging words, and reading, 
when she desired it, those portions of the 
Bible most suitable to her need.—Gor- 
DON, Mrs. Mary, 1862, “Christopher 
North,” A Memoir of John Wilson, ed. 
Mackenzie, pp. 385, 386. 

His handwriting, curiously enough, re- 
flected the change which occurred in his 
intellectual temperament when he forsook 
verse for prose. The manuscript of the 
“Isles of Palms,’’ that dreamy and para- 
disaical tale of the sea, is singularly elegant 
and clear; but as he advanced in years, 
and threw himself impetuously into that 
poetic prose which proved so congenial to 
him, his manuscript broke the fetters of 
neatness and precision, and became bound- 
ing and leaping, hurrying along in almost 
illegible haste,and evidently tasked to the 
uttermost to keep pace with the rapid out- 
pourings of the mental fountains.—Pat- 
TERSON, R. H., 1862, Hssays in History 
and Art, p. 515. 

Wilson’s eloquence was of a very bril- 
liant kind, but it had not the condensation 
necessary for the highest flights of 
oratory. He was enthusiastic, poetical, 
diffuse, but not weighty. With an un- 
bounded command of language and roman- 
tic imagery, he wanted those brief expres- 
sions and burning thoughts which strike 
home to the human heart. Hence his 
speeches sounded better at the time than 

‘they appeared on reflection; and while 

they delighted all present, left Jittle that 
could be carried away or stored in the 
memory.—ALISON, SiR ARCHIBALD, 1867, 
Autobiography, ed. Alison, vol. 1. p. 195. 

Christopher North was himself a kind 
of Thor and Baldur in one, with a touch of 
the frost-giant in him to boot. Now we 
find him daring dangerous Windermere in 
a snow-storm, in darkness too, vainly try- 
ing for hours to recover shore, and nearly 
dying of cold. ‘‘Master was well-nigh 
frozen to death,’’ reported his man Billy, 
‘and had icicles a finger long hanging 
from his hair and beard.’’ Next evening, 
like as not, he is at Charles Lloyd’s fine man- 
sion dancing with the belle of the Lakes 
—gracefulest dancer he in the district! 
And when the first breath of spring has 
called out the wild flowers, lo! he is amid 
them, perhaps calling the Greek Meleager 
to his aid to tell them how lovely they are, 
and then how perfect must she be who is 
lovelier—that aforesaid Belle of Brathay ! 
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—Conway, MoncurE D., 1880, The Eng- 
lish Lakes and their Genii, Harper’s Mag- 
azine, vol. 62, p. 17. 

Mr. Fields was present at some one of 
his lectures, however, and he always said in 
after life that Professor Wilson’s method 
and manner with his students was his ideal 
of what the relation of a teacher to his 
scholars should be. The eager way in 
which he talked to them, his whole heart 
being in his work, made it impossible for 
their thoughts to wander. They were 
fascinated by his living interest in their 
behalf. ‘‘Ah, that is what lecturing to 
students can be made, ’’ he was accustomed 
to say.—FIELDS, ANNE, 1889, A Second 
Shelf of Old Books, Scribner’s Magazine, 
vol. 5, p. 465. 

John Wilson was one of the most in- 
teresting figures of a time when learning 
was at a premium; he was a big man 
amongst big men,and even in this irrever- 
ential time genius uncovers at the 
mention of his name. His versatility was 
astounding ; with equal facility and felicity 
he could conduct a literary symposium and 
a cock-fight, a theological discussion and 
an angling expedition, a historical or a 
political inquiry and a fisticuffs. Nature 
had provided him with a mighty brain in 
a powerful body; he had a physique equal 
to the performance of what suggestion so 
ever his splendid intellectuals made. To 
him the incredible feat of walking seventy 
miles within the compass of a day was 
mere child’s play; then, when the printer 
became clamorous, he would immure him- 
self in his wonderful den and reel off copy 
until that printer cried ‘‘Hold; enough!’’ 
It was no unusual thing for him to write 
for thirteen hours at a stretch; when he 
worked he worked,and when he played he 
played—that is perhaps the reason why he 
was never a dull boy.—FIELD, HUGENE, 
1895, The Love Affairs of a Bibliomaniac, 
p. 176. 

In 1837 he sustained the supreme be- 
reavement by losing his beloved and de- 
voted wife. His grief on this occasion 
was profound and lasting, and a touching 
picture of its uncontrollable outbursts in 
the presence of his class has been pre- 
served. There, if anything occurred to 
renew the memory of his sorrow, he would 
pause for a moment or two in his lecture, 
‘fling himself forward on the desk, bury 
his face in his hands, and while his whole 
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frame heaved with visible emotion, would 
weep and sob like a very child.’’ So, in 
his work and his play, his joy and his sor- 
row, the whole man was cast in an heroic 
mould. —Doucuas, Sir GEorGE, 1897, The 
Blackwood Group (Famous Scots Series), 
. 30. 

: He lived to be an old man—one of the 
landmarks of the faithful city which has 
a knack of turning its favourites into 
demigods. A Norse demigod, not a Greek, 
was Wilson, with his yellow locks hanging 
about his great shoulders. It is one of 
the recollections of my early days to have 
been taken to see him—a young writer, 
much abashed with so novel a character— 
when he was near the end of his life. My 
companion and patron was Dr. Moir, the 
gentle ‘‘Delta’’? of Blackwood, the well- 
beloved physician, whom everybody de- 
lighted to honour. Professor Wilson 
came to us, large and loosely clad, with 
noiseless large footsteps such as some big 
men have the gift of: his hair thin, which 
had been so abundant, and dimmed out of 
its fine colour, but still picturesquely fall- 
ing about his ears, making a background 
for his still ruddy countenance.—OLI- 
PHANT, MARGARET O. W., 1897, William 
Blackwood and his Sons, vol. 1, p. 315. 

Wilson was a turbulent personality, 
with a whimsical strain of romance and 
poetry, a few stray notions of literary 
criticism, and an overflowing torrent of 
animal spirits which he himself and many 
of his contemporaries accepted as genius. 
But of any power of concentrated or 
systematic thought he was absolutely 
destitute. He might carry on the tradi- 
tions which made literary criticism one of 
the subjects of philosophical disquisition, 
but it was in a method and with aims far 
different from those of his predecessors. 
He was open to literary impressions by 
which they were unstirred, and he caught 
something of the spirit of a school of 
poetry which had not arisen in their day; 
but for philosophical speculation he was 
incapable either by nature or by training. 
—CRAIK, Sir Henry, 1901, A Century 
of Scottish History, vol. , p. 226. 

NOCTES AMBROSIAN & 

There is not so curious and original a 
work in the Englinsh or Scotch languages. 
It is a most singular and delightful out- 
pouring of criticism, politics, and descrip- 
tions of feeling, character, and scenery, of 
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verse and prose, and maudlin eloquence, 
and especially of wild fun. It breathes 
the very essence of the Bacchanalian revel 
of clever men. And its Scotch is the best 
Scotch that has been-written in modern 
times.—CockKBURN, Henry LorD, 1830-54, 
Memorials of His Time, ch. v. 

The Ettrick Shepherd of the ‘‘Noctes 
Ambrosiane’’ is one of the finest and most 
finished creations which dramatic genius 
ever called into existence. . . In 
wisdom the shepherd equals the Socrates 
of Plato ; in humor he surpasses the Falstaff 
of Shakspeare. FERRIER, JAMES, 1855, 
ed., Noctes Ambrosiane. 

Verily, they are Walpurgis Nights, these 
““Noctes Ambrosiane.’’ The English 
language contains nothing so grotesque as 
some of their ludicrous descriptions, noth- 
ing so graphic, so intense, so terrible, as 
some of their serious pictures ; no dialogue 
more elastic, no criticism more subtle, no 
gossip more delightful, no such fine diffu- 
sion, like the broad eagle wing,and no such 
vigorous compression, like the keen eagle 
talon; but when we remember, besides, 
that the ‘‘ Noctes’’ contain all these merits 
combined into a wild and wondrous whole, 
our admiration of the powers displayed in 
them is intensified to astonishment, and, 
if not to the pitch of saying, ‘‘Surely a 
greater than Shakspeare is here,’’ cer- 
tainly to that of admitting a mind of cog- 
nate and scarce inferior genius.—GIL- 
FILLAN, GEORGE, 1855, A Third Gallery 
of Portraits, p. 375. 

It must be confessed that the ‘‘Noctes 
Ambrosiane”’ are not easy things to com- 
mend to the modern reader, if I may use 
the word commend in its proper sense and 
with no air of patronage. Even Scotch- 
men (perhaps, indeed, Scotchmen most of 
all) are wont nowadays to praise them 
rather apologetically, as may be seen in 
the case of their editor and abridger Mr. 
Skelton. Like most other very original 


things they drew after them a flock of . | 


imbecile imitations; and up to the present 
day those who have lived in the remoter 
parts of Scotland must know or recently 
remember dreary compositions in corrupt 
following of the ‘‘Noctes’’ with exagger- 
ated attempts at Christopher’s worst man- 
nerisms, and invariably including a ghastly 
caricature of the Shepherd. —SaintsBury, 
GEORGE, 1886, Christopher North, Mac- 
millan’s Magazine, vol. 54, p. 174. 
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There is imperishable stuff in the ‘“‘Noc- 
tes.” That famous series has not the even 
excellence—the close grain—of Holmes’s 
“‘Breakfast-Table’’ papers. There is too 
much of it, and it should be read with 
judicious skipping. A large part of the 
dialogue is concerned with matters of 
temporary interest. The bacchanalian 
note in it becomes at time rather forced, 
and the reader wearies of the incessant 
consumption of powldoodies, porter, and 
Welsh rabbits.—Brmrrs, Henry A., 1893, 
“Crusty Christopher” (John Wilson), The 
Century, vol. 45, p. 362. 


Poetry, sport, and revelry were three 
fountains of inexhaustible inspiration ; and 
it was from an intimate blending of the 
most vivid joys of all three that his most 
original and lasting work proceeded. 
Tavern meetings with good cheer and good 
society, long tramps among the heathery 
glens—‘‘ glorious guffawing,’’ as the Wil- 
sonian Hogg put it, ‘‘all night, and im- 
measurable murder all day,’’—were the 
elements which, flung across the rich re- 
fracting medium of his imagination, en- 
volved those unique compounds of poetry, 
wit, humour, drama, high spirits, and 
balderdash—the ‘‘Noctes Ambrosiane.’’ 
—HerrorpD, C. H., 1897, The Age of 
Wordsworth, p. 73. 

_ It would not seem that these Symposia 
were under any regular system at first or 
subjected to any editorship. When they 
began it was frequently Lockhart who was 
the author, sometimes Maginn (after the 
advent of that still more unruly contribu- 
tor) : occasionally Hogg had, or was allowed 
to suppose that he had, a large share in 
them. Finally they fell into the hands of 
Wilson, and it is chiefly his portion of these 
admirable exchanges of literary criticism 
and comment which have been preserved 
and collected. To produce them required 
many gifts beyond these of the moralist or 
critic. A certain amount of creative skill 
and dramatic instinct, in addition to the 
flow of wit and power of analysis and 
analogy, was necessary to one who had to 
keep upa keen argument single-handed, like 
a Japanese juggler with his balls, espe- 
cially when every man who was supposed to 
speak was a notable man, whose thoughts 
and diction could both be easily indentified ; 
or to carry out all the quibs of a pro- 
longed jest, in which the tempers of some 
of the interlocutors were naturally 


749 


roused, and free speaking was the rule; 
while, on the other hand, the number of 
subjects which had to be touched upon in 
a monthly commentary upon the doings of 
the world was very great.—OLIPHANT, 
MARGARET O. W., 1897, William Black- 
wood and his Sons, vol. 1, p. 201. 

A poet of little mark, but an essayist and 
causeur of commanding and singularly 
varied powers, whose ‘‘Noctes Ambro- 
siane,’’ though always somewhat of a 
stumbling-block to the Southron reader, 
still preserves for those who have attained 
the proper ‘‘point of view’’ the original 
charm of its gaiety, wit, and dramatic 
humour, its criticism, and its occasional 
passages of admirably eloquent prose.— 
TRAILL, HENRY Durr, 1897, Social Eng- 
land, vol. V1, p. 81. 

NOVELS : 

It [‘‘Margaret Lindsay’’] is very beauti- 
ful and tender; but something cloying, 
perhaps, in the uniformity of its beauty, 
and exceedingly oppressive in the unre- 
mitting weight of the pity with which 
it presses onoursouls. Nothing was ever 
imagined more lovely than the beauty, the 
innocence, and the sweetness of Margaret 
Lindsay, in the earlier part of her trials; 
and nothing, we believe, is more true, than 
the comfortable lesson which her tale is 
meant to inculcate,—that a gentle and 
affectionate nature is never inconsolable 
nor permanently unhappy, but easily pro- 
ceeds from submission to new enjoyment. 
—JEFFREY, FRANCIS LORD, 1823-44, Sec- 
ondary Scotch Novels, Contributions to the 
Edinburgh Review, vol. m1, p. 580. 


Professor Wilson’s great strength as a 
prose writer lies in his power of pathetic 
description; and here he has never been 
surpassed. As a delineator of Scottish 
pastoral life—his ‘‘Lights and Shadows,’’ 
his ‘‘Trials of Margaret Lindsay,’’ and his 
‘‘Foresters’”’ seem destined to remain un- 
approached in their peculiar excellencies, 
and have as fair a chance of becoming im- 
mortal as any thing of a similar character 
in the English language.— CLEVELAND, 
CHARLES D., 1853, English Literature of 
the Nineteenth Century, p. 607. 


Wilson is too Ossianic in his style of 
narration and description; and had he at- 
tempted a novel in three or four volumes, 
it had been absolutely illegible. Hven 
‘Margaret Lindsay,’’ his longest tale, 
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rather tires before the close, through its 
sameness of eloquence and monotony of 
pathos; only very short letters should be 
all written in tears and blood.—GILFIL- 
LAN, GEORGE, 1855, A Third Gallery of 
Portraits, p. 385. 


POETRY 


Almost the only passions with which his 
poetry is conversant are the gentler sym- 
pathies of our nature,—tender compas- 
sion, confiding affection, and guiltless sor- 
row. From all this there results, along 
with a most touching and tranquilizing 
sweetness, a certain monotony and lan- 
guor, which, to those who read poetry for 
amusement merely, will be apt to appear 
like dullness, and must be felt as a defect 
by all who have been used to the variety, 
rapidity, and energy of the more popular 
poetry of the day. The poetry before us, 
on the other hand, is almost entirely con- 
templative or descriptive. — JEFFREY, 
FRANCIS LORD, 1816, Wilson’s City of the 
Plague, Edinburgh Review, vol. 26, p. 461. 


His poetical powers are very varied, — 
that is, he can handle any subject in its 
own peculiar spirit. His ‘‘Edith and 
Nora’’ is one of those fairy fictions of 
which he once promised a volume; there 
is a wondrous beauty shed over the land- 
scape on which he brings out his spiritual 
folk to sport and play and do good things 
to men; nor has he wasted all his sweet- 
ness on the not-insensible earth; he has 
endowed his fairies with charms from a 
hundred traditions, assigned them poetic 
and moral tasks, and poured inspiration 
into their speech. Another fine poem of 
his is ‘‘An Address to a Wild Deer;’’ for 
bounding elasticity of language, hurrying 
thoughts, and crowding imagery, it is with- 
out a parallel. Indeed, throughout all his 
smaller poems there is a deep feeling for 
nature; an intimate knowledge of the 
workings of the heart; and a liquid fluency 
of language almost lyrical.—CuNNING- 
HAM, ALLAN, 1883, Biographical and 
Critical History of the Literature of the 
Last Fifty Years. 


Wilson is most successful as a de- 
scriptive poet. His fancy is somewhat too 
exuberant, his metaphors too profuse: but 
they are from life and nature, and not 
from the elder bards. He has great 
delicacy of sentiment, and some of his 
delineations of character are not surpassed 


in English poetry. His morality is never 
hesitating or questionable. In all his 
works there is no sentiment of doubtful 
application. —GRISWOLD, RuFus W.,1844, 
The Poets and Poetry of England in the 
Nineteenth Century, p. 245. ° 


The grand characteristics of the poetry 
of Wilson are delicacy of sentiment and 
ethereal elegance of description. He re- 
fines and elevates whatever he touches, and 
if in his hands common things lose their 
vulgar attributes, they are exchanged by 
him for something better. . . Wilson 
makes nearer approach, in tone of thought, 
to the Lake School than to any other great 
class of writers; nor do his ideas of the 
philosophical principles of composition 
seem widely different from theirs; but he 
never offends, like them, by endeavouring 
to extract sentiment from incongruous 
subjects. The great defect in 
the earlier poetry of Professor Wilson 
will be found to result from ‘‘the fatal 
facility’’ with which he found expression 
for his exuberant riches of thought and 
imagery.—Morr, D. M., 1851-52, Sketches 
of the Poetical Literature of the Past Half- 
Century. 


As to his poetry,I cannot say that it has 
been underrated,—I only say that it has 
been eclipsed by his splendid prose. But 
in the ‘‘Isle of Palms’’ and ‘‘The City of 
the Plague,’’ to say nothing of his smaller 
poems, there is much which ‘‘the world 
will not willingly let die.’’ Scott,Southey, 
and Wilson are men who, had they never 
written prose, would have stood higher 
among Poets than they do. . . . As 
for Professor Wilson, his poetry has been 
almost traditional, full of beauty though it 
be, since it became overshadowed by the 
multifarious brilliancy and fecundity of 
kit North. — MACKENZIE, R. SHELTON, 
1854, Life of Professor Wilson, Noctes 
Ambrosiane, vol. 0, pp. Xxiv, Xxv. 


His poetry is the Sabbath of his soul. 
And there are moods of mind—quiet, 
peaceful,autumnal moments—in which you 
enjoy it better than the poetry of any one 
else.—GILFILLAN, GEORGE, 1855, A Third 
Gallery of Portraits, p. 888. 


Wilson’s poetry was not such as we 
would have looked for from one who was 
a “‘varra bad un to lick’’ at a wrestling 
bout,and who made the splinters fly when 
his bludgeon went thwacking into a page 
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of controversial prose. His verse is 
tender; it is graceful; itisdelicate; itis 
full of Jangours too; and it is tiresome— 
a gentle girlish treble of sound it has, that 
you can hardly associate with this brawny 
mass of manhood.—MITCHELL, DONALD 
G., 1897, English Lands Letters and 
Kings, The Later Georges to Victoria, 
p. 45. 
CRITICISM 
You did late review my lays, 
Crusty Christopher; 
You did mingle blame and praise 
Rusty Christopher. 
When I learnt from whom it came, 
I forgave you all the blame, 
Musty Christopher; 
I could not forgive the praise 
Fusty Christopher. 
— TENNYSON, ALFRED LoRD, 18383, To 
Christopher North, Poems. 


Though the Edinburgh, the Quarterly, 
and the Westminster are the chief of our 
critical periodicals, we are by no means 
disposed to consider them as alone in- 
fluencing our literature. In truth, some 
of the best disquisitions on poetry ever 
penned in the island belong not to them, 
but to Blackwood’s Magazine, and are by 
a true poet, John Wilson. The imagina- 
tion which Jeffrey wants, he has to over- 
flowing; the mercury of his genius stands 
as high as thatof anyone. He has fancy 
for the highest and humour for the lowest ; 
and in no flight or vagary can any genius 
indulge in which he cannot sympathize. 
Such a singular combination of qualities 
was perhaps never before known. He 
will dream with the proudest poet that 
ever sat on Parnassus, and then leave a 
heavenly superstructure, worthy of the 
_ imagination of Martin, to snickle hares 
and rabbits with some poacher at its base. 
—CUNNINGHAM, ALLAN, 1833, Biograph- 
ical and Critical History of the Literature 
of the Last Fifty Years. 


A living writer of the most ardent and 
enthusiastic genius, whose eloquence is as 
the rush of mighty waters.—HALLAM, 
Henry, 1837-39, Introduction to the Lit- 
erature of Europe, vol. i, pt. ii, ch. v. 


His contributions to ‘‘Blackwood’s 
Magazine’ raised the whole tone and char- 
acter of periodical literature. The keen- 
est wit, the most playful fancy, the most 
genial criticism, the deepest pathos, were 
lavished, year after year, with a profusion 
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almost miraculous.—KNIGHT, CHARLES, 
1847-48, Half-Hours with the Best Authors. 

The whole literature of England does 
not contain a more brilliant series of crit- 
ical essays than those with which he has en- 
riched the pages of Blackwood’s Magazine; 
and, which is rarer still, the generosity of 
feeling by which they are distinguished 
equals their critical acuteness and delicacy 
of taste. If his criticisms have 
any imperfections, it is that they are too 
indulgent. He is justly alive to faults, 
and, when obliged to notice, signalizes them 
with critical justice; but the generosity 
of his nature leads him rather to seek for 
excellences, and, when he finds them, none 
bestows the meed of praise with more 
heartfelt fervor.—ALISON, Sir A., 1853- 
59, History of Hurope, 1815-52, ch. v. 

His critical papers on Homer and 
Spenser have a magnificent breadth and 
eloquence, rarely, if ever before, found in 
disquisitions of that class, and his essays 
on our modern poets—on Thomson, Burns, 
Wordsworth, Coleridge, and Crabbe—ex- 
hibit profound sympathy with the crea- 
tions and temperaments of genius and in- 
sight into the sources of emotion and pas- 
sion. A ‘‘frater feeling strong’’ impelled 
his teeming fancy and his fluent pen.... 
The collective works of Professor Wilson 
have not been generally popular. When 
seen in a mass, they had a character of 
sameness and repetition. Much of the 
original freshness was gone; both bloom 
and odour had perished in the using.— 
CARUTHERS, ROBERT, 1860, Hneyclopedia 
Britannica, Highth ed., vol. XX1, p. 878. 

His literary criticism, though interest- 
ing as the utterance of arich personality, 
is seldom wise or sure.—BEERS, HENRY 
A., 1893, “Crusty Christopher” (John 
Wilson), The Century, vol. 45, p. 362. 

GENERAL 

Wilson’s papers, though not perfect 
have a masterly cast about them: a little 
custom would make him the best periodical 
writer of the age,—keep hold of him.— 
Hoce, JAMES, 1817, Letter to Blackwood, 
William Blackwood and his Sons, ed. 
Oliphant, vol. 1, p. 824. 

A man of great power and acquire- 
ments, well known to the public as the 
author of the ‘‘City of the Plague,’’ ‘‘Isle 
of Palms,’’ and other productions.— 
Byron, Lorp, 1820, Observations upon an 
Article in Blackwood’s Magazine. 
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Wilson had much nobleness of heart, and 
many traits of noble genius, but the central 
tie-beam seemed always wanting; very long 
ago I perceived in him the most irrecon- 
cilable contradictions; Toryism with san- 
sculottism ; Methodism of a sort with total 
incredulity; a noble, loyal and religious 
nature,not strong enough to vanquish the 
perverse element it is born into. Hence 
a being all split into precipitous chasms 
and the wildest volcanic tumults; rocks 
overgrown indeed with tropical luxuriance 
of leaf and flower, but knit together at the 
bottom—that was my old figure of speech 
—only by anocean of whisky punch. On 
these terms nothing can be done. Wilson 
seemed to mealways by far the most gifted 
of all our literary men either then or still ; 
and yet intrinsically he has written noth- 
ing thatcanendure. Thecentral gift was 
wanting. —CARLYLE, THOMAS, 1854, Jour- 
nal, April 29; Thomas Carlyle, A History 
of His Life in London, ed. Froude, vol. 11. 


In Wilson’s ‘‘Lights and Shadows of 
Scottish Life,’’ and in his other Scottish 
stories, we have, unless my impression of 
them deceives me, a spirit of lyrical pathos, 
and of poetical Arcadianism, which tinges, 
without obscuring, the real Scottish colour, 
and reminds us of the Lake poet and dis- 
ciple of Wordsworth, as well as of the 
follower of Scott; while in his ‘‘Noctes 
Ambrosiane,’’ he burst away in a riot of 
Scotticism of which Scott had never 
ventured—a Scotticism not only real and 
humorous, but daringly imaginative and 
poetic, to the verge of Lakism and beyond 
—displaying withal an originality of man- 
ner natural to a new cast of genius, and 
a command of resources in the Scottish 
idiom and dialect unfathomed even by 
Scott.—Masson, DAvip, 1859, British 
Novelists and Their Styles, p. 216. 

Was he not a man?—Oh, large, brave 
heart, yet tenderas achild! But no letter- 
writer! What a pity that the bulk of the 
work should have been so increased by 
letters which are little else than so much 
dead weight, —scarce half a dozen of them 
worth the paper. Aside from these, there 
is a fresh air blowing upon us from out the 
spirit of the man, which seems to breathe 
over and through us something of his re- 
joicing health and _ strength.— Dana, 
RIcHARD HENRY, 1863, Letter to James 
T. Fields, Nov. 24; Biographical Notes 
and Personal Sketches, p. 148. 
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As regards Wilson’s style, it has been 
said by Mr. Hallam that ‘‘his eloquence is 
like the rush of mighty waters.’’ He 
greatly admired Jeremy Taylor ; and while, 
from temperament, he does not display the 
same habitual breathless eagerness in the 
accumulation of words but pours out™his 
full eloquence with less appearance of 
excitement, he often reminds us of 
Taylor’s manner in his way of following 
out picturesque similitudes. Comparing 
them upon one point only, and disregard- 
ing other characteristics, we should say 
that of the two Taylor is more rhetorical, 
and Wilson the more eloquent: Taylor 
rather accumulates his wealth of expres- 
sion upon given themes; Wilson flows out 
spontaneously and often somewhat irrele- 
vantly to the subject in hand, concerning 
what strongly interested him in real life: 
Taylor can flexibly bring his powers to 
bear upon any subject; Wilson, although 
from the width of his interests the distinc- 
tion is not glaringly obtrusive, is copious 
only when he happens to strike a plentiful 
spring in his own nature. With all Wil- 
son’s Nimrod force and abounding animal 
spirits, perhaps his richest and most origi- 
nal vein of expression is connected with 
his love of peaceful beauties in natural 
scenery.—MINTO, WILLIAM, 1872-80, Man- 
ual of English Prose Literature, p. 548. 

Notwithstanding the exuberance of his 
imaginative faculty the ornateness of his 
English, the purity of his language is well 
preserved in the easy, clear flowing periods 
which mark the ‘‘Hssays;’’ the style in 
which he wrote was more specially char- 
acteristic of that period in literature than 
ours.—LEE, RupopH, 1891, “Christopher 
North,” The Westminster Review, vol. 186, 
p. 820. 

On the poetic imagination, then, he looms 
as one heroically proportioned; whilst 
more practical thinkers will cherish his 
memory as that of a most brilliant con- 
tributor to the periodical literature of his 
day,a great inspirer of youth,and a stand- 
ard and pattern to his countrymen of 
physical and intellectual manhood. — 
Doucuas, Sir GEoRGE, 1897, The Black- 
wood Group (Famous Scots Series), p. 46. 

He cannot help his delightfully wanton 
play with language and sentiment; and 
into whatever sea of topics he plunged— 
early or late in life—he always came up 
glittering with the beads and sparkles of 
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a highly charged rhetoric.—MITCHELL, 
DONALD G., 1897, English Lands Letters and 
Kings,The Later Georges to Victoria, p. 48. 
Wilson covers some even pages of 
quarto in discussing the matter [Thom- 
son’s treatment of Burns]. He goes into 
it in great detail, and with that tiresome 
redundancy of diction and ‘‘blather’’ 
(to use a favourite term of his own) for 
which he was famous.—HADDEN, J. CuTH- 
BERT, 1898, George Thomson the Friend 
of Burns, p. 139. 
It happened the other day, in the library 
of a remote house, that I lighted upon a 
shelf of old Blackwoods,from fifty to sixty 
years old, and, being confined to the house 
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by wet weather, read largely in them. 
Christopher North was at his glory then, 
with his flagrant egotism and stupid 
bellowings.—BENSON, ARTHUR CHRISTO- 
PHER, 1894, Essays, p. 292. 


For rapid, daring, vehement, electrifying 
bursts of straightforward rushing elo- 
quence, as a matter of course defective in 
the very best kinds of chiselled or intricate 
beauty, but full of splendour, he is, where 
really inspired, unrivalled in his own 
generation; and the last impressions of 
him left on a reader’s mind are those of 
amazing energy and fire. — HILLIER, 
ARTHUR CECIL, 1899, “‘Christopher North,” 
Temple Bar, vol. 116, p. 75. 


John Gibson Lockhart 
1794-1854 


Born,at Cambusnethan, Lanarkshire, 14 July 1794. Atschool inGlasgow. At Glas- 
gow Univ., 1805-09. Matric. Balliol Coll., Oxford, as Exhibitioner, 16 Oct. 1809; 
B.C. L., 1817. Studied Law in Edinburgh, 1813-16; Advocate, 1816. Travelled in 
Germany, 1816-17; visited Goethe at Weimar. Contrib. to ‘‘Blackwood’s Mag.’’ from 
Oct. 1817. Friendship with Sir Walter Scott begun, May 1818. Married Sophia 
Scott, 29 April 1820. Lived at Chiefswood, near Abbotsford. Active literary life. 
Removed to London, 1825. Edited ‘‘Quarterly Review,’’ 1825-53. Called to Bar at 
Lincoln’s-Inn, 22 Noy. 1831. D.C.L., Oxford, 13 June 1834. Auditor of the Duchy 
of Lancaster, 1848. Withdrew from society in later years. In Italy, winter 1853-54. 
Died, at Abbotsford, 25 Nov. 1854. Buried in Dryburgh Abbey. Works: ‘‘Peter’s 
Letters to his Kinsfolk’’ (under pseud. ‘‘Peter Morris’’), 1819; ‘‘Valerius’’ (anon.), 
1821; ‘‘Some passages in the life of Mr. Adam Blair’’ (anon.), 1822; ‘‘Reginald 
Dalton’’ (anon. ), 1823 ; ‘‘The History of Matthew Wald’’ (anon.), 1824; ‘‘Life of Robert 
Burns,’’ 1828; ‘‘History of Napoleon Buonaparte’’ (anon.), 1829; ‘‘History of the 
late War,’’ 1832; ‘‘Memoirs of the Life of Sir Walter Scott’’ (7 vols.), 1886-38; 
“<Songs of the Edinburgh Squadron’’ (anon. ), 1889 ; ‘‘The Ballantyne Humbug Handled,”’ 
1839; ‘‘Theodore Hook’’ (anon.), 1852. He edited: Motteux’s translation of ‘‘Don 
Quixote,’’ 1822; Sir W. Scott’s ‘‘Poetical Works’’ (under initials J. G. L.), 1833-34; 
Byron’s Works (with Sir W. Scott), 1835; and translated : ‘‘ Ancient Spanish Ballads, ”’ 
1823. Lafe: ‘‘Life and Letters,’’ by A. Lang, 1897.—SHARP, R. FARQUHARSON, 
1897, Dictionary of English Authors, p. 171. 


PERSONAL 


To Moore, Lockhart offers a strong and 
singular contrast. Tall, and slightly, but 
elegantly formed, his head possesses the 
noble contour, the precision and harmony 
of outline, which distinguish classic 
sculpture. It possesses, too, a striking 
effect of color, in a complexion pale yet 
pure,and hair as black as the raven’s wing. 
Though his countenance is youthful (he 
seems scarce more than thirty), yet I 
should designate reflection as the promi- 
nent, combined expression of that broad, 
white forehead ; those arched and pencilled 
brows; those retired, yet full, dark eyes; 


the accurately chiselled nose; and com- 
pressed, though curved lips. His face is 
too thin, perhaps, for mere beauty ; but this 
defect heightens its intellectual character. 
—GRIFFIN, EDMUND D., 1829, Pencillings. 

When it is considered what literary 
celebrity Lockhart has gained so early in 
life, and how warm and disinterested a 
friend he has been to me, it argues but 
little for my sagacity that I scarcely 
recollect anything of our first encounters. 
He was a mischievous Oxford puppy, for 
whom I was terrified, dancing after the 
young ladies, and drawing caricatures of 
every One who came in contact with him. 
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But then I found him constantly in com- 
pany with all the better rank of people 
with whom I associated, and consequently 
it was impossible for me not to meet with 
him. I dreaded his eye terribly; and it 
was not without reason, for he was very 
fond of playing tricks on me, but always in 
such a way that it was impossible to lose 
temper withhim. Inever parted company 
with him that my judgment was not 
entirely jumbled with regard to charac- 
ters, books and literary articles of every 
description. Even his household economy 
seemed clouded in mystery; and if I got 
any explanation, it was sure not to be the 
right thing.—Hocc, JAmeEs, 1832, Auto- 
biography, p. 469. 

A precise, brief, active person of con- 
siderable faculty, which, however, had 
shaped itself gigmanically only. Fond of 
quizzing, yet not very maliciously. Has a 
broad black brow, indicating force and 
penetration, but the lower half of face di- 
minishing into the character at best of 
distinctness, almost of triviality. Rather 
liked the man, and shall like to meet him 
again.—CARLYLE, THOMAS, 1832, Journal, 
Jan. 21: Early Life of Thomas Carlyle, 
ed. Froude, vol. 1, p. 188. 

Among some other places I went to 
afterwards was John Murray’s,—the pub- 
lisher’s, —where I fell in with Lockhart, 
with whom I have exchanged cards this 
week, but whom I hadnotseen. Heis the 
same man he always was. and always will 
be, with the coldest and most disagreeable 
manners I have ever seen. I wanted to 
talk with him about Prescott’s ‘*‘ Ferdinand 
and Isabella,’? and by a sort of violence 
done to myself, as well as to him, did so. 
He said he had seen it, but had heard no 
opinion about it. I gave one with little 
ceremony, whichI dare say he thought was 
not worth a button; but I did it in a sort 
of tone of defiance, to which Lockhart’s 
manner irresistibly impelled me,and which 
I dare say was as judicious with him as any 
other tone, though I am sure it quite 
astonished Murray,who looked . . . asif 
he did not quite comprehend what I was 
saying.—TICKNOR, GEORGE, 1888, Jour- 
nal, March 29; Life, Letters and Journals, 
vol. 11, p. 147. 

Those who best know him have spoken 
cordially and gratefully of his kindly 
nature—among these were Hogg, Moore, 
Sterling, and Haydon. A certain hauteur 
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of manner, which sometimes was even 
supercilious, has contributed to strengthen 
the opinion that he was cold, proud, and 
distant. But he has been afflicted with 
deafness for many years,—an ailment 
which naturally checks the geniality of 
one’s nature, by preventing familiar com- 
panionship.— MACKENZIE, R. SHELTON, 
1854, ed., Noctes Ambrosiane, Memoir of 
John Gibson Lockhart, vol. Ul, p. xv. 

Lockhart lived in an age of literary 
animosities. He played an active,a manly, 
and sometimes a mischievous part in the 
intellectual life of hisday. He hada clear 
“complication-proof” head, a quick temper, 
a pitiless pen, and a dangerous sense of 
humor. He was loyal and loving to his 
friends, and not particularly forgiving to 
his foes. He failed to understand the 
valuable art of hedging,and prudence and 
amiability were by no means his charac- 
teristic virtues. When we add to these 
natural qualifications of making enemies, 
the ill-will aroused by the acrimonious 
warfare of political creeds,and the curious 
fact that personal abuse of the Whigs by 
the Tories has always been accounted a 
graver crime than personal abuse of the 
Tories by the Whigs, we comprehend why 
Lockhart has carried on his shoulders for 
half a century the weight of other people’s 
sins, just as Claverhouse bears the blame 
of all the brutality committed by the 
royalists in Scotland, and Sidney Smith is 
held responsible for every witticism uttered 
in his day.—REPPLIER, AGNES, 1896, In 
the World of Art and Letters, The Cosmo- 
politan, vol. 22, p. 222. 

He has been spoken of as cold, heartless, 
incapable of friendship. We have written 
in vain,and his own letters are vainly dis- 
played, if it be not now recognised that the 
intensity of his affections rivalled, and 
partly caused, the intensity of his reserve. 
Garrulous lax affections and emotions are 
recognised and praised: ready tears, 
voluble sorrows, win sympathy, —and may 
have forsaken the heart they tenanted 
almost in the hour of their expression. 
Lockhart felt too strongly for words, and 
his griefs were ‘‘too great for tears,’’ as 
the Greek says. His silence was not so 
much the result of a stoical philosophy, as 
of that constitutional and ineradicable play 
of nature which, when he was a child, left 
his cheeks dry while others wept, and ended 
in a malady of voiceless grief. He was 


JOHN GIBSON LOCKHART 


born to be so, and to be misconstrued. 
. . . Unfortunate in so much, Lockhart 
was most happy in a wife and daughter 
who inherited the sweetness of spirit of 
their father and their grandfather. To 
their influence, in part, we may trace the 
admirable qualities which, in his later 
years, contrasted with the acerbity of his 
early manhood. To adapt the noble phrase 
of the Greek historian, ‘‘Being a man, 
he bore manfully such things as mortals 
must endure.’’—LANG, ANDREW, 1896, 
ed., The Life and Letters of John Gibson 
Lockhart, vol. 1, pp. 408, 412. 

A man of many gifts and accomplish- 
ments, a good scholar, a keen satirist and 
critic, a powerful novelist, an excellent 
translator. He was accomplished with 
the pencil as well as with the pen, and 
some of his caricatures are at once irre- 
sistibly amusing and profoundly true. His 
‘Scotch judge’’ and ‘‘Scotch minister’’ 
would make the reputation of a number of 
Punch. His biting wit won for him the 
sobriquet of ‘‘the Scorpicn;’’ but not- 
withstanding his sting he won and re- 
tained through life many warm friends.— 
WALKER, HucuH, 1897, The Age of Tenny- 
son, p. 136. 

He was slim and straight and self-con- 
tained,a man of elegance and refinement— 
words dear to the time—in mind as in 
person, dark of hair and fine of feature, 
more like a Spaniard than a Saxon, a per- 
fect contrast tothe Berserker hero by his 
side. They were both of that class which 
we flatter ourselves in Scotland produces 
many of the finest flowers of humanity, 
the mingled product of the double nation 
- —pure Scot by birth and early training, 
with the additional polish and breadth of 
the highest English education: Glasgow 
College, as it was then usual to call that 
abode of learning, with Oxford University 
to complete and elaborate the strain... . 
All energy and darting wit on one side, all 
kindness and tender domestic feeling on 
the other; fastidious, keen, refined, yet 
quite capable of picking up the coarsest 
missile, and flinging it with a sudden im- 
pulse hotter and swifter than anything 
the ruddy Berserker was capable of. Men 
like Wilson are to be found everywhere in 
Scotland,if seldom with his endowment of 
genius. Men like Lockhart are very rare 
anywhere. —OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. W., 
1897, William Blackwood and his Sons. 
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PETER’S LETTERS TO HIS KINSFOLK 
1819 

What an acquisition it would have been to 
our general information to have had such 
a work written, Ido not say fifty, but even 
five-and-twenty years ago! and how much 
of grave and gay might then have been 
preserved,as if were in amber, which have 
now mouldered away. When I think that, 
at an age not much younger than yours, I 
knew Black, Ferguson, Robertson, Erskine, 
Adam Smith,John Home, &c.,and at least 
saw Burns, I can appreciate better than 
any one the value of a work which, like 
this, would have handed them down to 
posterity in their living colours.—Scort, 
Sir WALTER, 1819, Letter to Lockhart, 
July 19; Scott's Life by Lockhart, ch. xlv. 

A worthless book, will give you some 
idea of the state of literature in Edinburgh 
at this time: it was in great vogue three 
years ago, but is now dead as mutton.— 
CARLYLE, THOMAS, 1823, Early Letters, 
ed. Norton, p. 294. 

It gives us the pictures, mental and 
bodily, of some of the leading men of Scot- 
land with great truth and effect. Itisa 
singular hotch-potch, and full of wit and 
humour.— CUNNINGHAM, ALLAN, 1838, 
Bwographical and Critical History of the 
Interature of the Last Fifty Years. 

Nobody but a very young and a very 
thoughtless person could have dreamed of 
putting forth such a book. . . . Since I 
have alluded to ‘‘Peter’s Letters’’ at all, 
I may as well take the opportunity of add- 
ing that they were not wholly the work of 
one hand.— LOCKHART, JOHN GIBSON, 
1836-38, Life of Sir Walter Scott, ch. xlv. 

A prying criticism may discern a few of 
those contraband epithets and slipshod 
sentences, more excusable in young 
‘‘Peter’s Letters to his Kinsfolk,’’ where, 
indeed, they were thickly sown, than in the 
production of a grave Aristarch of British 
criticism.—PRESCOTT, WILLIAM HICKLING, 
1838, Sir Walter Scott, Biographical and 
Critical Miscellanies. 


VALERIUS 
1821 
It is an attempt, in short, which, though 
creditable to the spirit and talents of the 
author, we think he has done wisely in not 
seeking to repeat, and which, though it 
has not failed through any deficiency of 
his, has been prevented, we think, from 
succeeding by the very nature of the 
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subject. —JEFFREY, FRANCIS LorD, 1823, 
Secondary Scotch Novels, Edinburgh Re- 
view, vol. 39, p. 180. 


Though the skeleton was dug out of the 
grave, he has clothed it so dexterously with 
flesh and muscle, and breathed into it so 
strongly the breath of life, that it seems 
the work of nature.—CUNNINGHAM, ALLAN, 
1833, Biographical and Critical History of 
Interature of the Last Fifty Years. 

Seems to me one of the most remark- 
able works of fiction ever composed.— 
—BrRYANT, WILLIAM CULLEN, 1852, Ora- 
tions and Addresses, p. 55, 

The most successful attempt which has 
ever yet been made to engraft the interest 
of modern romance on ancient story: its 
extreme difficulty may be judged by the 
brilliant genius of Bulwer having alone 
rivaled him in the undertaking. — ALI- 
SON, SiR ARCHIBALD, 1853,-59, History 
of Europe, 1815-52, ch. v. 

Immediately took its place among the 
secondary Scottish novels, as those were 
called which would have been first but for 
Scott’s series. That book was full of in- 
terest, and of promise of moral beauty 
which was not fulfilled.—MARTINEAU, 
HARRIET, 1854, Biographical Sketches, 
p. 80. 

A highly accomplished attempt to re- 
suscitate domestic society under Trajan. 
—GossE, EDMUND, 1897, A Short History 
of Modern English Literature, p. 327. 


ADAM BLAIR 
1822 

It isastory of great power and interest, 
though neither very pleasing, nor very 
moral,nor very intelligible. . . . There is 
no great merit in the design of this story, 
and there are many things both absurd and 
revolting in its details; but there is no 
ordinary power in the execution ; and there 
is a spirit and richness in the writing, of 
which no notion can be formed from our 
little abstract of its substance.—JErF- 
FREY, FRANCIS LorD, 1823-44, Secondary 
Scotch Novels, Contributions to the Edin- 
burgh Review, vol. 1, pp. 526, 527. 


Amid scenes of dramatic talent and 
passages impressed with the finest sensi- 
bilities, there is evidence now and then of 
the distempered feeling of the German 
school. — CUNNINGHAM, ALLAN, 18388, 
Biographical and Critical History of the 
Literature of the Last Fifty Years. 
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His novel is not of the first rank (I 
should call it an excellent second-rate 
one), but it borrows a charm from the fact 
that his vigorous, but not strongly imagi- 
native, mind was impregnated with the 
reality of hissubject. He did not always 
succeed in rendering this reality; the ex- 
pression is sometimes awkward and poor. 
But the reader feels that his vision was 
clear, and his feeling about the matter 
very strong and rich.—JAMES, HENRY, 
Jr., 1880, Nathaniel Hawthorne, (English 
Men of Letters), p. 112. 


‘‘Adam Blair’? is almost a masterpiece 
in concentrated power and passion.— 
SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1896, English Prose, 
ed. Craik, vol. v, p. 316. 

There are scenes in that unevenly 
written Lockhart story of ‘‘Adam Blair’’ 
—hardly known now—which for thrilling 


_passion, blazing out of clear sufficiencies 


of occasion, would compare well with kin- 
dred scenes of Scott’s own, and which 
score deeper colorings of human woe and 
loves and remorse than belong to most 
modern stories; not lighted, indeed, with 
humor; not entertaining with anecdote; 
not embroidered with archeologic knowl- 
edge; not rattling with coruscating social 
fireworks, but subtle, psychologic, touch- 
ing the very marrow of our common man- 
hood with a pen both sharp and fine.— 
MITCHELL, DONALD G., 1897, English 
Lands Letters and Kings, The Later 
Georges to Victoria, p. 47. 


ANCIENT SPANISH BALLADS 
1828 

All other translations fade away before 
them.—CUNNINGHAM, ALLAN, 1883, Bio- 
graphical and Critical History of the Liter- 
ature of the Last Fifty Years. 

These Spanish ballads are known to our 
public, but generally with inconceivable 
advantage, by the very fine and animated 
translations of Mr. Lockhart.—HALLAM, 
Henry, 1837-39, Introduction to the Lit- 
erature of Europe, pt. ii, ch. v, par. 46. 

Mr. Lockhart’s picturesque version of 
the Moorish ballads.—PreEscott, WILLIAM 
HICKLING, 1838, Ferdinand and Isabella. 

A work of genius beyond any of the sort 
known to me in any language. . The 
admirably spirited but very free transla- 
tions by Mr. Lockhart.—TiIckNor, GEORGE, 
1849-54, History of Spanish Literature, 
vol. 1, p. 115, note, vol. 1, p. 418. 
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Long esteemed for the spirit and ele- 
gance with which the poet has exhibited 
the peculiar beauties of this literature in 
our English dress.—ScRYMGEOUR, DANIEL, 
1850, Poetry and Poets of Great Britain. 


These translations derive,asI have said, 
not a little of their excellence from Mr. 
Lockhart’s being himself a poet of fine 
genius, clear in his conceptions and mascu- 
line in execution. . What was 
tame he inspired; what was lofty gained 
additional grandeur; and even the tender 
—as in the lay of ‘‘Count Alarcos’’—grew 
still more pathetic beneath his touch.— 
Morr, D. M., 1851-52, Sketches of the 
Poetical Literature of the Past Half-Century. 


Mr. Lockhart’s spirited volume of 
Spanish ballads, to which the art of the 
modern translator has given the charm of 
the vigorous old poets.—MITFORD, MARY 
RUSSELL, 1851, Recollections of a Literary 
Life, ch. xvi. 

LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT 
1836-38 

Fortunate as Sir Walter Scott was in his 
life, it is not the least of his good 
fortunes that he left the task of recording 
it to one so competent as Mr. Lockhart, 
who to a familiarity with the person and 
habits of his illustrious subject unites 
such entire sympathy with his pursuits, 
and such fine tact and discrimination in 
arranging the materials for publication. — 
PRESCOTT, WILLIAM HICKLING, 1838, Bio- 
graphical and Critical Miscellanies. 

Executed with so much skill, and in so 
admirable a manner, that, next to Bos- 
well’s ‘‘Life of Johnson,’’ it will probably 
always be considered as the most interest- 
ing work of biography in the English lan- 
' guage.—ALISON, SiR ARCHIBALD, 1853- 
59, History of Hurope, 1815-52, ch. v. 

The defect of Lockhart’s book “is that 
he devotes too much space to a discussion 
of the connection between Scott and the 
Ballantynes. The tone and temper of this 
discussion are equally out of keeping with 
the biography and its author’s intention of 
exhibiting Scott in a favorable light. 
The executorsof James Ballantyne replied, 
in a voluminous pamphlet, the object of 
which was to show that Ballantyne was 
more sinned against than sinning. Lock- 
hart retorted,in a bitter publication called 
“The Ballantyne Humbug Handled.’’ It 
was contemptuous and personal. Then 
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followed a rejoinder, going closely into 
detail, in which they showed how con- 
stantly Scott used to draw on Ballantyne 
for money, and how improvident he was. 
To this there was no reply, but the discus- 
sion, which was provoked by Lockhart’s 
aspersions, did not tend to exalt Scott in 
public estimation. —MACKENZIE, R. SHEL- 
TON, 1854, ed. Noctes Ambrosiane, Memoir 
of John Gibson Lockhart, vol. m1, p. xiv. 


It seems as if, in that darkly-guessed-at- 
Wisdom which governs our world, Lockhart 
had been born to love Scott, and, beyond 
even that regard which Scott’s works 
awaken in every gentle heart, to make him 
by all men yet more beloved. Lockhart 
has given to us a friend, the object of his 
own intense and undemonstrative devotion; 
and we, who find that even his death before 
our day cannot sever from our living 
affection the man whom, ‘‘not having 
seen, we love,’’ owe this great debt to 
Lockhart, and for very gratitude, must 
forgive all that in him which is less noble 
than himself—quia multum amavit. — 
LANG, ANDREW, 1896, ed., The Life and 
Letters of John Gibson Lockhart, vol.t, p.72. 

As a man of letters, Lockhart is a 
fascinating, if not a prominent, figure in the 
history of the earlier half of our century; 
but to the majority he will never be more 
than the biographer of Scott.—HuTCHIN- 
son, T., 1896, The Academy, vol. 50, 
p. 344, 

It is by his ‘‘Life of Scott’’ that Lock- 
hart will live in literature. —WALKER, 
Hucu, 1897, The Age of Tennyson, p. 137. 


GENERAL 


Has been universally accepted [‘‘Life 
of Burns’’] as a graceful treatment of the 
subject; kind, without being partial, 
towards Burns, and informed with a fine 
spirit of criticism. It adds, however, 
little to the details previously known, and 
certainly any effort made by the author 
to attain correctness in the statement and 
arrangement of facts, was far from what 
would appear to have been necessary in 
the case.—CHAMBERS, ROBERT, 1850, The 
Life and Works of Robert Burns, Preface, 
vol. I, p. Vi. 

Its present accomplished editor [of the 
Quarterly Review] Lockhart, who at a short 
interval succeeded Gifford in its direction, 
brought to his arduous task qualities 
which eminently fitted him for its duties. 
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He is not political in his disposition, at 
least so far as engaging in the great strife 
of public questions is concerned: he is 
one of the light, not the heavy armed, in- 
fantry, and prefers exchanging thrusts 
with a court rapier to wielding the massy 
club of Hercules. But in the lighter 
branches of literatuure he has deservedly 
attained the very highest eminence. As 
a novelist, a critic, and a biographer, he 
has taken a lasting place in English litera- 
ture.—ALISON, SiR ARCHIBALD, 1853-59, 
History of Europe, 1815-52, eh. v. 

It was his own callousness which made 
the sensitiveness of others so highly 
amusing to him.—MARTINEAU, HARRIET, 
1854, Biographical Sketches, p. 34. 

No student of biography can afford to 
overlook Lockhart. Apart from his skill 
in choosing significant circumstances, he is 
peculiarly distinguished by his faithful ad- 
herence to reality: his biographies are 
remarkably free from the distortions of 
romance and hero-worship. He objected 
on several grounds to the writing of the 
lives of persons recently deceased; but he 
held that if ‘‘contemporaneous biog- 
raphy,’’ as he called it, is to be permitted 
the biographers should be peculiarly care- 
ful not to make in favour of the hero 
suppressions that might do injustice to 
other persons concerned. It was probably 
in pursuance of this principle that he made 
revelations concerning Scott which ex- 
treme admirers of the poet would rather 
he had left unsaid. Lockhart’s is nota 
studied, finished style, but he had a great 
mastery of language, and is exceedingly 
fresh and varied in his diction. His char- 
acteristic qualities are keen incisive force, 
and sarcastic exuberant wit.—MINTO, 
WILLIAM, 1872-80, Manual of English 
Prose Literature, p. 544. 

Only a word on his novels, —‘“‘ Valerius, 
a Roman Story,’’ coldly and _ sternly 
classical as a romance of Apuleius or 
Barclay; ‘‘Adam Blair,’’ with its burning 
passion and guilt, which startled the kirk 
like a bombshell; ‘‘Reginald Dalton,’’ 
light, easy and superficial, in which the 
author sought to depict, with a difference, 
—as ‘‘Tom Brown’ has doné for us in 
later days,—undergraduate life at Ox- 
ford,as it was during the earlier period of 
his own academical career ; and lastly, not 
the least remarkable, ‘‘Matthew Wald’’ 
forcibly portraying a character, which, 
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though redeemed by some better impulses, 
gradually sinks downward, by reason 


of its innate selfishness, to degradation 


and madness. These storys are, one and 
all, powerfully written; they exhibit force 
of narrative, passages of surpassing beauty 
and pathos, and elegance of style; but they 
have failed to gain for their writer an ex- 
halted or permanent place among the great 
masters of fiction.— BATES, WILLIAM, 
1874-98, The Maclise Portrait-Gallery of 
Illustrious Literary Characters, p. 9. 


The truth is, that Lockhart, in his own 
line, was as narrow as the Shepherd was in 
his.—VEITCH, JOHN, 1885, Memorials of 
James Hogg, ed. Mrs. Garden, Preface, 
p. xiii. 

He was very much more than a satirist 
and asnarler. From the first he seems to 
have had the command of a really excel- 
lent style—a style in which a few slight 
oversights may be noted here and there, 
but which in the main is one of the very 
best examples of a class too generally 
undervalued—the class showing the latest 
phase of the ‘‘classical’’ style of the 
eighteenth century, free from over-classi- 
cism, slightly suppled and modernised by 
foreign and vernacular influences, but as 
yet untouched by the tendencies to law- 
lessness, to extreme ornament, and to other 
excesses which were successively illus- 
trated in Landor, in DeQuincey, in Carlyle, 
and in Mr. Ruskin. And he put this style, 
in his avowed and substantive work, to 
most excellent use, assisting its operation 
by the display of good reading, of sound, if 
sometimes slightly grudging criticism, and 
above all of a manly and judicial sense 
with which few have shown themselves 
better provided.—SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 
1896, English Prose, ed. Craik, vol. v, 
p. 315,, 

Lockhart, though an acute critic, and a 
very clever translator, was a supreme 
worshipper of ‘‘conditions,’’ rather than 
of qualities.— MITCHELL, DonaLp G., 
1897, English Lands Letters and Kings, 
The Later Georges to Victoria, p. 280. 


He was not aswashbuckler like Wilson, 
making his sword whistle round his head, 
and cutting men down onevery side. His 
satire was mischievous, virulent, not go 
much from hate as from nature. It wag 
as if he had a physical necessity for dis- 
charging that point of venom, which he 
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emitted suddenly without warning, with- 
out passion or excitement, proceeding on 
his way gaily with perfect unconcern 
when the dart was flung. Itis impossible 
to imagine anything more unlike the roar- 
ing choruses of conviviality which were 
supposed to distinguish Ambrose’s than 
this reticent, sensitive, attractive, yet 
dangerous youth, by whose charm such a 
giantas Scott was immediately subjugated, 
and who slew his victims mostly by the 
midnight oil,not by any blaze of gaiety,or 
in the accumulative fervour of social sar- 
casm. From him came the most of those 
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sharp things which the victims could not 
forget. Wilson hacked about him, dis- 
tributing blows right and left, delivered 
sometimes for fun, though sometimes with 
the most extraordinary impulse of perver- 
sity, in the impetus of his career. Lock- 
hart put in his sting in a moment, in- 
veterate, instantaneous, with the effect of 
a barbed dart—yet almost, as it seemed, 
with the mere intention of giving point to 
his sentences, and no particular feeling at 
all.—OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. W., 1897, 
William Blackwood and His Sons, vol. 1, 
p. 194, 


Sir Thomas Noon Talfourd 
1795-1854 


Born,at Doxey, near Stafford, 26 Jan. 1795. Educated at a school at Mill Hill, and 
at Reading Grammar School. To London, to study Law, 1818. On staff of ‘‘London 
Mag.’’ Contrib. to ‘‘Kdinburgh Review,’’ ‘‘Quarterly Review,’’ ‘‘New Monthly Mag.,’’ 
etc. Called to Bar at Middle Temple, Feb. 1821. - Married Miss Rutt,1821. Sergeant- 
at-Law, 1835. M. P. for Reading, 1835-41, 1847-49. Play, ‘‘Ion,’’ produced at. 
Covent Garden, 26 May 1886; ‘‘The Athenian Captive,’’ Haymarket, 1888; ‘‘Glencoe,’”’ 
Haymarket, 23 May 1840. Hon. D. C. L., Oxford, 20 June 1844. Recorder of Ban- 
bury, Queen’s Sergeant,1846. Judge of Court of Common Pleas, 1849-54. Knighted, 
30 Jan. 1850. Died, suddenly, at Stafford, 13 March 1854. Works: ‘‘Poems on 
Various Subjects’’(anon.),1811; ‘‘An Attempt to estimate the Poetical Talent of the 
Present Age,’’ 1815; ‘‘Ion’’ (priv. ptd.), 1835; ‘‘The Athenian Captive,’’ 1838; 
“‘Observations on the Law of Copyright,’’ 1838. ‘‘Glencoe’’ (priv. ptd.), 1839; 
‘‘Three Speeches in favour of an Extension of Copyright,’’ 1840; ‘‘Speech 
for the Defendant in the Prosecution, the Queen v. Moxon,’’ 1841; ‘‘Recollections 
of a first visit to the Alps’’ (priv. ptd.), 1841; ‘‘Dramatic Works,’’ 1848; ‘‘ Vacation 
Rambles and Thoughts’’ (2 vols.), 1845; ‘‘The Castilian’’ (anon. ; priv. ptd.), 18538; 
“‘Supplement to ‘Vacation Rambles,’’’ 1854. Posthumous: ‘‘Memoirs of Charles 
Lamb,’’ edited (from memoirs by Talfourd in his edns. of Lamb’s ‘‘Letters’’ and ‘‘Final 
Memorials’’) by P. Fitzgerald, 1892. He edited: W. D. Dickinson’s ‘‘Practical Guide 
to the Quarter Sessions,’’ 3rd edn., 1829; Charles Lamb’s ‘‘Letters,’’ 1837; and 
‘‘Winal Memorials,’’ 1848; W. F. Deacon’s ‘‘Annette,’’ 1852.—SuHarp, R. FARQUHAR- 
son, 1897, A Dictionary of English Authors, p. 274. 


PERSONAL 


I heard the late Lord Chief-Justice 
Tindal praise him highly for judgment and 
skill in the management of business. He 
said he was altogether a successful ad- 
vocate. Noman got more verdicts, and 
no man deserved more to get them. 
Talfourd is a generous and kind-hearted 
man., To men of letters and artists in 
distress, such as Leigh Hunt, Haydon, &ec., 
he was always very liberal. He did not 
forget his early friends, and at the large 
parties he has hitherto delighted to give, 
poets, players, authors of every kind were 
to be seen, together with barristers and 
now and then judges.—RoBINSON, HENRY 
Crass, 1847, Diary for 1813, note ; Diary, 


Reminiscences and Correspondence, ed. 
Sadler, vol. 1, p. 264. 

Talfourd I was glad to see but he disap- 
pointed me. He is no doubt a poet of 
genius, within certain limits, and a very 
hard-working successful lawyer, but he is 
a little too fat, red-faced, and coarse in 
his appearance. . . . He talksstrikably 
rather than soundly, defending ‘‘Cato,” for 
instance as an admirable poetical tragedy ; 
and was a little too artificial and too bril- 
liant, both in the structure and phraseology 
of his sentences and in the general tone 
of his thoughts. —TICKNOR, GEORGE, 1838, 
Journal, June 2; Life, Letters and Jour- 
nals, vol. u, p. 181. 

Of all the men whom I have known, 
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after long intercourse with the business 
of the world, the Sergeant is the one whom 
most preserves, to all outward appearance, 
the freshness and integrity of his youth- 
ful spirits.—DE QuINcEY, THomas, 1840? 
Literary Reminiscences, ch. xx. 


He was much more than a merely dis- 
tinguished leader, an eminent judge, or a 
great ornament of our literature. He had 
one ruling purpose of his life,—the doing 
good to his fellow creatures in his genera- 
tion. He was eminently courteous and 
kind, generous, simple-hearted, of great 
modesty, of the strictest honour, and of 
spotless integrity.—CoLERIDGE, J.T., 1854, 
Charge to the Grand Jury on the day after 
Talfourd’s Sudden Decease. 


The career of this eminent and good 
man, from his onset in life to the recent 
close of it on the bench, was in keeping— 
uniformly entitled to the admiration of all 
thinking and goodmen. Talfourd, seeking 
eminence in his profession, distinction in 
literature, renown in his judicial capacity, 
was always true to the interests of human- 
ity and of literature. He had strong 
sympathies with his fellow-men—with 
poverty and suffering. He had a sound 
taste in matters appertaining to art and 
letters, and kindly feeling toward those 
who cultivated those pursuits.—MADDEN, 
R. R., 1855, The Literary Life and Cor- 
respondence of the Countess of Blessington, 
vol. I, p. 582. 


Retaining, no doubt, to the last the 
peculiar ideas of the school in literature 
to which he belonged, consistent in all 
actions, just in feeling, and in morals cor- 
rect, it is still impossible to recall him as 
he was more than forty years ago, and to 
follow up his career to the last,and not to 
pronounce an eulogy upon a most virtuous 
and excellent man of talent, of undoubted 
integrity, by whose loss there seemed a gap 
made in a class of the social body, which 
time, to those who knew him, can never 
fill up. My only purpose here is to record 
a few fleeting recollections of men and 
their doings, which I either knew of at the 
time, or with which I was in some degree 
connected. —REDDING, Cyrus, 1867, Per- 
sonal Reminiscences of Eminent Men, vol. 
ll, p. 165. 


Those who knew him will never forget 
hiskindly, genial face, the happiness radiat- 
ing from it when imparting pleasure to 
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others, and his generous hospitality ex- 
tended in no niggard spirit. —BALLANTINE, 
Wituiam, 1882, Some Experiences of a 
Barrister’s Life, vol. 1, p. 140. 

ION 

1835 


I do not much like Talfourd’s “lon ;” but 
I mean to read it again. It contains pretty 
lines; but, to my thinking, it is neither 
fish nor flesh. There is too much,and too 
little, of the antique about it. Nothing 
but the most strictly classical costume can 
reconcile me to a mythological plot; and 
Ion is a modern philanthropist whose 
politics and morals have been learned 
from the publications of the Society for 
the Diffusion of Useful Knowledge.— 
MACAULAY, THOMAS BABINGTON, 1836, To 
Ellis, July 25; Life and Letters, ed. Trevel- 
yan. 

This remarkable poem has justly called 
to itself more attention than any other 
work of the times. « Tongass 
evidently the work of many years. It is 
constructed on the principles of the 
Grecian drama, and is, on the whole, the 
most successful reproduction of the an- 
tique spirit with which we are acquainted. 
Aen: Mr. Talfourd has been remark- 
ably successful in two respects. His 
tragedy is at once true to the antique 
models, and deeply interesting to the mere 
modern reader. The classical scholar, as 
he reads its exquisite pages, can hardly 
escape the delusive impression that he has 
found a long-lost work of Sophocles. Its 
harmonious lines, to his ear,sound like the 
old Greek iambics, into which they fall so 
readily that at times he hardly knows 
whether he is reading Greek or English. 
The reader, whose knowledge is bounded 
by the literature of his mother tongue, 
finds in it such clear conceptions of char- 
acter,such a polished and melodious versi- 
fication, such rich and enchanting imagery, 
that he yields his spirit to the master’s 
spell. ‘‘He knows not why, and cares not 
wherefore.’’ He rises from its perusal 
with a pervading sense of beauty, which no 
other late poem can give him. It is all 
high thought, nobly expressed. It is heroic 
sentiment and sublime action, tempered 
and subdued with the softest and most 
delicate humanity.— FELTON, CoRNELIUS 
C., 1837, Talfourd’s ‘‘Ion,’’ North Ameri- 
can Review, vol. 44, pp. 485, 486. 

Of the concentration and passion of the 
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Shaksperean drama, Mr. Talfourd’s first 
dramatic production does not, as we have 
assumed, partake. The appeal of this 
tragedy is to the conscientiousness of its 
audience; and it purifies less by pity and 
terror, than by admiration and exultation. 
Its power is less an intellectual and 
poetical than a moral power; and the 
peculiarity of its sublime lies significantly 
in the excellence of its virtue. ase 
The mixture of the pure Christian prin- 
ciple of faith and love with the Greek 
principle of inexorable fate, produces 
an incongruity in the tragedy which 
raises a conflict in the mind. . . . 
To the language may be attributed ap- 
propriateness and eloquence, with some 
occasional redundance, and a certain de- 
ficiency in strength : the images are rather 
elegant than bold or original; and the 
versification flows gracefully and copiously 
within the limits of the school. The 
effect of the whole is such as would be 
created were it possible to restore the 
ground-plan of an Athenian temple in its 
majestic and simple proportions, and deco- 
rated it with the elegant statues of Canova. 
—Horne, RIcHARD HEncist, 1844,A New 
Spirit of the Age, pp. 149, 150. 


When Talfourd’s ‘‘Ion’’ was published, 
it appeared to myself (as it still appears) 
to be the most noble, highly-finished, and 
picturesque modern classical tragedy exist- 
ing on the English stage.—CHORLEY, 
HENRY FOTHERGILL, 1873, Autobiography, 
Memoirs and Letters, vol. 1, p. 118. 


GENERAL 


Whose criticism I think masterly.— 
LAMB, CHARLES, 1832, The Death of 
. Munden. 


His style is richly laden with ornament, 
and almost monotonously musical in its 
flow. His thoughts are more often seen 
in the imperial robes of rhetoric than in 
its suit of ‘‘homely russet brown.’’ The 
rich flush of imagination colors his whole 
diction. Attimes, he is fastidiously nice 
in his choice of language, and a fondness 
for dainty and delicate epithets too often 
gives to his style an appearance of pretti- 
ness and enfeebling affectation. He luxuri- 
ates too much in the ‘‘nectared sweets’’ 
of language and imagery, and is apt to 
impair the manliness and vigor of his dic- 
tion by redundant fancies and sugared 
words. When his own stores of sweetness 
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fail him, he avails himself of those belong- 
ing to others. His diction is studded 
with apt quotations, teeming with richness 
of sentiment and style. But still he shares 
in all the essential characteristics of the 
school of Wordsworth, and gives evidences 
on every page of that “‘quiet eye, which 
sleeps and broods on his own heart.’’. . . 
In kindly feeling, in genial sympathy with 
his race, in that running over of the heart 
in the worship of all that is great and good 
in character and life,in all those qualities 
which mark the musing and imaginative 
poet, he is perhaps not excelled by any con- 
temporary.—WHIPPLE, EDWIN P., 1843, 
Talfourd, North American Review, Oct. 
Essays and Reviews. 


“‘Talfourd’s greatest literary efforts 
were in the line of the drama; and if his 
plays seldom reached to the heights of sub- 
limity, they never descended to the level of 
the commonplace, and have been uniformly 
successful upon the stage. His tragedy is 
a mild-complexioned muse, impressing us 
more by its gentleness, sweetness, and free 
play of the affections than by those grand 
or sublime, or terrible situations and 
doings, or those violent and startling muta- 
tions which make tragedy tragical: while 
they often draw tears of pity or compas- 
sion, they rarely vehemently move the 
sterner feelings or stir the passions. His 
friend Macready correctly described ‘Ion,’ 
his dramatic masterpiece, when he styled 
it a ‘sweet tragic poem;’ and the charac- 
terization is not an inapt one for all his 
dramatic performances. His sonnets are 
fair exponents of the average style of the 
most of those by recent writers—clever, 
correct, dignified, garrulous rather than 
full, and temperately cold.’’—DESHLER, 
CHARLES D., 1879, Afternoons with the 
Poets, p. 251. 

6éTt 


Of his dramatic works ‘‘ion”’ was the 
most,and ‘‘The Massacre of Glencoe’’ the 
least,successful. It was in the treatment 
of classical subjects that he produced his 
best results. ‘‘Ion’’ is characterised by 
the simplicity and dignity belonging to 
its Greek theme.—MILES, ALFRED H., 
1894, The Poets and the Poetry of the Cen- 
tury, Keats to Lytton, p. 108. 


The cold dignity of Talfourd’s style 
hardly atones for the commonplace char- 
acter of his thought.—WaALKER, HuGu, 
1897, The Age of Tennyson, p. 47. 
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Caroline Anne Bowles Southey 
1787-1854 


Born in Hampshire, England,in 1787. She was the daughter of a retired officer, and 
both of her parents died when she was very young. She remained in the retirement 
at the country home which had been her father’s,and published, “‘Ellen Fitz-Arthur,’’ 
a poem, 1820; ‘‘The Widow’s Tale, and other Poems,’’ 1822; ‘‘Solitary Hours, Prose 
and Verse,’’ 1826; and ‘‘Chapters on Churchyards,’’ a series of tales and sketches 
originally contributed to ‘‘Blackwood,’’ 1829. On June 5th, 1839, she married Robert 
Southey, the Poet Laureate (1774-1843), whose first wife had died two years before. 
Miss Bowles and he had long been warm personal friends, and had talked of writing 


books together. 


poetry with both his initials and her own on the title page. 


After his death she published two or three fragmentary volumes of 


She died in 1854.— 


JOHNSON, RossITER, 1875, Little Classics, Authors, p. 227. 


PERSONAL 


Neither in prose nor in verse is Caroline 
Southey strong enough to maintain a high 
place. She will probably be best remem- 
bered by her connection with Southey and 
by her share in the volume of his corre- 
spondence edited by Professor Dowden. 
His part is the more important, but 
Caroline’s letters prove that she possessed 
more liveliness and satiric talent than 
might have been expected from the 
authoress of ‘‘Chapters on Churchyards.’’ 
She was diminutive, and had suffered from 
smallpox; the portrait prefixed to Pro- 
fessor Dowden’s edition of her correspond- 
ence is, however, by no means unprepos- 
sessing. —GARNETT, RICHARD, 1898, Dic- 
tionary of National Biography, vol. Li, 
p. 283. 

GENERAL 

Her productions are distinguished for 
correctness, simplicity and tenderness. 
She has little imagination, but she has a 
kindly disposition and an unusual depth of 
sentiment. Occasionally she is playful, 
but the genius of her poetry is religious. 
The range of her subjects is limited, but 
her writings evince a nice observation, a 
sympathy with the suffering, and a pious 
trustfulness. — GRISWOLD, Rurus W., 
1844, The Poets and Poetry of England in 
the Nineteenth Century, p. 255. 


It would be difficult, I think, to find 
among our Female Poets ene who in 
vigour of mind, intensity of feeling, and 
gracefulness of expression, excels Mrs. 
Southey. Her poems have a simplicity, a 
naturalness, which is as pleasing as it is 
rare. Her verses are the very perfection 
of direct and inartificial thought. In terse 
force of style I do not know her superior: 
whilst at the same time she has the quick- 
ness of vision and the sensitiveness of 


sympathy which characterise her sex.— 
ROWTON, FREDERIC, 1848, The Female 
Poets of Great Britain, p. 374. 

No man, could have written such poetry 
—at least no man has ever yet done 
so; it breathes of ‘‘a purer ether, a 
diviner air’’ than that respired by the 
soi-disant lords of the creation; and in its 
freedom from all moral blemish and blot— 
from all harshness and austerity of senti- 
ment—from all the polluting taints which 
are apt to cleave to the human thought, 
and its expansive sympathy with all that 
is holy, just, and of good report—it ele- 
vates the heart even more than it delights 
the fancy. We doubt if the English lan- 
guage possess any thing more profoundly 
pathetic than Mrs. Southey’s four tales, 
“The Young Grey Head,’’ ‘‘The Murder 
Glen,’’ ‘‘Walter and William,’’ and ‘‘The 
Evening Walk ;’’ and I envy not the heart- 
construction of that family group, of which 
the father could read these compositions 
aloud to his children either himself with 
an unfaltering voice, or without exciting 
their tears.—Morr, D. M., 1851-52, 
Sketches of the Poetical Literature of the 
Past Half-Century. 

No English poetess has written sweeter, 
or has touched more tenderly the chords 
of the heart,or has gone down deeper into 
its well-springs, than Caroline Anne, 
Bowles now Mrs. Southey.—CLEVELAND, 
CHARLES D., 1858, English Literature of 
the Nineteenth Century, p. 765. 


It is sufficiently astonishing to most of 
us, in this generation, that Robert Southey’s 
contemporaries took him for a great poet; 
but it is still more astonishing that they 
took Miss Bowles, who became his second 
wife, for a great poetess. ‘‘Delta’’ repre- 
sented the opinions of many when he de- 
clared that she equalled Mrs. Hemans; and 
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the Quarterly Review calls her-“‘the Cowper 
of Poetesses.’’? She was no poetess at all. 
Certainly it cannot be said of her, as it 
was said of Shadwell, that she ‘‘never 
deviates into sense.’’ Her verse is full 
of sense, but it never deviates into poetry. 
—ROBERTSON, Eric 8., 1888, English 
Poetesses, p. 248. 


She was the author of various stories, 
poems, and essays —the latter of which, 
in the form of series of ‘‘Chapters on 
Churchyards,’’ published in Blackwood’s 
Magazine, are almost the only relics of her 
that have a faint survival.—OLIPHANT, 
Marcaret O. W., 1883, Literary History 
of England, XVIII-XIXth Century, vol. 1, 
p. 827. 


Mrs. Southey’s verse had a greater 
charm for her own generation than it can 
ever have again. There is a natural 
simplicity about it which gives it a certain 
affinity with the so-called ‘‘Lake school,”’ 
and which was much newer in her day than 
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itisinours. And yet,after the lapse of so 
many years, like flowers that have been 
preserved, her work still emits a sweet 
mild fragrance, and recalls a tender, sympa- 
thetic personalty. One can scarcely read 
her general poems without feeling that 
they came from a true, loving heart, nor 
peruse the poems which with an almost 
morbid recurrence she wrote upon the 
subject of death, without feeling that 
she had a true sense of the sublime. 
Faulty in form, she possessed a spontaneity 
which some masters of form never show, 
besides in some degree that magic touch 
which invests asubject with the nameless 
environment which for want of a better 
term we call atmosphere.—MILEs, AL- 
FRED H., 1892, The Poets and the Poetry 
of the Century, Joanna Baillie to Mathilde 
Blind, p. Al. 


The decent worth of Caroline Bowles. — 
SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1896, A History of 
Nineteenth Century Literature, p. 124. 


Susan Edmonstone Ferrier 
1782-1854 
Born in Edinburgh, 7th September 1782. Her first work, ‘‘Marriage’’ (1818), was 
followed by ‘‘The Inheritance’”’ (1824) and ‘‘Destiny’’ (1831); for the three she re- 


ceived £150, £1,000, and£1,700. Miss Ferrier enjoyed the esteem and friendship of 
Sir Walter Scott, who was by some for a time credited with the authorship of her 


tales. 


Her ‘‘Recollections of Visits to Ashiestiel and Abbotsford’’ were published, 
along with a Memoir, in Bentley’s edition of her works (1881). 


She died at Edinburgh, 


5th November 1854.—Patrick AND GROOME, ed., 1897, Chambers’s Biographical Dic- 


tionary, p. 362. 
PERSONAL 


This gifted personage, besides having 
great talents, has conversation the least 
exigeante of any author, female at least, 
‘whom I have ever seen among the long 
list I have encountered with; simple, full 
of humour, and exceedingly ready at rep- 
artee; and all this without the least 
affectation of the blue stocking.—ScorT, 
Sir Wauter, 1831, Journal, May 12; 
Life by Lockhart, ch. \xxx. 


MARRIAGE 
1818 

Iam almost sorry when I ought to be 
glad,now that I send youthe end. I have 
had more enjoyment and pleasure in the 
progress of your work for the last twelve 
months than I have ever had in any that 
have passed through my hands. Iam now 
as impatient to have it fairly afloat as I 
was to have it concluded, being confident 


that there will only be one opinion of its 
merits.— BLAcKwooD, WILLIAM, 1818, 
William Blackwood and his Sons, ed. Oli- 
phant, vol. 1, p. 39. 


INHERITANCE 
1824 

On Wednesday I dined in company with 
Sir Walter Scott, and he spoke of the work 
inthe very highest terms. I don’t always 
set the highest value on the Baronet’s fay- 
ourable opinion of a book, because he has 
so much kindness of feeling towards every 
one; but in this case he spoke so much con 
amore, and entered so completely and at 
such length into the spirit of the book,and 
of the characters, as showed me at once the 
impression it had made on him. KHvery 
one I have seen who has read the book gives 
the same praise to it.—BLAcKWoop, WIL- 
LIAM, 1824, William Blackwood and his 
Sons, ed. Oliphant, vol. 1, p. 43. 
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Is a model of its kind, whilst from first 
to last the conduct of the narrative is 
perfect. Indeed the form of the story 
could not be improved—a rare merit even 
in a masterpiece of British fiction; and 
though the book is a long one, it contains 
not a superfluous page.—DouGLas, SIR 


GEORGE, 1897, The Blackwood Group, 
(Famous Scots Series), p. 124. 
DESTINY 
1831 


Miss Ferrier was a very careful crafts- 
woman—a fact to which much of her suc- 
cess has been attributed—and it was not 
until 1831 that her next book, ‘‘Destiny,’’ 
appeared. Much of it was written at 
Stirling Castle, while she was on a visit to 
the wife of the Governor of the garrison. 
The new novel was dedicated to Sir Walter 
Scott, to whom the authoress had good 
reason to feel obliged, for it was largely 
in consequence of his skilful bargaining 
that she had received for it the large sum 
of £1,700 from Cadell. The prices paid 
to her by Blackwood for her two previous 
books had been £150 and £1,000 re- 
spectively.—DouGLAS, SIR GEORGE, 1897, 
The Blackwood Group (Famous Scots 
Series), p. 128. 

GENERAL 

There is a lady here whom I think you 
must know,—Miss Ferrier; her father is 
a very old man, and she, who is not very 
young, and has indifferent health, secludes 
herself almost entirely with him. The 
fruits of this seclusion appeared three or 
four years since in the form of a novel 
called ‘‘Marriage:’’ it was evidently the 
production of a clever, caustic mind, with 
much good painting of character in it, that 
could not be produced without talent and 
considerable knowledge of men and books. 
I have just finished a hasty perusal of a 
new work by the same author, called ‘‘The 
Inheritance,’’ and join the general voice 
in pronouncing it clever, though there is, 
perhaps, too much caricature throughout. 
Pray read it; there is strong sense in it, 
and it keeps attention awake even when 
it does not entirely please. There are some 
here who praise this work beyond measure, 
and even hold it up as excelling the in- 
visible charmer.—GRANT, ANNE, 1824, 
Letter to Mrs. Hook, June 23; Memoir and 
Correspondence, ed. Grant, vol. 11, p. 35. 

To a warm heart, a lively fancy, and 
great powers of discrimination, Miss 
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Ferrier has added variety of knowledge, 
and a graphic art of describing all she sees 
and all she feels, which give her a distin- 
guished place among the novelists of the 
day.—CUNNINGHAM, ALLAN, 1833, Bto- 
graphical and Critical History of the Liter- 
ature of the Last Fifty Years. 


This lady was a Scottish Miss Edge- 
worth—of a lively, practical, penetrating 
cast of mind; skilful in depicting charac- 
ter and seizing upon national peculiarities ; 
caustic in her wit and humour, with a quick 
sense of the ludicrous; and desirous of 
inculcating sound morality and attention 
to the courtesies and charities of life. In 
some passages, indeed, she evinces a deep 
religious feeling, approaching to the 
evangelical views of Hannah More; but 
the general strain of her writing relates 
to the foibles and oddities of mankind, and 
no one has drawn them with greater 
breadth of comic humour or effect. Her 
scenes often resemble the style of our best 
old comedies, and she may boast, like 
Foote, of adding many new and original 
characters to the stock of our comic 
literature. —CHAMBERS, ROBERT, 1876, 
Cyclopedia of Enclish Literature, ed. Car- 
ruthers. 

Of the four requisites of the novelist, 
plot, character, description, and dialogue, 
she is only weak in the first. The lapse 
of an entire half-century and a complete 
change of manners have put her books to 
the hardest test they are ever likely to 
have to endure, and they come through 
it triumphantly.—SamntspuRY, GEORGE, 
1882, Miss Ferrier’s Novels, The Fort- 
nightly Review, vol. 87, p. 331. 

Miss Ferrier was, in point of natural 
ability, far above the average novel-writer 
of to-day. We doubt whether at the 
present moment there exists in England 
any living authoress (unless it be Mrs. 
Oliphant or Mrs. Thackeray Ritchie) who 
stands, in acuteness, in humor, in insight 
into character, much above the writer of 
“‘Inheritance.’’ We shall not do Miss 
Ferrier injustice if we place her only a 
little below Miss Austen in point of humor, 
and Miss Edgeworth in point of wit and 
sterling sense. But high as we are in- 
clined to put Miss Ferrier among the 
female novelists of England, we admit at 
once that she exhibits a want of literary 
skill which would hardly be betrayed by 
any one among the number of authors 


FERRIER—MONTGOMERY 


whose works are to be read in every 
month’s magazine, and are forgotten before 
the month is out.—Dicry, A. V., 1883, 
Miss Ferrier’s Novels, The Nation, vol. 
37, p. 231. 


Miss Ferrier’s novels show keen powers 
of observation,and are brightly and clearly 
written. Theyare chiefly satirical sketches 
of character in the upper classes of Scot- 
tish society. They belong to the same 
school as Miss Edgeworth’s stories, and 
are marked by the same rather stiff 
didacticism. . . . In spite of their old- 
fashioned character they still have at- 
traction due to genuine wit and vivacity. 
—STEPHEN, LESLIE, 1889, Dictionary of 
National Biography, vol. Xvi, p. 392. 


She was a keen satirist, but showed up 
the follies and vices of society more from 
an overpowering sense of humour than 
from any intention to be areformer. Her 
pictures of contemporary Scottish life and 
character are most amusing.—KIRKLAND, 
EH. S., 1892, A Short History of English 
Literature, p. 308. 

Miss Ferrier lived to old age, and be- 


came, we are told, so completely occupied 
with religious questions as to dislike and 
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disapprove of the delightful works of her 
earlier days, which is an unfortunate cir- 
cumstance. She hus retained a high and 
quite individual place in fiction, one of a 
band of three women who form a sort of 
representative group in their way of the 
three countries, which, it is to be hoped, 
no unpropitious fate will ever sundor or 
make to be other than one.—OLIPHANT, 
MARGARET O. W., 1897, William Black- 
wood and his Sons, vol. 1, p. 45. 

It is more than eighty years since ‘‘Mar- 
riage’’ was published, and you can buy it 
to-day in any book-shop for fourpence 
halfpenny. That shows at least a singu- 
larly robust power of survival,and immor- 
tality is freely claimed for authors who 
have very much less to show for it than a 
lady who has amused four generations of 
readers. If she had been content to do 
that, her fame might rest secure; but un- 
happily she was possessed with the desire 
to convey moral instruction, and that has 
overlaid her humour and her genuine 
faculty of creation with a dead weight of 
platitudes under which they must inevi- 
tably sink.—GWyYNN, STEPHEN, 1899, Miss 
Ferrier, Macmillan’s Magazine, vol. 79, 


p. 419 


James Montgomery 
1771-1854 


Born, at Irvine, Ayrshire, 4 Nov. 1771. To Moravian school at Fulneck, near Leeds, 
1777-87. Worked as shop-assistant, 1787-92. Clerk in office of ‘‘Sheffield Register’’ 
(afterwards ‘‘Sheffield Iris’’), April 1792; editor, 1794; proprietor, 1795-1825. Im- 
prisoned in York Castle for libel, Jan. to April 1795,and Jan. to July 1796. Contrib. 
to ‘‘Eclectic Rev.,’’ and other periodicals. Prolific writer of poetry. Lectured on 
Poetry at Royal Institution, 1830 and 1831. Crown Pension, 1835. Unmarried. 
Died, in Sheffield, 30 April 1854. Buried in Sheffield Cemetery. Works: ‘‘Prison 
-Amusements’’ (under initials: J. M.), 1797; ‘‘The Whisperer’’ (under pseud. ‘‘Gabriel 
Silvertongue’’), 1798; ‘‘The Ocean,’’ 1805; ‘‘The Wanderer of Switzerland,’’ 1806; 
‘<Poems on the abolition of the Slave Trade’’ (with J. Grahame and E. Benger), 1809; 
‘<The West Indies,’’ 1810; ‘‘The World before the Flood,’’ 1813; ‘‘Verses to the 
Memory of the late Richard Reynolds,’’ 1817; ‘‘Greenland,’’ 1819; ‘‘Songs of Zion,’’ 
1822; ‘‘The Chimney-Sweeper’s Friend,’’ 1824; ‘‘Prose by a Poet’’ (anon.), 1824; 
“<The Christian Psalmist,’’ 1825; ‘‘The Pelican Island,’’ 1826; ‘‘The Christian Poet,’’ 
1827 (2nd edn. same year); ‘‘An African Valley,’’ 1828; ‘‘An Essay on the Phrenology 
of the Hindoos and Negroes,’’ 1829; ‘‘Verses in commemoration of . . . J. 
Hervey,’ 1833; ‘‘Lectures on Poetry,’’ 1833; ‘‘A Poet’s Portfolio,’’ 1835; ‘‘Hymns 
for the opening of Christ Church, Newark on Trent,’’ 1837; ‘‘Our Saviour’s Miracles, ”’ 
1840; ‘‘Poetical Works,’’ 1841; ‘‘Original Hymns,’’ 1853. He edited: Cowper’s 
‘‘Poems,’’ 1824; ‘‘Journal of Voyages and Travels, by the Rev. D. Tyerman and G. 
Bennet,’’ 1831; ‘‘The Christian Correspondent,’’ 1837; Milton’s ‘‘Poetical Works,’’ 
1843; ‘‘Gleanings from Pious Authors,’’ 1850. _ Life: ‘‘Memoirs,’’ by J. Holland and 
J. Everett (7 vols.), 1854-56.—SHarp, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary of 


English Authors, p. 201. 
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PERSONAL 


His appearance speaks of antiquity and 
not of decay. His hair has assumed a 
snowy whiteness, and the lofty and full- 
arched coronal ‘regions exhibit what a 
brother poet has well termed the “clear, 
bald polish of the honored head ;’’ but the 
expression of the countenance is that of 
middle life. It is a thin, clear, speak- 
ing countenance; the features are high, 
the complexion fresh, though not ruddy, 
and age has failed to pucker either cheek 
or forehead with a single wrinkle... . 
The figure is quite as little touched by age 
as the face. It is well, but not strongly 
made, and of the middle size; and yet 
there is a touch of antiquity about it, too, 
derived, however, rather from the dress 
than from any peculiarity of the person 
itself. To a plain suit of black Mr. Mont- 
gomery adds the voluminous breast-ruffles 
of the last age, exactly such things as, in 
Scotland, at least, the fathers of the pres- 
ent generation wore on their wedding- 
days.—MILLER, Hucu, 1841, The Witness. 

As a model of the Christian citizen, he 
stands pre-eminent. Steadfastly promot- 
ing public improvements, and patiently 
fostering every charitable enterprise, 
catholic in spirit and loyal to conscience, 
unselfish in his aims and rich in practical 
wisdom, prudent in counsel and warm in 
his affections, he identified himself with all 
the best interests of Sheffield, and took a 
high place in the confidence and respect 
of his towns-fellows. Nor were his labors 
of love bounded by Sheffield. Welcoming 
all the new-born activities, which mark 
the Church of Christ during the present 
century, he engaged in their furtherance 
with singular devotedness. And even 
when age and infirmities might justly have 
pleaded exemption from duty,a scrupulous 
fidelity to its claims kept him to his post 
even to the end.—KNIGHT, HELEN C., 
1857, Life of James Montgomery, Preface, 
p. iv. 

Treland, Scotland, Wales, and England 
may be proud of a man who did so much 
that was good and so little that was bad; 
in whose long life, indeed, we find nothing 
that was not designed, and calculated to 
advance the temporal and spiritual wel- 
fare of humanity. . . . Few poets 
ever suffered more severely at the hands 
of critics; and, acting on a naturally 
sensitive nature, the attacks of Jeffrey in 
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the Edinburgh and of lesser Zoiluses in 
other reviews, probably had the effect 
they are designed to produce. In a letter 
I received from him in 1837, Montgomery 
thus alludes to himself: ‘‘The disappoint- 
ment of my premature poetical hopes 
brought a blight with it, from which my 
mind has never recovered. For many 
years, I was as mute as a molting-bird; 
and when the power of song returned, it 
was without the energy, self-confidence, 
and freedom which happier minstrels 
among my contemporaries manifested.” — 
HALL, SAMUEL CARTER, 1883, Retrospect 
of a Long Life, p. 413. 


GENERAL 


We took compassion upon Mr. Mont- 
gomery on his first appearance; conceiv- 


ing him to be some slender youth of seven- | 


teen, intoxicated with weak tea, and the 
praises of sentimental Ensigns and other 
provincial literati, and tempted, in that 
situation, to commit a feeble outrage on 


the public, of which the recollection would | 


bea sufficient punishment. A third edition, 


however, is too alarming to be passed over | 
in silence; and, though we are perfectly | 


persuaded, that in less than three years 
nobody will know the name of the 
‘‘Wanderer of Switzerland,’’ or any of 
the other poems in this collection, still 
we think ourselves called on to interfere, 
to prevent,as far as in us lies, the mischief 
that may arise from the intermediate prev- 
alence of so distressing an epidemic. It 


is hard to say what numbers of ingenious | 
youth may be lead to expose themselves | 


in public by the success of this perform- 
ance, or what addition may be made in a 


few months to that great sinking-fund of | 


bad taste, which is daily wearing down the | 


debt which we have so long owed to the 
classical writers of antiquity. 

When every day is briuging forth some 
new work from the pen of Scott, Campbell, 
Rogers, Baillie, Sotheby, Wordsworth, or 
Southey, it is natural to feel some disgust 
at the undistinguishing voracity which can 
swallow down three editions of songs to 
convivial societies and verses to a pillow. 


—JEFFREY, FRANcIS Lorp, 1807, Mont- | 


gomery’s Poems, Edinburgh Review, vol. 9, 
pp. 847, 354. 


‘With broken lyre and cheek serenely pale, 

Lo! sad Alczeus wanders down the vale; 

Though fair they rose, and might have 
bloom’d at last, 
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His hopes have perish’d by the northern 
blast. 

Nipp’d in the bud by Caledonian gales, 

His blossoms wither as the blast prevails! 

O’er his lost works let classic Sheffield weep: 

May no rude hand disturb their early sleep. 

—Byron, Lorn, 1809, English Bards and 

Scotch Reviewers. 


Never did any volume more truly deserve 
the reception which it found. Faults there 
were in it ; for where is the volume without 
them? The longest of the poems [‘‘The 
Wanderer of Switzerland’’] is an experi- 
ment, treating an heroic subject in lyric 
measure and upon a dramatic plan. . 
Notwithstanding the inherent and _ ir- 
remediable defect of the poem, no person 
capable of appreciating poetry could read 
it without perceiving that it was the pro- 
duction of arich and powerful mind... . 
There stands upon record only one piece 
of formal criticism as mischievous as this; 
[Jeffrey’s review of ‘‘The Wanderer’’ | and 
that is the criticism upon Kirke White in 
a Monthly Journal, of which the noto- 
rious folly and injustice have been rep- 
robated by the thousands who regret 
and admire that extraordinary and ex- 
cellent youth. . . Twice three years 
have elapsed; the poems are stil! heard 
of, still read and admired, and pur- 
chased, and re-edited; and, what must 


be still more alarming to the careful - 


guardian of the public taste, a second 
volume [‘‘The West Indies, and other 
Poems’’] has been published. —SouTHEY, 
RoBErtT, 1811, Montgomery's Poems, Quar- 
terly Review, vol. 6, pp. 408, 413. 


Delicacy, tenderness, and a sacred feel- 
ing of the highest order, mark the effusions 


_ of Montgomery’s highly-cultivated muse. 


—Dippin, THOMAS FROGNALL, 1824, Li- 
brary Companion, p. T47, note. 


His bursts of sacred poetry, compared 
with his “Greenland,” remind us of a person 
singing enchantingly by ear, but becoming 
languid and powerless the moment he sits 
down to a note-book.—KEBLE, JOHN, 1825, 
Sacred Poetry, Quarterly Review, vol. 
32, p. 217. 

It was said by the Edinburgh Re- 
view, that none but maudlin milliners 
and sentimental ensigns supposed that 
James Montgomery was a poet. Then 
is Maga a maudlin milliner—and Christo- 
pher North a sentimental ensign. We 
once called Montgomery a Moravian; 
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and though he assures us that we were 
mistaken, yet having made an assertion, we 
always stick to it, and therefore he must 
remain a Moravian, if not in his own belief, 
yet in our imagination. Of all religious 
sects, the Moravians are the most simple- 
minded, pure-hearted, and high-souled— 
and these qualities shine serenely in ‘‘The 
Pelican Island.’’ In earnestness and fer- 
vour, that poem is by few or none excelled; 
it is embalmed in sincerity, and therefore 
shall fade not away, neither shall it 
moulder—not even although exposed to 
the air, and blow the air ever so rudely 
through time’s mutations.— WILSON, JOHN, 
1831, An Hour’s Talk About Poetry, Rec- 
reations of Christopher North ; Blackwood’s 
Magazine, vol. 30, p. 476. 

A new controversial pamphlet in verse 
[‘‘The West Indies’’] on this exhausted 
subject, containing all the old common- 
places of bleeding negroes and _ blood- 
thirsty planters, clanking chains and echo- 
ing whips,—even though embodied in 
vigorous and harmonious versification and 
relieved by sketches of natural scenery of 
singular freshness and beauty,—was but 
ill-calculated to afford pleasure to the 
lovers of genuine poetry. 3) 40 Few, 
we suppose, have read the poem twice 
through, though many may often have 
turned back to such passages as those 
which describes the charm with which love 
of country invests alike the bleakest as 
well as the richest shore. —Morr, GEORGE, 
1835, Montgomery’s Poems, Edinburgh Re- 
view, vol. 61, pp. 474, 475. 

James Montgomery is the most popular 
of the religious poets who have written in 
England since the time of Cowper, and he 
is more exclusively the poet of devotion 
than even the bard of Olney. Probably 
no writer is less indebted to a felicitous 
selection of subjects, since the themes of 
nearly all his longer productions are un- 
pleasing and unpoetical; but for half a 
century he has been slowly and constantly 
increasing in reputation, and he has now 
a name which will not be forgotten, while 
taste and the religious sentiment exist 
together. . . . The minor poems of Mr. 
Montgomery, his little songs and cabinet 
pieces, will be the most frequently read, 
and the most generally admired. They 
have the antique simplicity of pious George 
Withers, a natural unaffected earnestness, 
joined to a pure and poetical diction, which 
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will secure to them a-permanent place in 
English literature. The character of his 
genius is essentially lyrical; he has no 
dramatic power, and but little skill in 
narrative. His longest and most elaborate 
works, though they contain beautiful and 
touching reflections, and descriptions 
equally distinguished for minuteness, 
fidelity, and beauty, are without incident or 
method; but hisshorter pieces are full of 
devotion to the Creator, sympathy with 
the suffering, and a cheerful, hopeful phi- 
losophy.— GRISWOLD, RuFus W., 1844, 
The Poets and Poetry of England in the 
Nineteenth Century, p. 73. 


The most genuinely religious poet of the 
age. With a wisdom, founded not on 
calculation, but on a sacred sense of duty, 
he had made even his ambition subservient 
to his aspirations as a Christian, and he 
has thus reared for himself a pedestal in 
the poetic Walhalla of England peculiarly 
his own. The longer his fame endures, 
and the wider it spreads, the better it will 
be for virtue and for man.—HowlIrt, WIL- 
LIAM, 1847, Homes and Haunts of the 
Most Eminent British Poets, vol. u, p. 368. 


With the exception, perhaps, of Moore, 
Campbell, and Hemuans, I doubt indeed if 
an equal number of the lvrics of any other 
modern poet have so completely found 
their way to the national heart, there to be 
enshrined in hallowed remembrance. . . . 
One great merit which may be claimed for 
James Montgomery is, that he has en- 
croached on no man’s property as a poet; 
he has staked off a portion of the great 
common of literature for himself, and cul- 
tivated it according to his own taste and 
fancy. —Morr, D. M., 1851-52, Sketches 
of the Poetical Literature of the Past Half- 
Century. 


Of all dull, stagnant, unedifying entour- 


ages, that of middle-class Dissent, which © 


environed Montgomery, seems to me the 
stupidest.— ARNOLD, MatTTHEw, 1855, 
Letters, ed. Russell, vol. 1, p. 49. 


The beautiful sacred lyrics of Mont- 
gomery live not only in our church-books 
of psalmody, but some are also embalmed 
in the common heart of Christendom. 
Who does not remember his fine poem, 
“‘Oh, where shall rest be found?’’ And 
where shall we find a nobler burst of ele- 
vated sentiment in song than is to be 
found in his Advent hymn, ‘‘ Angels, from 
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the realms of glory ?’?’—SAUNDERS, FRED- 
ERICK, 1885, Evenings with the Sacred 
Poets, p. 369. 

A mild and gentle poet, the author of 
many verses dear to pious souls.—OLI- 
PHANT, MARGARET QO. W., 1892, The Vic- 
torian Age of English Literature, p 12. 

As a poet he is only eminent in descrip- | 
tive passages, for which he is usually in- | 
debted to books rather than his own ob- , 
servation of nature. There are some in- | 
dications of creative power in ‘‘The World 
before the Flood,’’ and the character of 
Javan is welldrawn; but, as Mrs. Hofland | 
remarked, he drew from himself. The | 
minor pieces which have obtained a wide 
circulation usually deserve it, but they are | 
buried in his works among masses of com- | 
monplace which should never have been | 
printed. He is largely indebted for his 
fame to the approbation of religious 
circles, better judges of his sentiments | 
than of his poetry: this has, on the other 
hand, occasioned unreasonable prejudice 
against him in other quarters. On the 
whole he may be characterised as some- 
thing less than a genius and something | 
more than a mediocrity.—GARNETT, RICH- 
ARD, 1894, Dictionary of National Biog- | 
raphy, vol. XXXVI, p. 319. 

Was a rather copious and fairly pleas- | 
ing minor bard,no bad hand at hymns and | 
short occasional pieces, and the author of | 
longer things.— SAINTSBURY, GEORGE, 
1896, A History of Nineteenth Century | 
Literature, p. 107. 

It is not however by these longer poems ; 
that the name of James Montgomery ||| 
will be perpetuated. It is as a religious }}} 
poet, and as a writer of sacred lyrics which |} 
give expression to the aspirations and re-|} 
flections of devout hearts, that he will be> 
longest remembered; and it is not too) 
much to say that in this department of 
poetic work his permanence seems fairlyy 
secure. Over a hundred of his hymns are 
said to be still in use. . His) 
Christian songs are vigorous in thought 
and feeling, simple, and direct in diction,)| 
broad in Christian charity, lofty in spiritual, 
aspiration, and entirely free from cant.| 
As such they form a not unworthy open, 
ing section for a volume devoted to the 
sacred poetry of the century.—MILEs; 
ALFRED H., 1897, The Poets and thil 
Poetry of the Century, Sacred, Moral ane 

Religious Verse, pp. 3, 4. 
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